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PREFACE. 


4) 

“Homer is univerfally allowed to have had the 
greateft invengion of any writer whatever. The 
praife of judgment Virgil has juftly contefted 
with him, and others may have their pretenfions 
as tu particular excellencies; but his invention re- 
mains yet unrivalled. Nor is it a wonder if he 
has ever been acknowledged the greateft of poets, 
who mof excelled in that which is the very foun- 
dation of poetry. It is the invention that in dif. 
ferent degrees diftinguifhes all great geniufes: the 
utmoft ftretch of human ftudy, learning, and induf- 
try, which mafters every thing befides, can never 
attain to this. It furnifhes art with all her mate- 
rials, and without it, judgment itfelf cafat bett but 
fteal wilcly ; for art is only like a prudent fteward 
that lives on managing the riches of nature. 
Whatever praifes may be given to works of judg- 
ment, there is not even a fingle beauty in them 
to which the invention mult not contribute: as 
in the moft regular gardens, art can only reduce 
the beauties of nature to more regularity, and 
fuclfa figure, which the common cye may better 
take in, and is therefore more entertajned with. 
And perhaps the reafon why coiimon critics are 
inclined to prefer a judicious and methodical ge- 
nius to a yreat and frnitful one, is, becaufe they 
find it eatier for themiclves to purtue their obfer- 
vations through an uniform and bounded walk of 
art, tanto comprchend the vatt and various ex- 
tent of nature. 

Our author's work is a wild paradife, where if 
we cannot [ce all the beauties fo diftincétly as in 
an erdered garden, it 1s only becanfe the number 
of Them is intinitely greater. It is like a copious 
nurfery, which contains the feeds and firft pro- 
ductions of every Kind, out of which thote who 
followed him have but fele¢ted fome particular 
plants, each according to his fancy, to cultivate 
and beautify. If fome things are too lusuriant, 
it is owing to the richnefs of the foil; and if o- 
thers are not arrived to perfection or maturity, it 
is only becaufe they are over-run and oppreft by 
thofe of a ftronger nature. . 

It is to the ftrength of this amazing invention 
we are to attribute that unequalled fire and rap- 
ture, which is fu forcible in Homer, that ao man 
of a true poetical {pirit is mafter of himfelf when 
he reads him. What he writes is of the moft ani- 
mating nature imaginable; every thing moves, 
every thing lives, and is putin action. Ifa coun- 
cil be called, or a battle fought, you are not cold- 
Jy intormed of what was faid or done as from a 
third perfon; the readcr is hurried out of himfelf 
by the force of the poet’s imagination, and turns 
in one place to a hearer, in another to a fpecta- 


tor. The cuutfe of his verfes refembles that of 
the army he defcribes,. 
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“ They pour along like a fire that {weeps the 
whole earth betore it.” It is however remark. 
able that his fancy, which is cvery wherz vigos 
rous, is not difcovered immediateiv at the bezin« 
ning of his poem in its fulleft (plendour : it gtows 
in the progrefs both upon himfelf and others, ‘and 
becomes on 4re, like a chariot-whecl, by its own 
rapidity. Exact difpofition, juft thought correct 
elocution, polithed numbers, may have Leen found 
ina thoufand; but this poetical fire. this ‘* vivi~ 
“ da vis anuni,” ina very few Even ‘1 works 
where ail thofe are impertect or neglect: ud. tuis 
can overpower criticifin, and make us admire 
even while we difapprovee Nay, where this ap- 
pears, though atteaded with shfurduries. it bri-cht- 
ens all the rubbifh about ir, til we tee nothing 
ut its own fplendour. This fire a dticerned in 
‘Virgil, but diicerned as through a cial, reflected 
from Homer, more shining than fierce, but cvery 
where equal and conflaut : in uncan and Siatius, 
it burfts out in fudden, fhett. und interrupted 
flafhes: in Milton it stows like a turnas. kept 
up to an uncommon arduur by the force cf arts 
in Shakfpeare it ftrikes before we are aware 
like an accidental fire from heavens; but in Lo. 
mer, and in him only, it burns every where clears 
ly, and every where irrefiltibly. 

{ fhall here endeavour to fhow, how this va% 
invention exerts iticlt in a manner fuperior to that 
of any poet, througlr all the main conitituent 
parts of his work, as itis the great end peculiar 
charaéteriftic which ditinguithes him trom all 
other authors. 

This ftrong and reling faculty was likewife a 
powerful far, which, in the violence of its courte, 
drew all things within its vortex. It fcemed not 
enough to have taken in the whole circle of arts, 
and the whole compafs of nature, to fupply lis 
maxims and reflections; a}i the inward pacons 
and affections of mankind, to furnifh his charac 
ters; and all the outward forms and imares of 
things, for his defciiptions ; but, wantit.7 yet az 
ampler {phere to expatiate in, he opened | new 
and boundlefs walk for his imagination, ave cic 
ated a world for himfelt in the invention of fable. 
That which Ariftotle calls the * Soul of Poetry,” 
was firt breathed info at by Flomer. J thal! be. 
gin with confidering him in this part, as it 1s na- 
turally the iirft ; and 1 ipgak of it both gs it me at 
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the defign of a poem, and as it is taken for 
fiction 


Fable may be divided into the probable, the 
allegorical, and the marvellous. The probable 
fable is the recital of fuch actions as though th 
did not happen, yet might, in the common courte 
of nature: or of fuch as, though they did, be- 
come fables by the additional epifodes and man- 
ner of telling them. Of this fort is the miaitt fto- 
ry of.an epic poem, the return of Ulyffes,: the 
fettlement of the Trojans in Italy, or the like. 
That of the Iliad is the anger of Achilles, the 
moft fhort and fingle fubject that ever was chofen 

y any poet. Yet this he has fupplied with a 
vafter variety of incidents and events, and crowd- 
ed with a greater number of councils, fpeeches, 
battles, and epifudes of all kinds, than are to be 
found even in thofe poems whofe fchemes are of 
the utmoft latitude and irregularity. The action 
is hurried on with the moft vehement {pirit, and 
its whole duration employs not fo much as fifty 
days. Virgil, for want of fo warm a genius, aid- 
ed himfelf by taking in a more extentive fubject, 
as well asa greater length of time, and contra¢t- 
ing the defign of both Homer’s poems into one, 
which is yet but a fourth part as large as his. 
The other ee poets have ufed the fame practice, 
but generally carried it fo far as to fuperinduce a 
multiplicity of fables, deftroy the unity of action, 
and lofe their readers in an unreafonable length 
of time. Nor is it only in the main defign that 


they have been unable to add to his inventiong 


but they have followed him in gvery epifode and 
part of ftory. If he has given a regular catalogue 


of an army, they,all draw up their forces in they 


fame order. If he has funeral games for Patro- 
clus, Virgil has the fame for Anchifes; and Sta- 
tius (rather than omit them) deftroys the unity 
of his action for thofe of Archemoras. If Ulyffes 
vitits the fhades, the Acneas of Virgil, and Scipio 
of Silius, are fent after him. If he be detained 


from his return by the allurements of Calypfo, fo. 


is AEneas by Dido, and Rinaldo by Armida. If 
Achilles be abfent from the army on the fcore of 
a quarrel throvgh half the poem, Rinaldo muft 
abfent himfelf juft as long on the like account. 
If he peves his hero a fuit of celeitial armour, 
Virgil and Taffo make the fame prefent to theirs. 
Virgil has not only obferved this clofe imitation 
of Homer, but, where he had not led the way, 
fupplied the wart from other Greek authors. 
‘Thus the ftory of Simon, and the taking of [roy 
was copied (fayg Macrobius) almoft word for 
word from Pifander, as the loves of Didg and 
fEneas are taken from thole of Medea and’ Jafon 
in-pollonius, and feveral others in the fame 
manner. 

To proceed to the allegorical fable: if we re- 
fie& upon thofe innumerable knewledges, thofe 
fecrets of nature and phylical philofophy, which 
Homer is generally (uppofed to have wrapped up 
in his alle ories, what a new ard ample {cene of 
wonder may this confideration afford us! haw fer- 
tile will that imagination appear, which was ahle 


to clothe ail the properties of elements, the qua- * other upon experience. 


Jincations of the mind, the virtues and vices, in 
forms and perfuns; and to introduce them into 
% 


| fhado 


‘view, they are 


actions agres ble to the marure of the thitigs ey 
wed! This is a field in which no fuc : 
poets could difpute with Homer; and whatever 
commendations have been allowed them on this 
head, are by no means for their invention in hav~ 
ing enlarged his circle, but for their judgment in 
having contradled it. For when the mode of 
learning changed in following ages, and {cience 
was delivered in a plainer manner; it then be-~ 
came as reafonable in the more modern poets to - 


lay it afide, a8 it was in’ Homer to make ufe of ity 
And perhaps it was no unhappy ¢ircumftance fer 
Virgil, that there was not in his time that deman‘\, 


upon him of fo great an invention, as might be 
capable of furnif i Bae all thofe allegorical parts of 
a poeni. " 
The marvellous fablé includes whatever is fu- 
pernatural, and efpecially the machines of thé 
gods. He feems the firft who brought them intd 
a fyftem of machinery for poetry, and fuch a one 
as makes its greateft importance and dignity. For 
we find thofe authors who have been éffended at 
the literal notion of the gods, conftantly laying 
their accufation againft Homer as the chief fup- 
ort of it. But whatever caufe there might be to 
fisme his machines m a philofophical or religious 
y arc fo perfect in the poetic, that man- 
kind have been ever fince contented to follow 
them: none have been able to enlarge the fpher¢ 
of poctry beyond the limits he has fet: every at- 
tempt of this nature has proved unfuccefsful; and 
after all the various changes of times and religions, 
his gods centinue to this day the gods of poetry. 
We conie now to the characters of his perfons; 
and here we fhall find no author has ever druwit 
fo many, with {fo vifible-and furprifing a variety, 
or.given Us fuch lively and affecting impreffions 
of them. Every one has fomething fo fingularly 
his own, that no painter could have diflinguifhed 
them more by their features, than the poet has 
by their manners. Nothing can be more exact 
than the diftinctions he has obferved in.the diffe- 
rent degrees of virtues and vices. The fingle qua- 
lity of courage js wonderful}y diverfified in the 
feveral characters of the Iliad. That of Achilles 
is furious and intractable; that of Diomede for- 
ward, yet liftening to advice, and fubject to fin- 
mand; that of Ajax is heavy, and felf-confiding :, 
of Hector, active and vigilant; the courage of 
Agamemnon is irifpirited by love of empire and 
ambition; that of Menclaus mixed with foftnefs 
and tendernefs for his people: we, find in Idome- 
neus a plain direct foldicr, jn Sarpedon a gallant 
and generous one. Nor is this judicious and afto- 
nifhing diverfity to be found only in the principal 
quality wpich conftitutes the main of each charac- 
ter, but even in the under parts of it. to which 
he takes care to give a tincture of that principal 
one. For cxample, the main characters of Ulyffes 
and Neftor confit in wifdom; and they are di- 
ftind in this, that the wifdom of. one is artificial 
and various, of the other natural, open and regu- 
lar. But they have, befides, characters of cou- 


i rage; ahd this quality alfo takes a different turn 


in each from the difference of his prudence; for 


.one in the war depends {till upon caution, the’ 


{t would be endlefs to 
produce inttances of thefe kinds. ‘The characters 
of Virgil are far from flriking us in this opca mene 
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meri ticy lie i142 prea degree hidden and undi- 
ftinguiined, and whe: they are marked moft evi- 
dently, affect us not in propu tion to thofe of Ho- 
mer. His characters of valour are much alike; 
even that of Turnus feems no way peculiar but as 
it is in a fuperior degree ; and we {ce nothing that 
differences the courage of Mneftheus from that of 
Sergefthus, Cloanthus, or the reft. In like man- 
ner, it may be remarked of Siatius’s heroes, that 
an air of impetuofity runs through them all; the 
fame horrid and favage courage appears in his 
Cap:reus, Tydeus, Hippomedon, &c. They have 
@ parity of chara¢ter, which makes them feem 
brothers of one family. I believe when the reader 
is led into this traek of reflection, if he will purfue 
it through the epic and tragic writers, he will be 
convinced how infinitely fuperior in this point the 
_ invention of Homer was to that of all others. 

_ The fpeeches are to be confidered as they flow 
from the characters, being perfect or defective as 
they agree or difagree with the manners of thofe 
who utter them. As there is more variety of 
charadters in the Iliad, fo there is of fpeeches, 
than in any other poem. Every thing in it has 
manners (as Ariftotle expreffes it) that is, every 
thing is acted or fpoken. It is hardly credible 
in a work of fuch length, how {mall a number of 
lines are employed in narration. In Virgil the 
dramatic part is lefs in proportion to the narra- 
tive; and the {peeches often confift of general re- 
fiections or thoughts, which maga be equally juft 
m any perfon’s mouth upon the fame occafon. 
As many of his perfons have no apparent charac- 
ters, fo many of his tears efcape being applied 
and jullged by the rule of propriety. We oftener 
think of the author himfelf when we read Virgil, 
than when we are enigaged in Homer: afl which 
are the effects of a colder invention, that interefts 
us lefs in the action defcribed: Homer makes us 
hearers, and Virgil leaves us readers. , 

If, in the next place, we take a view of the fenti- 
ments, the fame prefiding faculty is eminent in 
the fublimity and fpirit of his thoughts. Lon- 
ginus has given his opinion, that it was in this 
part Homer principally excelled. What were 
alone fufficient to prove the grandeur and ex- 


cellence of his fentiments in general, is, that they. 


have fo remarable a parity with thofe of the 
{cripture ;Mport, in his Gnomologia Homerica, 
has colle annumerable inflances of this fort. 
And it is with juftice an excellent modern writer 
allows, that if Virgil has not fo many thoughts 
that are low and eulvaf: he has not. fo many that 
are fublime and noble; and that the Roman au- 
thor feldom rifes into very aftonifhing {entiments, 
where he is not fired by the Iliad. : 

lf we obferve his defcriptions, images, and 
fimiles, we fhall find the invention ftill predomi- 
nant. To what elfe can we afcribe that vaft com- 
prehenfion of images of every fort. where we fee 
each circumftance of art, and individual of nature 
fammoned together by the extent and fecundity of 
his imagination; to which all things in their va- 
rious views prefented themfelvcs in an inftant, and 
had their impreffions taken off to perfection at a 
heat? Nay, he not only gives us the full profpects 
of things, but feveral unexpected peculiarities and 
fide-views, unobferved by any painter but Homer. 





Nothing is fo furprifing as the defcriptions of-his 
battles, which take up no Jefs than half the Miad, 
and are fupplied with fo vaft a variety of incidents, 
that no one bears a hikenefs to another; fuch dif- 
ferent kinds of deaths, that no two heroes are 
wounded in the fame manner; and fuch a profu- 
fion of noble ideas, that every battle rifes above 
the laft in greatnefs, horror, and confufion. It is 
certain there is not near that nuniber of images 
and defcriptions in any epic poet; though every 
one has affifted himfelf with a great quantity out 
of him: and it is evident of Virgil efpecially, 
that he has fcarce any comparifons which are not 
drawn from his matter. 7 

If we defcend frony hence to the expreffion, we 
fee the bright imagination of Homer fhining out 
in the moit enlivened forms of it. We acknow~ 
ledge him the father of poetical didtion, the firft 
who taught that language of the gods to men. 
His expreffion is lie the colouring of fome great 
mafters, which difcovers itfelf to be laid on 
boldly, and executed with rapidity. It is indeed 
the ftron-eft and moft glowing imaginable, and 
touched with the greateft {pirit. Ariftotle had 
reafon to fay, He was the only poét who had 
found out liviriz words; there aré in him ntore 
daring figures and metaphors than in any good 
author whatever. An ariow is impatient to be 
on the wing, and a weapon thirfts' to drink the 
blood of an enemy, and the like; yet his expref- 
fion is nevér too big for the fenfe, but juftly great 
it proportion to it. It is the fentiment that {wells 
angl fills out the diction, whjch rifes from it, and 
forms itfelf about it, for in the fame degree that 
a thought is warmer, an expreflion will be 
bigehter; as that is more ftrong, this will become 
ore perfpicuous: like glafs in the furnace, which 

rows to a greater miapnitude, and refines to a 
greater clearnefs, only as the breath within is 
more powerful, and the heat more intenfe. 

To throw his language more out of profce, Ho- 
mer feemis to have affected the compound epithets. 
This was a fort of compofition peculiarly proper 
to poetry, not only as it heightened the diction, 
but as if affifted and filled the numbers with 
greater found and pomp, and lkewife conduced 
in fome mealure to thickcn the images. On this 
laft confideration 1 cannot but attribute thefs alfo 
to the fruitfulnefs of his invention, fince (as he 
has managed them) they are a fort of fupernu- 
merary pictures of the perfons or things to which 
they are joined. We fee the metipns of Heétor’s 
plumes in the epithet xapufadoros, the landicape of 
Mount Neritus in that of siveeiguaacs, and fo of 
others; which particular images cbuld not have 
been infifted unon fo long as to exprefs them in a 
defcription (though but of a fingle linc) without 
diverting the reader too much from the principal 
action or figure. Asa metaphor is a fhort fimile, 
one of thefe epithets is a fhort defcription. 

Laftly, it we confider his verfification, we thall 
be fenfible what a fhare of praife is due to his in- 
vention in thar. He was uot fatisfied with his 
language as he found it fettled in any one part of 
Grecce, But fearched through its differing dialects 
with this particular view, to beautify and perfed 
his numbers: he confidered thele as they had a 
great raixture of vowels and confonants, and ac- 
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cordingly employed them asthe verfe required 
either a greater {moothnefs or flrength. What he 
nioft affected was the lonic, which has a peculiar 
{fweetnefs from its never ufing contractions, and 
froin its cuftom of refolving the diphthongs into 
two fyllables; fo as to male the words open them- 
felves with a more fpreadine and fonorous flu- 
ency. With this he mingled the Attic contiac- 
tious, the broa.!-y Doric, and the fechler Folic, 
which often rejcdts its afpirate, or takes off its 
accents and completed this variety by altering 
fome letters with the licence of poetry. ‘hus his 
meafnres, inffead of being fetters to his fenfe, were 
always in readinels to run along with the warmrh 
of his rapture, and even to give a farther repre- 
fentation of his notions, in the correspondence of 
their foynds to what they fienified. Out of all 
thefe he has derived that harmony, which makes 
us confcfs he had not only the richef head, but. 
the fine car in the world. Vhis is fo great a. 
truth, treat whoever will but confult the tune of 
his verfes, even without underflanding them (with 
the fame fort of diligence as we daily fee pradifedt 
in «i> cafe of Italian operas) will jind more fweet-- 
nefs, varicty, and majefty of foun, than in any 
other language or poetry. “The beauty of his num- 
bers is allowed by the critics to he copied but 
faintly by Virgil himfelf, though they are fo jufh 
to aferibe it to the nature of the Latin tongne: 
indeed, the Greck has fomc advantages both frona 
the natural found of its words, and the turn and 
cadence of its verfe, which agree with the genius 
of no other Janenage # Virgil was very fenfible §f 
this, and ufed the utmot dilifenee in working wp 
amore intractable language to whatfoever graces 
it was capable of: and in particular never fail&? 
to bring the found of his line to a beautiful agrees. 
rent with its fenfe, Ff rhe Grecian poet has not 
been fo frequently cclebrated on this account as 
the Roman, the only reafon is that fewer critics 
have underfteed one language than the other. 
Vionyfius of Walicarnafles has pointed ont many 
of our author’s beauties mn this kind, in his trea~ 
tle of the Coninafition of Words. Tt tuflices at 
prefunt to obferve of his uumbers, that they flow 
with fo much eafe, as to male one immagine Hoe 
mer hed no other care than ro tranferibe as fale as 
the mffes digated:: and at the fume time witn fo 
much force and mfpired vieour, that they awaken 
and raife us Nike the found of a tiumpet. ‘They 
rol along asa plegriful river, always in motion, 
and ulways fulls*while we are horne away by a 
tide of verfe, the moft rapid, and yet the moft 
fimeoth imayinaple. 

Vhus. on whatever fide we contemplate Ho- 
mer, what principally flr:hes us is his invention. 
Jes that which forms the cheraer of exch part 
of his work: sud accordinely we find it to have 
made his fable more exteniive and copious than 
any other, his tanners rrore Jively ond frengly” 
marked, his fpeeches more affecting: avd trant- 
vorted, his fentiments more warm and fublime ; 
i immees and defcriptions are full and animated, 
his exprefion more raicd and daring, end his 
Muunbers more rapid and various. [hope in what 
has been faid of Virgil, with regurd to any of thete 
heads, | have no viuys derogated from his cha- 
ricter. Nothing is more ablurd or endlcfs, than 


.s 

the common method bf'camparing’eminent writers 
by an oppofition of particular paffaccs in them, 
and forminy a judgment from thence of their 
merit upon the whole. We ought to have a’ cer- 
tain knowicdge of the principal character, and 
diftinguithed excellence of each; it is in that we 
are to confider hirn, and in proportion to his de- 
gree in that we are to admire him.-, No author or 
man ever excellect alt the world in more than one 
faculty ; and as Homer hae done this in invention 
Virgil -has in judgment. Not that we are to ete 
Homer wanted judgment, becaufe Virgil had it in 
a more eminent degree; or that Virgil wanted 
invention, becaufe Homer poffeffed a larger fhare 
of it: each of thefe great authors had more of 
both than perhaps any man befides, and are only 
faid to have Iefs in comparifon with one another. 
Homer was the greater genius, Virgil the better 
artit. Im one we moft admire the man, in the 
other the work: Homer hurries and tranfports 
us with a-commanding unpetuofity, Virgil leads 
us with an attractive majefly:: Homer featters 
with a geacrous profufion, Vireil beftows with a 
careful magnificence: Homer, like the Nile, pours 
out his riches with a boundlefs overflow ; Virgil 
like w réver in its banks, with a eentle and con~ 
ftant ftream. When we behold their battles, me- 
thinks the twa pocts refemble the heroes they 
celebrate: Homer, boundlefs and irrefiftible as 
Achilles, bears all before him, and fhines more 
and more as the tumult inereafes; Virgil, calmly 
darihe like /Mneas, appears undifturbed in the 
midit of the aQion; difpofes all about him, and 
conquers with tranquillity. And when we look 
upon their machines, emer feems like his own 
Jupiter i his terrors, hhakine Olympus, Scattering 
the lightnices, and firing the heavens; Virgil, 
like the fame power in his benevolence, counfele 
ling with the vods, laying plans for empires, and 
regularly ordering bis whole creation. 

But, after all, it is with great parte, as with 
great virtucs; they naturally border on fome im- 
perfection ; and it is ofkon hard to diftinguith exe 
adily where the virtue ends, or the fault begins. 
As prudence may fometimes fink to fulpicion, fo 
may a great judgment decline to coldnefs; and as 
nragnanimity may run up to profyfion or extrava- 
gauce, fo may a great invention to redundancy 
or wildacts. If we look upon Home this view, 
we fhall perecive the chief objections ™ifainft him 
to procecd from fo noble a caufe as the excefs of 
this faculty. 

Aimone thefe we reckon fome of his marvellous 
fictions, upon which fo mnch criticifm has heen 
fpent, as furpaffing all the bounds of probahility. 
Perhaps it may be with reat and fuperior fouls, 
as with gigantic hadics, which exerting themfelves 
with unutual flreneth, exceed what is commonly 
thought the due proportion of parts, to become 
miracles in the whole; and like the old heroes of 
that make, commit fomething near evtravayarice, 
amidit a feries of glories and inimitable perform- 
ances. ‘Thus Homer has his fpeaking horfes, and 
Virgil his myrtles difliilling blood, where the Jat- 
ter has not fo much as contrived the eafy inter: 
vention of a deity to fave the probability. < 

"It is owing to the fame vall invention, that his 
fimiles have been thought too exuberant and full 
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of cireumftances. The forcefof this faculty is feen 
in nothing more, thaa in its inability to confine 
itfelf to that fingle circumftance upon which the 
comparifon is grounded: it runs out into enmbel- 
lifhments of additional images, which, however 
are fo managed as not tu overpower the main one, 
His finmiiles are like pictures, where the principal 
figure has not only its propertion given agreeably 
to the original, but is alfo fet off with occafional 
ornaments and prospects. The fame will account 
fer his manner of heaping a number of coinpari- 
fons toyether in one bleu, when his fancy fug- 
gcftcd to him at once fo many various and corre- 
dpondent images. ‘The reader will esfily extend 
this ob{crvation te more objections of the fame 
kind. 
af there are others which {cem rather to charge 
bim with a defect or narrownets of genius, than 
an excels of it; thofe feemingsdefLas will be 
found upon examination to‘ pgiiaiiad-awholly from 
the nature of the times he hg eSuch are his 
groffer reprcfentations of th Mand the vi- 
cious and imperfect manners" Feroes: but 1 
muft here fpeak a word of thé"Tatter, as it is a 
point generally carried into extremes, both by the 
eenfurcrs and defenders of Homer. Tt mypft be a 
flrange partiality toe antiquity, to think with Ma- 
dam Dacier, “ that * rhole times and manncrs are 
fo much the more excellent, aa they ure more con- 
trary to ours.” Who can be fo prejudiced in their 
favour asto magnify the felicity of theic ayes, when 
a fpirit of revenge and cruelty, joined with ehe 
practice of rapine and robbery, reigned throuph 
the world; when no mercy was fhown but for 
the fak® of lucre, when the greatcft princes were 
put to the fword, and their wives and dagphters 
made flaves aad concubines? On the other iide, J 
would not be fo delicate as thofe modern critics, 
who are thocked at the fervile cthees and rican 
employments in which we fometimes ive the lie- 
roes of Homer engaye.t. "Vhere is a pleafure in 
taking a view of that fimplicity, in oppofition.to 
the Juxury of fucceeding ages. in beLeldine moe- 
narchs without their muairds, princes tenaing Uheir 
flocks, and princetles drawing water froin the 
fprings. When we read liomer, we onght to re- 
ect that we are reading the moft wictent auther 
in the heathen world; and thofe wha confider 
him in this light, will double their pleafure in the 
perufal of him. Let them think they ere growing 
acquainted with nations and people that are vow 
no more; that they are ftepping uimeolt three 
thoufand years back into the remaies antiauity, 
and entertaining themifelves with a char and fur- 
ptifing vifion of things no where clfe tu Le found, 
the only true mirror of that anvicnt world, By 
this mm ans alone their greatei: opflack~ will va- 















mer@onitant ufe of the faice epithets to his 
| : 
gods and herocs, fuch as the ic:-dartine Phoebus, 
the blue-eyed Pailas, the fwilt-foote Achiles, &e. 
which tonic have cenfurcd as impertinent and 
tedioufly repeated. ‘Those of the gods depended’ 
upon the powers and cilitcs then believed to be- 
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Jong to them, and had contraded a weight and 
veneration from the rites and folemn devotions in 
which they were ufed: they were a Jort of uttri- 
butes, with which it was a matter of religion to 
falute them on all occaftons, and which if was an 
irreverence to omit. As for the qpithets of great 
men, Monf. Boileau is of opinion, that they 
were im the wature of fuuanies, and repeated us 
fuch; for the Giecks, having bo namies derived 
from.their fathers, were obliged to edd fome 
other diltinetion of each perion; cithe: nauing 
his parents exprefsly, or bis place of birth, profue 
fin, or the Eke: es Sfexanuder rhe fou of Phar, 
Florodotus ef Uatteurults, Dicpeucs the Cyn 
&c. Homer, therefore, comply tie with the cuf- 
rom of lus country, ulcd duch dittaicive additions 
as better agrecd Wath poetry. And, indecd, we 
have fomething parallel to thefe im modern times, 
fouch as the natnes of Tiaroid Harcloot, demand 
lronfide, Edward Lonefianks, hewerd tic Eluch 
Prince, &c. Wf yet this be thou br to uccoune 
hetter fer the propricty than for the repetition, f 
fhall add a further coun ure, Hefod, dividing 
the world into its different eos, line placed a 
fowth age between the brazen anc the won one, 
of heioes Gifting from ether incn: a civins race, 
vho fought at bhebesand ‘Vroy, are called demi- 
ood, and tive by the care of Jupiter im the lauds 
of the bicticd *. Now, among the divine hencurs 
whikh were paid them, they might have this alia 
in cogunen with the gods, not to he menuousd 
without the folemnity of an epith t, and fach as 
mi@ht be acceptable to thesy by ite ¢lebratiyr 
their families, achious, or qualities. 

What other cavils have becn raifed againft Ho- 
mc®, are duch us hardly deferve a reply, but will 
y& be taker notice of as they eccur in the cousfe 
of the work. Many Lave been eccafiened by an 
Pyudicions endeavour to exalt Virgil; which is 
nuuch the fame, ws aut one fhould thin’: to raile the 
Peperuuclure by trdcomiinp the foundation - 
one would imajrine, by the whole courfe of their 
parallels, Chat thet critics never fo muchas hoard 
of Homers having wricten Lefi a eculidcration 
which whoce.r compares th ho two pocts, ough: 
ie have divas tdi ove. Sone acente him for 
the fame this whien view oserieek or prate ua 
the others as whea they prota the fable sual nioe 
ral of the Alincis to rhont of the Had, fer the fame 
reafons which might is tue Castas cucve the 
enews esthillieletas eA? Pep arses sa the 
adlion of the oncanmere botanic fo, eouury 
thin thar of the edier; or chotic yy Phanic him fos 
not dome what besa cor debened; to becaufs 
Achilles is netoas good and perket a primes us 
fBneas, When the very aiccal of Iisa uceniteaired 
a conirary characker: ataithua thar aphl po es 
in his comparifon of Homer and Vireih Others 
felec& thote particular pairs of Homer, which 
are net fo laboured as fome chat Virgil drew cut 
of them; this is the whare management of Seali- 
ger in his Poetics. Otbers quarret with what chey 
take for low and mezgn exprelions, donetimis 
throveh a falfe delicacy and refinement, elener 
fromdn ignorance ef the graces of the orieinal; 
and then tritlmph in the awkwardncs cf their 
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own tranflations ;this is the condu& of Perault in 
his Parallels. Laftly, there are others, who, pre- 
tending’ to a fairer proceeding, diftinguifh between 
the perfonal merit of Homer, and that of his 
work; but when they come to affign the canfes of 
the great reputation of the Hiad, they found it up- 
on the ignorance of his times and the prejudice of 
thofe that followed: and in purfuance of this 
principle, they make thofe accidents (fych as the 
contention of the cities, &c., to be the caufes of 
his fame, which were in reality the confequenices 
of his meyit. ‘Che fame might as well be faid of 
Virgil, or any great author, whofe gencral cha- 
racter will infallibiy raife many cafual additions to 
‘their reputation. ‘Fhis is the method of Monf. 
de ia Motte; who yet confeffes upon the whole, 
that in whatever age Homer had lived, he muft 
hive been the greateft poet of his nation, and that 
he may be faid in this Enfe to be the mafler even 
af thofe who furpaffed him. : 

In all thefe objections we {ee nothing that con- 
tradicts his title to the honour of the chief inven- 
tion ; and as long as this (which is indeed the cha- 
racteriftic of poctry itfelf) remains unequalled by 
his followers, he ill continues fuperior to them. 
A cooler judgment may commit fewer faults, and 
be mare approved in the eyes of onc fort of critics : 
but that warmth of fancy will carry the loudeft 
and moft univerfal appluufes, which holds the heart 
of a reader under the ftrongeft enchantment. Ho- 
mer not only appears the inventor of poctry, but ex- 
cels all the inventors of other arts in this, that he 
has fwallowed up tHe honour of thofe who {@c. 
eceded kim. What he has fone admitted no in- 
ereafe, it only left room for contraction or regu- 
lation He fhowed all the ftretch of fancy at on®; 
and, if he has fuilcd in fome of his flights, ‘it was 
but becaufe he attempted every thing. A work 
of this kind {cems like a mighty tree which rifes 
from the moft vigorous feed, is improved’ with 
induftry, flovrifhes, and produces the fineft fruit : 
Nature and art confpire to raile it; pleafure and 
profit join to make’ it valuable. and they who 
tind the jufteft faults, have only faid, that a few 
branches (which run luxuriant through a richnefs 
of naturc) might be lopped into form to give it a 
more regular appearance, 

Having now fpoken of the beauties and defects 
of the original, it remains to treat of the tranfla- 


tion, with the fame view tothe chief character-_ 


tic. As far as gee feen in the main parts of the 
poem, fuch as the fable, manners, and {entiments, 
mo tranflator can prejudice it but by wilful omnf- 
fions or contradictions. As it alfo breaks out in 
every particular image, defcription,’and fimile ; 
whoever lcffens or too much foftens thofe, takes 
off from this chief charater. It is the firft grand 
duty of an imterpreter to give his author entire 
‘and unmaimed; arid for the reft, the-diction and 
verfification only are his proper province; fince 
thefe muft be his owa ; but the others he is to take 
as he finds them. © 

_.' It fhould ther be confidered what methods may 
afford fome equivalent in our language for the 
graces of thefe in the Greck. It is certain no li- 
teal tranflation can be juft toan excellent original 
im a fuperior language: but it is a great miflake 
to imagine (as many*heve done) that-a rafh- para- 
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phrafe can make amahds for this neral defed s 
which is no lefs in danger to lofe the fpirit of an 
ancient, by deviating into the modern manners of 
expreffion. If there he fometimes a darknefy, 
there is often a aght in antiquity, which nothin 
better preferves than a verfion almoft literal. 
kgow no liberties one ought to take, but thofe 
which are neceffary for transfufing the fpirit of 
the original, and af gle the poetical ftyle of 
the tranflation: and 1 will venture to fay, there 
have not been more men mifled in former times 
by a fervile dull adherence to the latter, than have 
been deluded in onrs by a chimerical infolent hope 
of raifing and improving their author. It is not 
to be doubted that the fire of tke poem is what a 
tranilator fhould principally re i as h is mof 
likely to expire in his managing: however, it és 
the fafeft way to be content with preferving this, 
to the utmoft make whale, without endeavouring 
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to be more thig@iieds his author is in any par 
ticular place Mercat fecret in writing, to 
know whe Man, and when cctical and 
figurative ; mw what Homer will teach us, 


jut: fol modeftly in his footfteps. 
Where his diction is ‘bold and lofty, let us raife 
ours as bigh as we can; but where he is plain and 
humble, we ought not to be deterred from imita- 
ting him by the fear of incurring the cenfure of a 
mere Englifh critic. Nothing that belongs to Ho- 
mer fcems to have been more commonly miftaken 
than the juft pitch of his ftyle; fome of his tranf- 
lato’s have {welled into fuftain, in a proud confi- 
dence of the fublime; others funk into flatnefs, in 
a cold and timorous notion. of fimplicity. Me- 
thinks I fee thefe different followers of Homer, 
fome f{wyeating and {training after him by violent 
leaps and bounds (the certain figns of falfe mettle) ; 
others lowly and fervilely creeping in his train, 
while the poet himfelf is all the time proceeding 
with an unaffected and equal majefty before them. 
However, of the two extremes, one would fooner 
pardon frenzy than frigidity: no author is to be 
envied for {ach commendations as he may gain b 
that chara¢ter of ftyle, which his friends mu 
agree a pt to call fimplicity, and the reft of 
the world will call dulinefs, ‘There is a graceful 
and dignified fimplicity, as well as a bold and for- 
did one, which differ as much from each other as 
the air of a plain man from that of a floven: it is 
one thing to be tricked up, and another not to be 
drcifed at all. Simplicity is the mean between 
oftentation and rufticity. 

This pure and noble fimplicity is no where in - 
fuch perfection as in the {cripture and our author: 
Gne may affirm, with all refpect to the infpired | 
writings, that the divine fpirit made ufe of. na 
other words but what were intelligible and .gom- 
moén‘to mén at that time, and in that payiiilien 
world; and as Homer is the author a 
thofe, his flyle muft of. courfe bear a yam 
femblance to the facred*books than thitwg 
other writer. This confideration (together: i 
what has been obferved of the purity of his 
thoughts) may, methinks, induce a tranflater on 
the one hand to give into feveral of thofe general 
phrafes and manners of expreffion, which have at« 
“tained a veneration even in our own language 
from being ufcd in the Old Teflament; as pn 
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Spther, to avoid thafe which have heen ap’ ropriae | 
ted tq the Divinity, and in a manner cpnfigned to’ 
i vikecy . * and in doing this properly, a tranflator may at 


m and reli 
For a farther Se SN of this air of fimpli- 


city, a icular care fhould -be taken to exprefs 


with all plainnefe thofe moral fentences aiid pro-' 


verbial.fpeeches which are fo numerous in this 


. They have fomething venerable, and as I may. 


fay oracular, in that unadorned gravity and fhort- 
nefs with which they are delivered : a grace which 
wbule he utterly loft by endeavouring to give them 
wh.t we calla more ingenio&s (that is, a more 
riadern) turn in the paraphrafe. ~ 
Purheps the mixture of fome Gracifms and old 
‘wards, ver the manner of Milton, if done with- 
so. much affe@tation, might not have an ill 
‘ya werfion of this particular work, which 
snot at : ny other feems to require a venerable an- 
tigue cat. But certainly the ufe of modern terms 
of war and government, fuch as platoon, campaign, 
junto, or the like (into which iome of his tranfla- 
tors have fallen) cannot be allowable; thofe only 
excepted, without which,i#,is impoflible to treds 
the dubjeds in any living de e. ; 
There are two peculiarities in Homet’s diction 
which are a fort of marks, or mioles, by which 
every common eye diftinguifhes him at firft fight: 
thofe who are not his greateft admirers look up- 
on them as defects, and thofe who are, feem pleaf- 
ed with them as beauties. I {peak of his compound 
epithets, and of his repetitions. Many of the for- 
mer cannot be done literally into Englifi without 
deftroying the purity of our langugae. I believe 
fuch fhould be retained as flide eafily of themfelves 
into an Englifh compound, without violence to the 
ear, or to the received rules of compofition; as 
well as thofe which have received a fanction from 
the authority of our beft poets, and are become 
familiar through their ufe of them; fuch as the 
cloud-compelling Jove, &c. As for the reft, 
whenever any can be as fully and fignificantly ex- 
preffed in a fingle word as in a compound one, the 
courfe to be taken is obvious. 

_ Some that cannot be fo turned as to preferve 
their full image by one or two words, may have 
juftice done them by circumlocution ; as the epi- 
thet sivers@varcs to a mountain, would appear 
little or ..d.cutovs tranflated literally “ leaf-fha- 
« king,” but affords a majeflic idea in the peri- 
phrafis. “ The lofty mountain fhakes his waving 
* woods.” Others that admit of differing fignifi- 
cations, may receive an advantage by a judicious 
variation according to the occafions on which they 
@re introdvced. For example, the epithet of 
* Apollo, denfer0s: or “ far-fhooting’”’ is capable of 
two explicaiions; one literal, in refpect to the darts 
and bow, the enfigns of that god; the other alle- 
gorical, with regard to the rays of the fun: there- 

ore, in fuch places where Apollo is reprefented 
asa god in perfon,] would ufe the former inter- 
pretation; and where the effects of the fun are 
deferibed, I would make choice of the latter. 
Upon the whole, it will bg neceffary to avoid that 
perpetua: repetition of the fame epithets which 
we find in Homer; and which, though it might 
be accommodated (as has been already fhown) to 
the ear of thofe times, is by no means fo to ours : 
7 one may wait for opportunitice of placuig 
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them, where they derive an additional beauty 
from the oceafions on which they are employed ; 


once fhow his fancy and his. judgment. 

As for Homer's repetitions, we may divide them 
into three forts; of whole narrations and fpeeches, 
of fingle fentences, and of one verfe or hemiftich. 
I hope it is not impoffible to have fuch a regard to 
thefe, as neither to lofe fo known a mark of the 
author on the one hand, nor to offend the reader 
too much on the other. The repetition is not un- 
el in thofe fpeeches where the dignity of the 
peaker renders it a fort of infolence to alter his 
words ; asin the meffiges from gods to ‘men, or 
from higher powers to inferiors in concerns of 
ftate, or where the ceremonial of religion fcems 
to require it, in the folemn forms of prayers, oaths, 
or the like. In other cafes, I believe, the beft 
rule is, to be guided by the nearnefs, or diftance, 
at which the repetitions are placed in the original : 
when they follow too clote, one may vary the 
expreffion ; but it isa queftion whether a profeffed 
tranflator be authorifed to omit any: if they be 
tedious, the author is to anfwer for it. 

It only remains to fpeak of the verfification. 
Homer (as has been faid) is perpetually applying 
the found to the fenfe, and varying it on every 
new fubject. This is indeed one of the moft ex- 
ue beauties of poetry, and attainable by very 
ew: I know only of Homer eminent for it in the 
Greek, and Virgil in Latin. I am fenfible it is 
vhat may fometimes happen by chance, when a 
writir is warm, and fully poffeffed of his image : 
however, it may be reafonably believed they de- 
~  * this, in whofe verfe it fo manifeftly appears 

a fuperior degree to all others. Few readers 
have the ear to be judges of it; but thofe who 
have, will fee I have endeavoured at this 
beauty. 

Upon the whole, I muft confefs myfelf utterly 
incapable of doing juftice to Homer. I attempt 
him in no other hope but that which one may ea- 
tertain without much vanity, of giving a more 
tolerable copy of him th .n an entire tranflation in . 
verfe has yet done. We have only thofe of Chap- 
man, Hobbes, and Ogilby. Chapman has taken 
the advantage of an immeafurable length of-verfe, 
notwithftanding which, there is {carce any para 

hrafe more loofe and rambling than his. He 
hae frequent interpolations of four or fix lines, and 
I remember one in the thirteerth book of the 
Odyifes, ver. 312. where he has {pun twenty verfes 
out of two. He is often miftaken in fo bold a 
manner, that one might think he deviated on pur- 
pofe, if he did not in other places of his notes infift 
fo much upon verbal trifles. He appears to have 
had a ftrong affectation of extracting new meanings 
out of his author, infomuch as to promife, in his 
rhyming preface, a poem of the myftcries he had 
revealed in Homer: and perhaps he endeavoured 
to ftrain the obvious fenfe to this end. His ex- 

reffion is involved in fuftain, a fault for which 
i was remarkable in his original writings, as in 
the tragedy of Buffy d Amboife, &c. Ina word, 
the nature*of the man may account for his whole 
performance ; for he ot daa from his preface and 
remarks to have been of an arrogant turn, and an 
enthufiat ia poctry. fies own boaft of having & 
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snifhed half-the Tied im lefs than fifteen weeks, 
fhows with what negligence his verfion was per- 
formed: But that which. is to be allowed him, 
and which very much gontributed to cover his de- 
fegts, is a daring ficty fpirit that animates his 
tranflation, which is fomething like what - one 
' might imagine Homer ‘himfelf would have writ 
before he arrived at years of difcretion. 

Hobbes has given us a corre explanation of 
the fenfe in gencral; but for particulars and cite 
cumflances he continually lops them, and often 
omits the moft beautiful. Asfor its being efteem- 

‘eda clofe tranflation, 1 doubt not many have been 
Jed in to that error by the thortnefs of it, which 
roceeds not from his following the original line 
y line, but from the contraCtions above mention- 
ed. He fometimes omits whole fimiles and fen- 
tences, and is now and then guilty of miftakes, ip 
to which no writer of his learning could have fal- 
len, but through careleffnefs. His poctry, as well 
as Ogilby’s, is tog mean for criticifm. 
| itis a great lofs to the poetical world that Mr. 
Hea id not liye to tranflate the Iliad. He has 
eft us only the firt book, and a {mall part of the 
fixth ; in which if be has in fome places not truly 
interpreted the fenfe, or preferved the antiquities, 
it ought to be excufed on account of the hafte he 
was obliged to write in. He feems to have had 
too much regard to Chapman, whofe words he 
fometimces copies, and hag unhappily followed him 
jn paffages where he wanders from the original. 
owever, had he trenflated the whole work,cl 
would no more have attempted Hpmer after him 
than Virgil, his verfion of hon (norwithftanding 
fome human errors) is the noft npble and f{pirited 
tranflation | know in any language. But the faté 
of great geniufes is like that of great minifters : 
though they are confeffedly the firft in the com- 
monwealth of letters, they wuft be envied and ca- 
Iumniated only for being at the head of it. 

That which, in my opigion, ought to be the en- 
deavour of any one who tranflates Homer, is above 
all things to keep alive that fpirit and fire which 
makes his chief character: in particplar: places, 
where the fenfe.can bear any doybt, to follow the 
ftrongeft and moft poetical, as moft agreeing with 
that character; to copy him in all the variations 
cf his ftyle, and the diferent modulations of his 
numbers; to preferve, in the more active or de- 
{criptive parts, a warmth and clevation; in the 
tuore fedate or ngrrative, a plainnefs and folemni- 
ty; in the Speeches, a fullnefs and perfpicuity ; in 
the fentences, a fhortnefs and gravity : nor to ne- 
giect even the litle figures and turns on the wards, 
nor fometiznes the very caft of the periods; ‘nei- 
ther to omit nor confound any rites or cuftoms of 
antiquity ; perhaps, too, he qught to include the 
whole in a fhorter cormpafs, than has hitherto heen 
dong by any tranflator ‘who has tolerably preferv- 
ed either the fcnfe or poetry. What I would far- 
ther recommend to him, is to ftudy his author ra- 
ther from his own text, than from any commenta~ 
ries, how learned foever, or whatever figure they 
yay make in the eftimgtion of the world; to con- 
fider him attentively in comparifon with Virgil 
above all the ancients, and with Milton above all 
the moderns. Next thefe, the archbifhop of Cam- 
byay’s Telemachug may give him the tructt idea 
‘ wv a re 4 « ; t: 
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of the {pirit and turn of our author, and Boffu'g 
admirable treatife of the Epic poem, the jufteft no- 
tion of his defign and condud.' But, after all, 
with whatever ite Caan and ftudy a man m 
roceed, or with whatever happinefs he may per- 
rm fuch a work, he ‘muft hope to pleafe but a 
few; thofe only. who have at ofice a tafte of poe- 
try, and competent learning. For to fatisfy fuch 
as want either, ig not in thé nature of this under- 
taking; fince a mere modern wit can like noth 
that is not modern, and a pedant nothing that is 
not Greek. : ee 
What I have done is {ubmitted to the public, 
from whole opinions } am prépared. to learn; 
though { fear no judges fo little as our best-noets, 
who are moft fenfible of the weight of this taikz: 
As for the worft, whatever they thall pleafe.to fay, » 
they may give me fome concern, as they are un- 
happy men, but none as they are malignant 
writers, I was guided in this tranflation by jud 
ments very different from theirs, and by perfo 


| for. whom they can have no kindnefs, if an old 
 obfervation be. true, ei 
‘in the world is that; 
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¢ the ftrongeft antipathy 
¢@erxools to men of wit. Mr. 
the ‘firftWwhofe advice determired 
me to undertake this tafk, who was pleafed td 
write to me upon that dccafion in fach terms as f 
cannot repeat without vanity. I was obliged to 
Sir Richard Steele for a very early recommenda- 
tion of my undertaking to the public. Dr. Swift’ 
promoted my intereft with that warmth with 
which he always ferves his friend. The humanity 
and franknefs of Sir Samuel Garth are what | never 
knew wanting on any occafion. I muft alfo ace 
knowledge, with infinite pleafure, the many 
friendly offices, as well as fincere criticifms of Mr. 
Congreve, who had led me the way in tranflating 
fome parts of Homer’ as I wifh for the fake of 
the world he had ptevented me the reft. I mutt 
add the names of Mr. Rowe and Dr. Parnell, 
though I fhall take a farther opportunity of doing 
juftice to the laft, whofe good nature (to give it a 

reat panegyric) is no lefs extenfive than his 
earning. The favour of thefe gentlemen is not 
entirely undeferved ‘by ‘one who bears them fe 
true an affection. “But what can I fay of the ho- 
nour fo many of the great have done me, while 
the firft names of the age appear as my fub{icribers, 
and the moft diftinguifhed’ patrons and ornaments 
of earning as my chief encouragers ? Among thefe 
it is a particular pleafure t6 me to find, that m 
higheft obligations are to fuch who have done moft 
honour fo the name of poet; that his Grace the 
Duke of Buckingham was not difpleafed’I fhould 
undertake the author to whom he has given (in 
his excellent effay) fo complete a praife. « 





“ Read Homer once, and you can read ne 
' © more; ce ; 
« For all books elfe appear fo mean, and poor. 
« Verfe will feem profe :' but ftill perfift to read, 
«“ And Homer will be all the books you need.” 


That the Earl of Halifax was one of the firft to 
favour me, of whom it is hard-to fay whether the’ 
advancement of the polite arts is more owing te 
his generofity or his example. That fuch a ge- 


niysas my Lord Bollingproke, not more diftinguith- 
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pd in the great feenes of bufinefs, than in all the 
nieful and entertainirig parts of learning, has not 
refufed to be the critic of thefe fheets, and the pa- 
‘tron of their writer. And that fo excellent an imi- 
tator of Homer as the noble author of the tragedy 
of Heroic Love, has continued his partiality to a 
from my writing paftorals, to my attempti 
Tlied. I cannot feng myfelf the pride of confels : 
that I have had the ad e ‘not only of their 
adisice for the conduct in general, but their cor- 
ion of feveral particulars of this tran{lation. 

I could fay a great deal of the pleafure of being 
diftir;;uifhed by the Earl of Carnaryon: but it is 
almo{: alturd te particularize any one generous 
action . a perfon whofe whole life is a continued 
Kies of them. Mr. Stanhope, the prefent 

| Kecretary of fte, will pardon my defire of havin 
#t known that he was pleafed to promote this af- 
fair. The particular zea] of Mr. Harcourt (the 
fon of the late lord chancellor) gave me a proof 
how much! am honoured in a hare of his friend- 
fhip. I muft attribute to the fame motive that of 
Rides others of my friends, to whom all acknow- 
dgments are rendered unneceflary by the privi- 
leges Of a familiar correspondence : ah T am fa- 


i 
tisfied I can fo ‘way better oblige men of their 
turn, than by my filence. : 
In fhort, } haye found more patrons than ever 
Homer wanted. He would have thought himfelf. 
happy to have met the fame favour at Athens, that 
has been fhown me by its learned rival, the uni- 
yerfity of Oxford. If my author had the wits of 
after-ages for his defenders, his tranflater has had 
the beauties of the prefent for his advocates; a 
pleaftre too great to be changed for any fame in 
reverfion. And I can hardly envy him thofe pom- 
pous honours he received after death, when I re- 
Hlec& on the enjoyment of fo many agreeable obli- 
gations, and eafy friendfhips, which make the fa- 
tisfadtion of life. This diftintion is the more to 
be acknowledged, ae it is fhown to one whofe pen 
has never gratified the prejudices of particular par- 
ties, or the vanities of particular men. Whatever 
the fuccefs may prove, I fhall never repent of an 
undertaking in which I have experienced the can- 
dour and friendfhip of fo many perfons of merit; 
and in which I hope to pafs fome of gation dra of 
youth that are generally loft in a circle of follies, 
after a manner neither wholly unufeful to othera, 
nor difagreeable to myfelf. ee 
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BOOK Ii, 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Lhe Contention of Achilles and Agamemnon 


tn the war of Troy, thie Greeks, having facked fome of the neighbouring towrié, and taken from 
thence two beautiful eaptives, Chryfeis and Brifeis, allotted the tirft to Agamemnon, and the iatt 
to Achilles. Chryfes, the father df Ghryfeis, and prieft of Apollo,t comes to the Grecian. camp to 
tanfom her; with which the action of the poem opens, in the tenth year ef the fiege. The prieft 
being refufed, and infolently difmiffed by Agamemnon, entredts for vengeance from his God, who 
inflects a peftilence on the Greeks. Achilles calls a counfel, and encourages Chalcas to declare the 
caufe of it, who attributes it to the refufal of Chryfeis. The king being obliged to fend back his 
eaptive, enters into a furious conteft with Achilles, which Neftor pacifies; however, as he had the 
abfolute command of the army, he feizes on Brifeis, in revenge. Achilles in difcontent with 
draws himfelf and his forces from the refit of the Greeks; and complaining to Thetis, the fupplicates 


upiter to rérider them fenfible of the wrong done to her fon, by giving victory to the Trojans, 
upiter granting her {uit incenfes Juno, bétween whom the debate runs high, till they are reconciled 
a 


y the addrefs of Vulcan. 


ahe time of two and twenty days is taken up in this book; nine’during the plague, one in the 


eouncil and quarrel of the princes, and twelve for Jupiter’s ftay with the Authiopians, at whole re- 


turn Thetis prefers her petition. The {cene lies ry the Grecian cantp, then changes to Chryfa, and 


laftly to Olympus. 


Acurtrizs’ wrath, to Greece the direful fpring 
@f woes unnumber’d, heavenly Goddefs fing ! 
That wrath which hurl'’d to Pluto’s gloomy reign 
The fouls of mighty chiefs untimely flain ; 
Whofe limbs unbury’d on the naked fhore, 
Devouring dogs and hungry vultures.tote ; 
Since great Achilles and Atrides ftreve, __ 
Such was the fovereign doom, and fuch the will of 

Declare, O Mufe! in what ill-fated hour, 
Sprung the fierce ftrife, from what offended power ? 
Latona’s fon a dire contagion {pread, 
And heap’d the camp with mountains of the dead ; 
The king of men his reverend prieft defy'd, 
And for the king's offence the people dy’ds 

For Chryfes fought with coftly gifts to gain 
His captive daughter from the victor’s chain. 
Suppliant the venerable father ftands, ° 
Apollo’s awful enfigns grace his hands: 
By thefe he begs; and lowly bending down, 
Extends the {ceptre and the laurel crown. 
He fued to all, but chief implor’d for grace 
The brother kings of Atreus’ royal races 

Ye kings and. wartiors! may your vows be 

crown’d, 
And Troy’s proud walls lie level with the ground ; 
May Jove -reftore you, when your toils are o’et, 
Safe to the pleafures of your native fhore. : 
Butoh! relieve a wretched parent's pain, 
Aud give Chryfeis tothefe arms again; 
TRANS. 


If mercy fail, yet let my prefents move, 
And dread avenging Phoebus, fon of Jove. 
The Greeks in fhouts their joint aifent declare, 
The prieft to reverence, and releafe the fair. 
Not fo Atrides: he, with kingly pride, 
Repuls’d the facred fire, and thus reply’d: . 
Hence, on thy life, and fly thefe hoftile plains, 
Nor afk, prefumptuous, what the king detains; 
Hence, with thy laurel crown, and golden rod, 
Nor truft too far thofe enfigns of thy God. 
Mine is thy daughter, prieft, and thall remain ; 
And prayers, and tears, and bribes, fhall plead in 
Till time fhall rifle every youthful grace, [vain ; 
And age difmifs her from my cold embrace, - 
In daily labours of the loom emphoy'd, 
Or doom’d to deck the bed fhe once enjoy’d, 
Hence then, to Argos fhall the maid retire, 
Far from her native foil, and weeping fire. 
The trembling prieft along the thore return'd, 
And in the anguifh of a father mourh’d. 
Difconfolate, not daring to complain, 
Silent he wander’d by the founding main: 
Till, fafe at diftance, to his God he prays, 
The God who darts around the world his rays, 
_O Sminotheus! fprung from fair Latona’s line, 
Thou guardian power of Cilla the divine, 
Thou feurce of light! whom Fenedos adores, 
And Plc bright prefence gilds thy Chry{4’s 
res; 
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Ieter with breaths I hur g thy wcred fane,. .” 
Or fed the flames with fat of hoa so ee 
God of the filver bow: ‘thy thafts employ, 

Avenge thy {ervant, and the Greeks deftroy. 


Thus Chryfes ptay’d: The. ae power | 
a 


And from Olympus lofty tops defcends. [attends, 
aaa was his bow, the Grecian hearts to wound ; | 
ierce as he mov'd, his filver thafts refound ; 
Breathing revenge, a fudden night he {fpread, 
And gloomy darknefs roll’d about his head. 
The fleet in'view, he twang’d his deadly bow, 
And hiffing fly the feather’d fates below. 
On mules and dogs th’ infection firft began ; 
And'‘laft, the vengeful arrows fix’d in man... 
For nine long nightsthrough all the dufky air 
The Pyres thick-flaming fhot a difmal glare. 
But ere the tenth revolving day was run, 
Infpir’d by Juno, Thetis’ godrlike fon 
Conven’d to council all’the Grecian train ; 
For much the Goddefs mourn’d her heroes fain. ‘ 
“ Th’ affembly feated, rifing o’er the reft, 
Achilles thus the king of men addreit : 
Why leave we not the fatal Trojan thore, 
And meafure back the feas we croft before ? 
The plague deftroying whom the{word would {pare, 
*Tis time to fave the few remains of war. 
But let fome prophet, or fome facred fage, 
Explore the caus of great Apollo's rage ; 
Or learn the waiteful vengeance to remove, 
By myttic dreams, for dreams defcend from Jove. 
If broken vows this heavy curfe have laid, 
Let altars {moke, and Hecatombs be paid. 
So heaven aton’d fhall dying Gteece reftore, 
“And Pheebus dart his burning fhafts no more. 


He faid, and fat: when Chalcas thus reply’d: © 


Chaleas the wife, the Grecian prieft and guide, 
That facred feer, whole comprehenfive view 
The patt, the prefent, and the future knew: - 
Uprifing flow, the venerable fage 
Thus {poke the prudence and the fears of age, 
Belov’d of Jove, Achilles! would’ft thou know 
Why angry Phoebus bends his fatal bow? 
Firit give thy faith, and plight a prince’s word 
‘Of fure protection, by thy power and {word. 
For I muft fpeak what wifdom would conceal, 
And truths, invidious to the great, reveal. 
Bold is the tafk, when fubjects grown too wile, 
Inftruct a monarch where his error lies ; 
For though we deem the fhort-liv'd fury paft, 
' *Tis fure, the Mighty will revenge at laft. 
To whom Pelides. From thy inmoft foul 
Speak what thou know’ it, and fpeak without con- 
troul. 
Evw’n by that God I fwear, who rules the day, 
To whom thy hands the vows of Greece convey, 
And whofe bleft oracles thy lips declare ; 
Long as Achilles breathes this vital air, 
No daring Greek of all the numerous band 
Againgt his prieft thall lift an impious hand; 
Not ev’n the chief by whom our hofts are led, 
The king of kings, fhall touch that facred head. 
Encoyrag’d thus, the blamelefs man replies ; 
Nor Vows unpaid, nor fighted facrifice, 
But he, our chief, provok'd the raging peft, 
-Appllo’s vengeance for his injur’d prieit; 
‘Nor wilk the God’s awaken’d fury ceafe, 


Auger accurft! denouncing mifchief fill, 


| } Till the preat king withous a nforn ‘pi id, cay 
ic £'Toher own Chryta fend the black-ey'a maid: : ; 
“Perhaps, with added facrifice and prayer, “ *”” 


The prieft ney Paes, ‘and the God may {pares 
The prophet {poke ; when with a gloomy frown 

The monarch ftarted from his fhining throne; * 

Black choler fill’d his brea that boil’d with ire, | 


And from his eye-balls flath’d the living fire. _ 


Prophet of plagues, for ever boding ill! ‘[bringy. 
Still muit that tongue fome wounding meflafe 
And fill thy otieftly” pride provoke thy king? | 
For this ure Phoebus’ oracles explor’d, ©. 

To teach the Greeks to murmur ¢t thejr Lord?” 
For this with falfehvods is my honour féie’d, . 

Is heaven offended, and a prieft profan’d; ~*~, 
Becaufe my prize, my beauteous maid I hold, ..... 
And heavenly charms prefer to proffer’d gold! **, 
A maid, unmatch’d in manners as in face, 
Skill’d in each art, and crewn’d with every grace. 
Not half fo dear were Clytenimeftra’s charms, 


. When firft her ees beauties bleft my arms. 


Yet if the Gods demand her, ler her fail; 

Our cares are only for the public weal: 

Let me be deem’d the hateful cauie of all, 

And fuffer, rather than my people fall. 

The prize, the beauteous prize, I will refigny | 

So dearly valued, and {fo juftly mine. 

But fince for common good I yield the fair, 

My private lofs let grateful Greece repair ; 

Nor tunrewarded let your prince complain, 

That he alone has fought and bled in vain. 
Infatiate king, (Achilles thus replies) 

Fond of the power, but fonder of the prize! 

anata i the Greeks their lawful prey fhould 

yield, 

The due reward of many a well fought field ? 

The {poils of cities raz'd, and warriors flain, 

We fhare with jultice, as with toil we gain: 

But to refume whate’er thy avarice craves ' 

(That trick of tyrants) may be borne by flaves. 


‘Yet ifour chief for plunder only fight, 


The tpoils of Ilion fhall thy lofs requite, 
Whene’er hy Jove’s decree our conquering power 
Shall humble'to the duft her lofty towers. 

THen thus the king. Shall I my prize refigg 
With tame content, and thou poffett of thine ? 
Great as thou art, and like a God in fight, 

Think not to rob ine of a fokdier’s right. 

At thy demand fhall I reftore the maid? 

Firft let the juft equivalent be paid; 

Such &s a king might afk; and Jet it be 

A trealure worthy her, and worthy me. 

Or grang me this, or with a monarch’s claim, 
This hand fhall feize fome other captive dame ; 
The mighty Ajax fhall his prize refign, 
Ulydes’ {poils, or ev’n thy own be ‘mine. 

‘Lhe man who fuffers, loudly may complain ; 
And rage he may, but he fhall rage in vain. 
But thus when time requires—It now remains 
We launch a bark to plow the watery plains; 
And waft the facrifice to Chryfa’s fhores, 

With chofen pilots, and with labouring oars. 
Soon fhall the fair the fable thip afcend, 

And fome deputed prince the charge attend: 
This Creta’s king, or Ajax fhall fulfil, | 


“But plagues thall {pread, and funcral dives increafe, | Or wife Ulyffes tee perform’d our will ; 
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Gr, Hour toyel pleiture thall ordain, 
Achifles’ felt condidt her c’er the main; 7 
Ee oaidiete ead thenak ie oes 
[he God ‘propitigte, and. the: peit affuage, 
_ At this Pelutés, frcwning tera, zeply'd : 
© tyrant, atm'd'with infolence.and pride! 
Tdglorions flave'to intereft, ever join’d' | 
With fraud, unworthy of a royal mind! 
What generous Greek, obedient to thy word, . 
Shall form an ambufli, or fhall lift the {word ? 
at.caule have Ito war at thy decree ? 
The diftant Trojans never injurd me; 
To Phthia’s realms no hottile troops they led, . 
Safe in her vales ny warlike courfers fed ; “ 
Far, beace remov'd, the hoarfe-refounding main. 
And walls of rocks, cure my native,reign, 
-Whofe fruitful foil lusariant harvefts grace, 
Rich. in her fruits, and in-her maftial race. 
Hither we fail’d, a valuntary throng; _ 
T” avenge a private, not a public wratig:, |, . 
What elfe to Troy th’ affembled nations draws, 
But thine, ungrateful, and. thy brother's caufe ? 
Is this the pay our blood and toils deferve ; 
Difgrac’d and injyur'd by the man we ferve ? 
And dar’tt thou threat to fnatch my prife away, 
Due.to the deeds of many a dreadful day? © 
A prize as {mall, O tyrant! match’d with thine, 
As thy.own actions if compar’d to mine. 
Thine in each conqueft is the wealthy prey, 
Though mine'the {weat and danger of the day. 
Some trivial prefents.to my fhips I bear, ‘ 
Or barren prajfés pay the wourkds of war. 
But know, proud monarch, I’m thy flave no more ; 
My fleet fhall waft me to Theffalia’s fhore. 
Left -by Achilles onthe Trojan plain, * 
What {poils, what conquefts, fhall Atrides gain? 
To this thé king: Fly, mighty warrior: fly; 
Thy aid we need not, and thy threats defy. 
There want not chiefs in fuch a caufe to fight, 
And Jove himfelf thall guatg a monarch’s right. 
Of all the kings (the Gods diftinguith’d care) 
To power fuperior none fuch' hatred bear: 
Strife and debate thy reftiefs foul employ, 
And wars and horrors are thy favage joy; 
If thou haft ftrength, ’twas heaven that ftrength 
_ beftow’'d, . | 
For sea a vain man! thy valour is from God. 
Hatfte, launch thy veffels, fly with fpeed away, 
Ryle thy own realms with arbittary {way : 
I heed thee not, but prize at équal rate 
Thy fhort liv’d friendihip, and thy groundlefs hate. 
Go, threat thy earth-born myrmidons ; but here 
*Tis mine to threaten, prince, and thine to fear. 
Know, if the God the beauteous dame demand, 
My bark thall waft her to her native land ; 
But then prepare, imperious prince ! prepare, 
Fierce as thow-art, to yield thy captive fair: 
ee in thy tent I’ll feize the blooming prize, 

y lov’d Brifeis with the radiant eyes. . 
Hence fhalt thou ‘prove ‘my might, and curfe the 
Thon ftood’ft-a rival of ‘imperial power; [hour, 
And hence to all our hoft it fhall be known, 

That kings aré fabject to the Gods alone. 
Achilles heard, with grief and rage oppreft, - 
His heart fwell’d high, and laboured in his breatt. 
Piftracting thoughts by turns his béfom rul’d, 
AXqw fir'd by wrath, and now by reafon cool’d: 
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That ‘prompts his hand té draw: the: deadly fwards. 
Force through the Greeks, and pierce their haughe 
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_| This whifpers foft, his vengeance to conitroul, ” * 


And calm the rifing tempeftof his foul. 
‘Juft asin anguith of fufpence'he flay’d, «| 


While halfuntheat *d appear’d the gli ttering bla dus i 


| Minerva fwift delcended from above, 


Sent by the fifter arid the wife of Jove 
(For both the princes ¢laim’d ‘her equal care); * 


| Behind the ftood, and‘by the golden hair . 


Achilles feized’; to him alone confett ;- 
A fable cloud congeal’d ber from the ref. | 
He fees, and fudlden to the Goddefs cries, 2 | * 
Known by the flames that {parkle from her eyes: 
Defends Minetva in hee guardian care, ; 
‘A heavenly witnefs of the wrongs I bear = «| 
From Atreus’ fon: then let thole eyes that view 
The daring crime, behold the vengeance too. 
Forbear! (the progeny of Jove replies)’ 
To calm thy firy J forfake the ikies: — 
Let great Achilles, t6 the Gods refign’d, 
+To reafon yield the empire o’er his, mind. 
By awful Juno this command is given ; : 
The king and you are both thc care cs heaven, | 
The force of keen reproaches let him feel, ' 
But fheath, obedient, thy revenging fleel. 
For I pronounce (and truft a heavenly power) 
Thy injur’d honour has its fated Hour, 
When the proud: monarch fhall thy arms implore, 
$nd bribe thy friendthip vyth a boundilefs ftore. 
Then let revenge np longer bear the fway, 
Command thy pafliens, and the Gods obey. 
. With regardful ear. 
’Tis juft, O Goddefs! I thy dittates hear. 
Hard as it is, my vengeance I {uppreis: 
Thole who revere the Gods, the Gods will blefs 
He faid; obfervant of the blue-ey’d maid ; 
Then. in the fheath return’d the fhining blade. 
The Goddefs iwift to high Olympus flies, 
And joins the facred fenate of the tkies, 
Nor yet the rage his boiling breaft forfook, 
Which thus redoubling on-Atrides broke. 
O monfter! mix'd of infolence and fear, 
Thou dog in forehead, but in heart a deer! 
When wert thon known in ambuth’d fights to dare, 
Or nobly face the horrid front of war? 
*Tis ours, the chance of fighting fields to try, 
Thine to look on, and bid the valiant die. 
So much ’tis fafer through the camp to go, 
And rob a fubject, than defpoil a foe. 
Scourge of thy people, violent ang bafe ! 
Sent in Jeve’s anger on a flavith race, 
Who, loit to fenfe of generous ireedom paft, 
Are tam’d to wrongs, or this had been thy laits 
Now by this facred {ceptre hear me {wear, | 
Which never more fhalf leaves or bloffoms beat, 
Which fever’d from the tnink (as I from thee) © 
On the bare mountainsteft its parent tree ; 
This fceptre, form’d by temper’d fteel to prove . 
An enfign of the delegates of Jove, . 
From whom the power of laws and juftice fprings 
(Tremenduous oath | inviolate to kings): 
By this I twear, when bleeding Greece again 
Shall call Achilles, the fall callin vain.  [fpredd 
When, -flufh’d with flaughter, HeCtor comes te 
The purpled thore with mountains of thy dead, 
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When flislt thu mourn th’ afftemt thy madne(s gave | Tyrant, 1 well defery’d thy gafliny chit 


dtd to deplore, re fa : faye: 
en rage in bitts pu now 
Pivad has made the bravedt Greek thy foe. 

He {poke : and furious huri’d againdt the ground 
Flis {ceptre ftayr’d with ttuds around. 
‘Then fteraly Glent fa. With like difdain, 

The raging kin} retyen'd his frowns agaist, 

To calon theiz paffions with the words of age, 
Slow from his feat arofe the Pylian fage, 
Experienc’d Neftor, in perfdafion skill'd, 

Words (weet as honey from his lips diftill'd ; 
‘[wo generations now had pafs’d away, 
ife by bis rules, and happy by his {way ; 
‘wo ages o’er his native realm he reign'd. 
And now th’ example of the third remain’d. 
All view'd with awe the venerable oan; 
Who thus with mild benevolence began > Loy 

What fhame, what woe is this to Greece! what 
‘To Troy's proud monarch, and the friends of Troy! 
That adverfe Gods commit to ftern debate 
The heft, the braveft of the Grecian {tate. 

Young as ye are, this youthful head reftrain, 
Nor think your Neitor’s years and wifdom vain. 
A. Godlike race of heroes once I knew, 

Such, as no more thefe aged eyes fhall view ! 
Lives there a chief to match Pirithous" fame, 
Dryas the bold, or Geneus’ deathlefs name ; 
Thefeus, endued with more than mortal maght, 
Qr Polyphemus, like the Gods in fig ht ? 

With thefe of old to tois of battle bred, e 
In early youth my hardy days | led: 

Fir'd with the thir® which virtuous envy breeds, 
And fmit with love of honourable deeds. e 
Strongett of men, they pierc’d the nrountain boar, }@ 
Rang’d the wild deferts red with montters grt 
And fiom their hills the fhaggy Centaurs tore. 
Yet thefe with foft, perfuafive arts I fway’d ; 
When Neftor fpoke, they liften’d and obey’d. 

If in my youth, ev’n thefe efteem’d me wife ; 

Do you, young warriors, hear my age advife. 
Atridgs, feize not on the beauteous flave ; 

hat prize the Greeks by commor. fuffrage gave : 
Nor chou Achilles, treat our prince with pride ; 
Let kings be juft, and fovereign power prefide ; 
Thee, the firit honours of the war adorn, 

Like Gods itt ttrength, and of a goddefs born ; 
Him, awful majefty exalts above 

The poweis-of earth, and fcepter’d fons of Jove. 
Let both unite, With well confenting mind, 

Bo fhall authority with ftrength be join’d. 

Leave me, O king! to calm Achilled’ rage; 

Rule thou thyfelf, as more advanc’d in age. 
Forbid 1t Gods! Achilles fhould be loft, 

The pride of Greece, and bulwark of our hott. 

This faid, he ceas’d: the king of men replies: 
‘Fhy years are awful, end thy words are wife. 
But that imperious, that unconquer’d fo 
No laws can limit, no refpect control. 

Before his pride muft his fuperiors fall, 

His word the law, and he the lord of all? 

Him muft our hofts, our chiefs, ourfelves obey ? 
‘What king can bear a fival in his fway 

Grant that the Gedshis matchlefs force hath given ; 
Has foul reproach a privilege from Heaven ? 

Here on the monarch’s fpeech Achilles broke, 
‘Aad furious, thus, and interrupting, {poke : 

* 


To live thy flave, aid fill to ferve in vaing *, 
Should I fubmit to each unjut decree ; 

Command thy vaffals,but comimand not me =” 
Seize on Brifeis, whom the Grecians doom’d 

My prize of war, yet tamely fee refum'd ; 

And feize fecure; no more Achilles draws 

His congaering fword in any woman's caules 

The Gods command me to forgive the pitt 5 

But let this firft invafion be the laft : 

For know, thy blood, when next thou dar’ invades 
Shall ftream in vengeance on my reeking blade. 

At this they ceae’d; the fterti debate expir'd > 
The chiefs in fullen majefty retir"d. “ 

Achilles with Patroclus tapk his way, 
Where near his tents his hollow veffels lay. 
Mean time Atrides launch’d with numerous ost - 
A well-rigg’d thip for Cryfa’s facred fhores» 

High on the deck was fair Chrifeis plac’d, 
And fage Ulyffes with the conduct grac'd $ 
Safe in her fides the hecatomb they ftow’d, 
Then, fwittly failing, cut the liquid road. 

The hoft to exprate, next the king prepares, 
With pnre luftrations, and with folemn prayers 
Wath'd b§ the briny wave, the pions train 
Are cleans’d, and caft th’ ablutions in the malas 
Along the fhore whole hecatombs were laid, 

And bulls and goats to Phoebus’ altars paid, 
The fable fumes in curling fpires arife, 
And evaft their grateful odours to the fkies, 

The armies thus in facred rites i is 
Atrides ftill with deep refentment rag’d. 

To wait Ins will, two facred heralds ftood, « 
Falthybuus and Eurybates the good. 

Hafte to the fierce Achilles’ tent (he cries} 
Thence bear Brifed, as our royal prize : 
Submit he muft ; or, if they will not part, 
Ourfeif in arms fhall tear her from his heart. 

Th’ unwilling herald. act their lord's commands; 
Penfive they walk along the Barren fands: 
Arniv’d, the hero in his tent they find, 

With gloomy afpect, on his arm reclin’d. 
At awful diftance long they filent ftand, 
Loth to advance, or {peak ther hard command; 
Decent confution! Fins the godlike man 
Perceav’d, and thus with accent mild began: 
With leave and honour enter our abodes, 
Ye facred minilters of men and Gods ! 
I know your meflage ; by conftraint you camég 
Not you, but your imperious lord I blame. 
Patroclus hatte, the fair Brifeis bring ; 
Conduct my captive to the haughty king. 
But witne(s, heralds, and proclaim my vow, 
Witnef¥to Geds above, and men below! 
But firft, and luudeft, to your prince declare, 
That lawlefs tyrant whole commands you bear 3 
Unmov’'d as death Achilles thal remain, ~ 
Phough proftrate Greece thowld bleed at ev'gp 
vein: 

The raging chief in frantic paffien loft, 
Blind s hemfelf, and ufeieis to his hoft, 
Unfkill’d to judge the future by the pat, 
ln blood and flaughter hall repent at taft. 

- Patraclus now th’ unwilling beaaty brought x 
She, in foft forrow, and it penfive thought, 
Paft filent, asthe heralds beld her hand, 
And oft look’d back, flow moving o’er the ftrangy 
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ILIAD, Bact 


Se see fe ee 
t ing tot ore, 
O’et the wild margin of the deeph © _. 
That'kindred deep from’ wKence his mother fprung: 
bath'd in tears of anger and dildain, 

Thus lamented to the flormy main: 

O parent Goddeil! fince in early bloom 
Thy (on mutt fall, by too fevere a doom; 
Sure, to fo thort a race of glory bora,’ 
Great Jove in jnitice thowld this {pan adorn : 
Henour and fame at leaft the Thunderer ow’d, 
Ajid il] he pays the promile of a God ; 
If yon proud monarch thus thy fon defies, 
Obicures my glories, and refumes my prize. 
Far from the, deep receffes of the main, 
Where aged Ocean holds his watery reign, 
The Goddefs-mother heard. The waves divide; 


And like a mift the rofe above the tide; 


i 


Beheld him mourning on the naked thores, 
Aad thus the forrows of his foul explores. 
Why grieves my fon? Thy anguith let me fhare, 
Reveal the caufe, and truit a payent’s care. 

He deeply fighing faid: To tell my woe, 
Ts but to mention what too well you know. 
From Thebé facred to Apollo’s name, 
( A&tion’s realm) our conquering army same, 
With treafure loaded and triumphant tpoils, 
Whole juft divifion crown'd the foldier’s toils: 
But bright Chryteis, heavenly prize ! was led, 
By vote felected, to the general's bed. 
The prieft of Phoebus fought by gifts to gain 
His beauteoys daughter trom the victor’s chain ; 
The fieet he reach'd, and lowly bending down, 
Held forth the {ceptre and the laure] crown, 
Entreating all: but chief implor’d for grace 
The brother-kings of Atreus’ royal raceg 
The generpus Greeks their joint confent declare, 
The prieft to reverence, and releafe the fair; 
Not fo Atrides: He, with wonted pride, 
The fire infulted, and his gifts deny'd: 
The infulted fire (his God’s peculiar care) 
To Phoebus pray’d, and Phoebus heard the prayer; 
A dreadtul plague enfugs; th’ avenging darts 
Inceflant fly, and pierce the Grecian hearts. 
A prophet then, infpir’d by Heaven, arofe, 
And points the crime, and thence derives the 


WOES. 

Miyfelf the firft th’ aflembled chiefs incline 

T” avert the vengeance of the power divine ; 
Then rifling in his wrath, the menarch ftorm’d ; 
Incens’d he threaten’d, and his threats perform’d : 
The fair Chryfeis to her fire was fent, 

With offer’d gifts, to make the God relent ; 
But now he feiz’d Brifeis heavenly charms, 
And of my valour’s prize defrauds my axns, 
Defrauds the votes of all the Grecian train ; 
And fervice, faith, and juftice plead in vain. 
But, Goddefa! thou thy fwppliant fon attend, 
To high Olympus’ fhining court afcend, 

Urge all the ties to former fervice ow'd, 

And fue for vengeance to the thundering God. 
Oft hait thos triumph’'d in the glorious boat, 
That thou ftood’ft forth of gll th’ ethereal hoft, 
When bold rebelliom hook the realms above, 
Th’ undaunted guard of cloud-compelling Jove. 
When the bright partner ot his awful rergn, 


he warlike gyaid, and monarch of the main, 


3 

The traitor-gods, hy mad ambition driven, 
Durft ead chains th’ omnipotence of Heavety 
Then cail'd by thee, the monitéerTitan cathe, 

Whom Gods Briareus, Men Agéon name) 

5 ene fkies enormous italk'd aldng ; 

Not * he that fhakes the folid earth fo ftrong : 
With giant-pride at Jove’s high throne he Randa, 
And brandifh’d him all his hundred” 
Th’ effrighted Gods confe(s'd their awful lord, 
They dropt the tetters, trembled, and ador'd. 
This, Goddefs, this to his remembrance call, 
Embrace his knees, at his tribunal fall ; 
Conjure him far to drive the Grecian train, 
To hurl them headlong to their fleet and main, 
To heap the fhores with copious death, and bring 
The Greeks to know the curfe of fuch a king 3 
Let Agamemnons lift his haughty head 
O’er all his wide dominion of the dead, 
And mourn in blood, that e’er he durft difgtace 
The boldeft warrior of the Grecian race, 

Unhappy fon! (fair Thetis thus rep 
While tears celeftral trickle from her eyes) 

Why have I borne thee with a mother’s throesy 
To fates averfe, and nurs’d for future woes? 

So thort a {pace the light of Heaven to view! . 
So fhort a fpace! and Gil’d with forrow too! 

O might a parent’s careful with prevai 

Far, tar from Ilion fhould thy veffels fail, 

And thou, from camps remote, the danger fhun, 
Which now, alas: too nearly threats my fon. 
Yet (what I can) to move thy {uit PU go 

To great Olympus crown’d with fleecy frow. 
‘Mean time, fecure withinxhy thips, fiom far 
Behold the held, tbr mingle in the war. 

The fire of Gods and all th’ ztherial train, 

n the warm limuts of the farthe main, 

Now mix with mortals, nor difdain to grace ~ 
The feafts of Athiopia’s blamelefs race ; 
‘Twelve days the powers indulge the genial rite, 
Returning with the twelfth revolving light. 
Thea will I mount the brazen dome, and move 
‘The high tribunal of immortal Jove. 

The Goddefs fpoke; the rolling wayes unclofe ; 
Then down the deep fhe piung’d from whepee fhe 
And lett him forrowing on the loncly » [roie, 
In wild refentment for the fair he loft. 

In Cryfa’s port now fage Ulyffes rode ; 

Beneath the deck the deftin’d victims ftow'd ; 
The fails they furl’d, they lath’d the maft afide, 
And dropp’d their anchors, and the pinnace ty’d, 
Next on the fhore their hecatomb they land, 
Chryfeis laft defcending on the ftrand. 

Her, thus returning from the furrow’d main, 
Ulyffes led to Phaebus’ facred fahe ; 

Where at his folemn altar ds the maid 

He gaye to Chryfes, thus the Hero faid; , 

Hail! reverend prince! to Phoebu:’ awful domp 
A fuppliant I ftom great Atrides come: 
Unranfom’d here receive the {potlefs fzir ; 
Accept the hecatombs the Greeks prepare ; 

And may thy God, who {catters darts around, 
Aton’d by fagrifice, defi to wound. 
» At this, the fire embrac’d the maid again, 
So fadly loft, fo lately fought in vain. 
Then néar the altar of the"darting king, 
Difpos’d in rank their hecatomb they bringy, : 

; Neptune ) 
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f ROPE’S HOMER. . 


With water pusify their hands, and take 
The {acred offering Of the falted cuke; 
While thus with arms devoutly rau'd in air, 
And folemn voice, the priek directs his prayer: 
. God of the filver bow, thy ear incline, 

Whoie power incirclesQjila the ‘divine ; 
Whole facred eye thy Tenedes furveys, 
And guds fau Chryfa with dittingusth’d rays! 
If, fir’d to vengeance at the prieit’s requett 
‘Thy careful darts infli@ the raging pet ; 
Once mote attend! avert the waiteful woe, 
Aud foie propitious, and unbend thy bow. 

So Chryles pray’d, Apollo Heard hts prayer: 
And now the Greeks their hecatomb prepare; 

tween their horns the falted barley threw, 
And with thew heads to Heaven the victims flew : 
The limbs they fever from th’ ‘enclofing hide ; 
The thighs, felected to the Gods, divide : 
Orf theje, in double cawls involv’d'with art, 
The choigdft morfels ay from every part. 
The prieit himfelf before his altar ttands, 
And burns the étefing’ with hig holy hands ; 
Pours the black wine, and fees the flames alpire ; 
The youths with inftruments furround the fire ; 
The thighs thus facrific’d, and entrails dreft, 
Th’ affittants part, transfix, and roaft the reft: 
Then {pread the tables, the repait prepare, 
Each takes his feat, and each recexves his fhare. 
Wien now the rage of hunger was reprett, 
With pure hbations they conclude the feaft ; 
The youths with wine the copious goblets crown’d, 
And, pleas’d, dufpenfe the flowing bowls around. 
With hymns divine the Joyous ie uet ends, 
The Peans lengthen'd till the fun defeends 
"Lhe Greeks, reftor’d, the grateful notes prolong ; , 
Apollo litens, and approves the fong. 

*{was night; the chiefs befide their veffel lie, 
Till rofy morn had purpled o’er the fky : 
Then launch, and hort the maft ; indulgent gales, 
Supply'd by Phoebus, fill the fwelling fails ; 
‘Lhe milk-white canvas bellying as they blow, 
The paited ocean foams and roars below: 
Above the bounding billows fwift they dew, 
Tul now the Grecian camp appear’d in view. 
Far on the beach they haul their bark to land 
(The crooked keel divides the yellow fand) ; 
q pen part, where ftreach’d alon g the winding bay 
The hips and tents in mingled profpect lay. 

But raging ftill, anndft his navy fate 
The ‘ftern Achilles, ftedfaft in his hate; 
Nor mix‘d in combat, nor in council join’d ; 
But wafting cares lay heavy on his mind: 
Jn his black thought» revenge and flaughter roll, 
And fcenes of blood rife dieadful in his foul. 


Twelve days were paft, and now the dawning 


hight 
The Got hed fummon’d to th' Olympian height : 
‘ove firit uaa from the watery bowers, 
the long order of ethereal powers. 
When like the morning mitt in early day, 
Rofe from the flood the Daughter of the Sea; 
And to the feats divine her fight addreft. 
There, far apart, and high above the reft, 
The 'Thunderer fat; syhere old Olympnsghrouds 
Highundred heads in hesven, and props the clouds. 
Suppitant the Goddefs ftood : one hand fhe plac’d 
Beneath hys beard, and one his knee efbrac’d : 


boa A 


If e’er, O Father of the, Guds! the faid, 
My words could pleal¢ thee, or my actinas aid ; 
Some marks of honour op fon beftow, 
And pay in glory, whatein life you owe, 
Fame is at leaft by heavenly promife dee 
To life fo thort, and now difhonoured too. 
Avenge this wrong, oh ever jyf and wife! 
Let Greece be humbled, and the Trojans rife; 
Till the proud king, and all the Achaian race, 
Shall heap with horiours him they new @ifgrace. 
Thus Thetis {poke, but Jove in filence held « 
The facred councils of his breaft conceal’d. " 
Not fo repuls’d, the Goddefs clofer preft, 
Stull gratp’d his kees, and urg’d the dear requeft : 
O fire of Gods and men! thy fupfliant hear ; 
Refufe, or grant; for what has Jove to fear? =. 
Or, wh! declare, of all the powers above, 
Is wretched Thetis leaft the care of Juve? 
She {ald, and fighing thus the God replies, 
Who rolls the thiinder o’er the vaulted fkies? 
What hat thou afk’d? Ah why thould Jove en- 
In foreign contefts, and domeftic rage, [gage 
‘The Guds complaints, and Juno’s fierce alarms, 
While I, too partial, aid the Trojan arms ? 
Go, ieft the haughty partner of my fway ° 
With jeal6us eyes thy clofe accefs furvey ; 
But part in peace, fecure thy prayer 1s tpeds 
Witnefs the facred honours of our head, 
The nod that ratifies the wall divine, 
The faithful, fix’d, irrevocable fign, 
This jeals thy {uit, and this fulfils thy vows-~« 
He fpoke, and awful bends his fable brows ; 
Shakes his ambrofial curls, and gives the nod : 
The flamp of fate, and fanction of the God: ' 
High heaven with trembling the dread fignal took, 


« And all Olympus to the ¢entre fhook. 


‘Swift to the feas profound the Goddefs flies, 
Jove to his ftarry manfion in the fkies. 
The fhining fynod of th’ immortals wait 
The coming God, and from their thrones of ftate 
Arifing filent, wrapt in holy fear, 
Before the majefty of heaven appears 
Trembling they fland, while Jove affumes the 
throne, 
All, but the God’s imperious queen alone : 
Late had fhe view’d the filver.tooted dame, 
And all her paffions kindled into flame. 
Say, artful manager of heaven (fhe cries) 
Who now partakes the fecrets of the tkies ? 
Thy Juno knows not the decrees of fate, 
In vain the partner of imperial ftate. 
What favourite Goddeis then thofe cares divides, 
Which Jove in prudence from his confort hides? 
To this the Thunderer: Seek not thou to find 
The facred counfels of Almighty mind : 
Involwd in darknefs lies the great decree, 
Nor can the depths of fate be pierc’d by thee, 
What fits thy knowledge, thon the firft thi 
The firft of Gods above, and men below ; 
But thou, nor they, fhall fearch the thoughts that 
Deep in the clote receffes'of my foul. {roll 
Full on the fire the Goddefs of the fkies 
Roll’d the large orbs of her majeftic eyes, 
And thusreturn’d: Auftere Saturnius, fay 
From whence this wrath, or whocontrols thy fway? 
Thy boundlefs will, for me, remains in force, 


And all thy councils take the deftin’d courte.» 


' 


h I A B, Boos H. 
“Put ‘tis for Greece I fear: for late was feen 


clofe confult the Silyer-footed Queen. 
ove to his Thetis nothing could deny, 

of was the Ggnal vain that fhook the tky. 
What fatal favour has the Goddefs won, 
To grace her fierce, inexorable fon? 
Perhaps in Grecian blood to drench the plain, 
And glut his vengeance with my people flain. 

Then thus the God: Qh reftleis fate of pride, 
That ftrives to learn what heaven refolves to hide ; 
Wain is the fearch, prefumptuous and abhorr’d, 
Anrious to thee, and odious to thy lord. 
Let this fuffice; th’ immutable decree 
No force can thake: what is, that ought to be. 
Goddefs fubmit? nor dare our will withftand, 
But dread the power of this avenging hand ; 
Th’ united ftrength of all the Gods above 
In vain refifts th’ omnipatence of Jove. 

Yhe Thunderer {poke, nor durft the Queenreply ; 
A reverend horror filenc’d all the fky. 
The feait difturb’d, with forrow Vulcan faw 
His mother menac’d, and the Gods in awe ; 
Peace at his heart, and pleafure his defign, 
Thus interpos’d the Architect Divine : 
The, wretched quarrels of the mortal ftate 


If you fubmit, the Thunderer ftands appeas'd ; 

The gracious power is willing to be pleas'd. 
Thus Vulcan fpoke; and rifing with a bound, 

The double bowl with fparkling nectar crown’d, 

Which held to Juno ina eheerial Way y , 

Goddefs, (he cried) be patient and obey. 

Dear as you are, if Jove his arm éxtend, . 

I can but grieve, unable to defend. 

What God (o daring in your aid to move, 

Or lift his hand againtt the force of Jove? 

Once in your caule I felt his matchlets might, 

Hurl'd headlong downward from the etherial 

Toft all the day in rapid circles round; [height; 

Nor, till the fun defcended, touch’d the ground ; 

Breathlefy I fell, in giddy motions loft ; 

The Sinthans rais’d me on the Lemnian coaft. 
He faid, and to her hands the goblet heav’d, 

Which, with a fmuile, the white-arin’d queen re- 

Then to the reft he filPd: and in his turn, [ceiv’d. 

Each to his lips apply’d the neCtar’d urn. 

Vulcan with aukward grace his office plies, 

And uneatinguith’d laughter thakes tHe dies. 
Thus the bleft Gods the genial day prolong, 

In feafts ambrofjal, and celeftial fong. 

Apollo tun’d the lyre; the Mufes round 


Are far unworthy, Gods! of your debate : 
et men their days in fenfefefs ftrife employ, 
e, in eternal peace and conftant joy. 
Thou Goddefs-mother, with our fire comply, 
Nor break the facred union of the tky ; The fhining monuments of Vuican’s art: 
Left, rouz’d to rage, he thake the bleft abogles, Jove on his couch reclin’d his awful head, 
= * “1e red ightning, and dethrone the Gods. |gind Juno flumber’d on the galden bed. 


With voice alternate aid the filver found. 
Mean time the ‘radiant fun, to mortal fight 
Defcending {wift, roll’d down the rapid light. 
Then to their ftarry domes the Gods depart, 


BOQK IL... 


THE ARGUMENT, 


The Trial of the Army, and Catalogue of the Forces. 


Jupiter, in purfurnce of the requeft of Thetis, fends a deceitful vifion to Agamemnon, perfuading him 
10 lead the army to battle ; in order to make the Greeks ferfible of their want of Achilles. The 
general, who is deluded with the hopes of taking Troy without his affiftance, but fears the army 
was difcouraged by his abfence and the late plague, as well as by the length of time, contrives ta 
make trial of their difpofition by 2 ftratagem. He firft communicates his defign to the princes in 
council, that he would propofe a return to the foldiers, and that they fhould put a ftop to them if 
the propofal was embraced. Then he affembles the whole hoft, and upon movfng for a return ta 
Greece, they unanimoufly agree to ig, and run to prepare the fhips. They are detained by the ma- 
nagement of Ulyffes, who chaitifes the mfolence of Therfites. The affembly is recalled, feveral 
Speeches made on the occafion, and at length the advice of Neftor followed, which was, to make a 
general mruiter of the troops, and to divide them into their feveral nations, before they proceeded te 
battle. This gives occafion to the poet to enumerate all the forces of the'Greeks and Trojans, and 
in a large wale e. a » 

Thé time employed,in this book confifts not entirely of one day. The {cene lies in the Grecian 
camp and upon the fea-fhore; toward the end it removes to Troy. 


WN ow pleafing fleep had feal’d each mortal eye, | To honour Thetis’ fon he bends his care, 
See in the tents the Grecian leaders lie, And plunge the Greeks in all the woes of war's 
im  oty their thrones above ; Dry bids an empty phantom rife to fight, 

. “J, but the ever wake Daindteye.: And thus commands the vifion of the night : 
af A iti 











¢: at . 
Fly hones, deluding dream! end, light xs air, 
To Agamemnon's ample tent repair ; 
Bid him in arms draw forth th’ embattled train, 
Lead al} his Grecians to the duity plain. 
Declare, ev’n now "tis given him to deftroy 
The lofty tawers of wide extended Troy. 
For now no more the Gods with fate contend ; 
At Juno's fuit the heavenly fetions end. 
Deftruction hangs o’er yon devoted wall, 
And nodding Hion waits th’ impending fall. 
Swift as the word the vain illufion led, 
Pefcends, and hovars o’er Atrides’ head ; 
Gloth'd in the figure of the Pilias fage, 
Renown'd for wifdom, and rever’ fe age ; 
Around his temples (preads his golden wing, 
And thus the flattering dream Scares the king : 
Can‘it thou, with all a monarch’s cares opprett, 
Oh, Atreus fon: can't! thou indulge thy reft 2 
Hl fits a chief who mighty nations guides, 
Directs in council, ad: in war prefides, 
To whom its fafety a whole people owes, 
To waite long nights in indolent repole. 
Monarch, awake ! “tis Jqve’s commands I bear; 
‘Thou, and thy glory, claim his heavenly care. 
Jn juft array draw forth th’ embattled train, 
Lead all thy Grecians to the dufty plain; 
Ev'n now, O king! tis given thee to deftroy 
The lofty towers of wide-extended Troy. 
For now no more the Gods with fate contend, 
At funo's fuir the heavenly factions end. 
Peftruction hangs o’er yon devoted wall, 


And nodding Ylion waitg th impending fall, = @ 


Awake; but waking, this adyice approve, 
And truft the vifion that defcends from Jove. 
The V iceiaee faid; then vanifh’d from his 
ight, 
Relalves io air, mixes with the night. 
A thoufand fchames the monarch’s mind employ ; 
Elate in thought he facks untaken Troy: 
Vain as he was, and to the future blind ; 
Nor faw what and fecret fate defign’d, 
What mighty thils to either hoft remain, 
What fcenes of grief, and numbers of the flain ! 
Eager he ifes, and m fancy hears 
The voice celeftial murmuring in his ears, 
F.rit on his limbs a flender veft he drew, 
Around bina next the regal mantle threw ; 
Th’ embrowder'd fandals on his feet were tied, 
The ftarry faulchion glitter’d at his fide ; 
Ga laft his arm the maffy iceptre loads, 
nftain’d, usmorté), and the gift of Gods. 
low rofy morn afcends the court of Jove, 
its up her ne opens day above. 

e king difpa his heralds with commands 
Jo range the camp, and fummon all the bands ; 
The gathening hoits the monarch’s wand obey ; 
While to the feet Atrides bends his way. 

In ain fhip the Pylian prince he found ; 
Thév€ calls a fenate of the Peers around; 
Th’ allembly plac’d, the king of men expreft 
The counfels Igbquring.in his artful breait : 

Friend and copfederates! with attentive ear 

Rective my words, and credit what you hear. 
Late as I flumber’d in the thades of night, 

A, déeam dyvine appear'd before my fight ; 

vifionaty form hke Neftor came, 


FOFES HOMER, 


The heavenly phantem hovee'd o'er my 
And, doft thou fleep, Oh, Atreus* fon ? (be did) 
Il! fits a chief whe mighty nations guides, 
Direéts in council, and in war 

To whom its fafety a whole people owes; 

To watte long rightgin indolent repofe, 
Monarch, awake ; ‘tis Jove’s command I bear, 
‘Thou and thy glory claim his heavenly care. 
in juft array draw forth th’ enthattled train, 
And lead the Grecians to the dafty plain ; 

Ev’n now, O king! ’tis given thee to deftroy 
The lofty towers of wide-extended . 

For now no more the Gods with fate contend ; 
At juno’s fuit the heavenly factions end. 
Deftruction hangs on yon devoted wail, 

And nodd ng Jlion waits th’ impending fall, 
This bear obiervant, and the’ Gods obey ! 

The vifion {poke, and pait in air away. 

Now, vahant chiets! fince Heav’n itfelf alarms s 
Unite, and roufe the fons of Greece to arms. 
But frft, with caution try what yet they dare, 
Worn with nine years bt unfucceistul war ! 

To move the troops to meafure back the main, 
Be mine; and your’s the province to detain, 

He fpoke, and fat; when Neftor nfing faid, 
(Neftor, Whom Pylos’ fandy realms ohey’d) 
Princes ot Greece, your faithful ears incline, 

Nor doubt the vifion of the Powers divine ; 
Sent by great Jove to him who rules the hoft, 
Forbid it, Heaven! this warning fkould be loft} 
Then kt us hafte, obey the God’s alarms, 

And join to roufe the fons of Greece to arms. 

Thus fpoke the tage: The kings without delay 
Diffolve the council, and their chief obey: ° 
The fceptred rulers lead ; the following hoft 
Pour'd forth by thoutands, darkens all the coaft. 
As from fome rocky cleft the thepherd fees 
Cluftering in heaps on heaps the driving bees, 
Railing, and blackening, {warms lucceeding 

iwarms, 
With deeper: murmurs and more hoarfe alarms ; 
Dufky they fpread, a clute embody’d crowd, 
And o'er the vale defcends the living cloud. 
So, from the tents and fhups, a lengthening trai 
Spreads all the beach, and wide o’erfhades the 
Along the region runs a deafening found; [plain ; 
Beneath their footiteps groans the tremhblin 
Fame flies before, the meflenger of Jove, [gr 
And fhinng foars, and claps her wings above. 
Nine facred heralds now, proc laiming loud 
The monarch’s will, fufpend the liftening crowd, 
Soon as the throngs in order rang’d appear, 
And fainter murmurs dy’d upon the eéar, 
‘The king of kings his awful hgure rais’d ; 
High in h& hand the golden {ceptre blaz’d: 
The golden {ceptre, 0 celefial frame, 
By Vulcan form’d, from Jove to Hermes came 3 
To Pelops he th’ immortal gift refign'd ; 
Th’ immortal gift great Pelops left’ behind, 
In Atreus’ hand, which not with Atreus ends, 
Torich Thyeftes next the prize defcends: 
And now the mask of Agamemnon’s reign, ' 
Subjects all Argos, ani Gunttols the main. ’ 










On this bright {ceptre now the king reclin’d, 
And artful thus, prongiuac’d the fpeech defign’d ; . 
Ye funs Of Phare tu on peer leader’s Cart, ; 
Herots Of Gram thers of the way$ * 
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of ove with jufice f complain, 
A s oracies heliew'd'in vain. 
A. fafe return was promis’d to our toils, 
Renown'd, triumphant, and enrich’d with {poils. 
Now shameful flight alone can fave the host, 
Our blood, our treafure, and our glory lof. 
So Jave decrees, refiitlets lord of ali ! 
At whofe comniand whole empires rife or fall: 
He thekes the feeble propa of human truft, 
, And towns and armies humbles to the duft. 
What thame to Greece a fruties war to wage, 
Oh, lafting fhame in every future age! 
Once great in arms, the copamon {corn we grow, 
Repuls’d atid baffled by a feeble foe: 
So {mail their number, that uf wars were ceas’d, 
And Greece triumphant held a genera! feait, 
All rank’d by tens, whole decades when they dine 
Mu want a Trojan flave to pour the wine. 
But other forces have our bopes o’erthrown, 
And Troy pievails by armies not her own. 
Now nine long years of mighty Jove are run, 
Since firit the labowrs of this war begun: 
Our coidage torn, decay’d our veffel, he, 
And fearce enfure the wretched power to fly. 
Hafte then, for ever leave the Trojan wail! 
Our weeping wives, our tender children Call : 
Love, duty, fafety, fummon us away, 
"Tis natuie’s voice, and nature we obey. 
Our fhatter’d barks may yet tranfport us o’er, 
Safe and inglorious, to our native fhore. 
Fly, Greciana, fly, your fails and oars employ, 
And dream no more of Heav’n-defended Troy. 
His deep defign unknown, the hofts approve 
Atrid@s’ ipeech. ‘Lhe mighty numbers move. 
So roll the billows to th’ Icarizan thore, 
From Eaft and South when winds begin to roar, 
Burt their dark manfions in the clouds, and {weep 
The whitening furface of the ruffied deep, 
And as on corn when weftern guits defcend, 
Before the blaft the lofty barveft bends: 
Thus o’cr the field the moving hoft appears, 
With nodding plumes, and groves of waving 
{pears. (feet 
The gatheriog murmur {preads, their tramping 
Beat the loofe fands, and thicken to the fleet. 
With long refounding cries they urge the train 
‘To fit the fhips, and launch into the mau. 
They toil, they {weat, thick clouds of duf arife, 
The doubling clamours echo to the fkies. 
Ev'n then the Greeks had left the hoitile plain, 
And fate decreed the fall of Troy in vain ; 
But Jove's imperial queen their flight furvey’d, 
And fighing, thus b the blue-ey'd maid: 
Shall then the Grecians fly! O dire difgrace ! 
And leave anpuniih'd this perfidious race ? 
Shall Troy, fhatl Priam, and th’ adulterous fponfe, 
In peace enjoy the fruits of broken vows ? 
And braveft chiefs, ian Helen's quarrel flain, 
Lie unreveng’d on yon deteited plain? 
No: let my Greeks, unmov'd by vain alarms, 
Once more refolgent thine in brazen arms. 
Mafte, Goddefs, hafte: the dying holt detain, 
Dior let one fail be hoitted on the main. 
Pallas obeys, and fron Olympus’ height 
Swift to the thips precipitates her Aight ; 
Uly ffs, fir in public cares, the found, 


For prudesy couniel like the Gods renowa'd ; 


} Opprefi'd with 


‘vous gricfthe here teed, 
Nor drew his fable weilels to the flaod. 
And 24 it thus, divine Ladrtes’ fon! 
Thus fly the Greeks (the martial maid begun} 
Thus to their country bear their own difgrace, 
And fame eternal leave to Priam’s race ? 
Shall beauteous Helen fill remain unfreed, 
Still unreveng’d a thoufand heroes bleed ? 
Hafte, generous Ithacus! prevent the thame, 
Recall your armies, and your chiefs reclamm,. 
Your own refittlefs el ¢ employ, 
And to the immortals truft the fall of Troy. 
Ihe voice divine confeis’d the warlike maul, 
Ulyffes heard, nor unin{pir’d obey'd : 
‘Then meeting fir Atrides, from bis hand 
Recesv’d th’ amperial iceptre of command. 
Thus grac’d, attention and refpect to gain, 
He runs, he flies, through ali the Grecian trains 
iach prince of name, or chief ia arms approv’d, 
He fir'd with praife, or with perfuafion mov"d. 
Warriors, hke you, with ftrength aid widon 
By brave examples thould confirm the ref. [bh ~ 
The monarch’s will not yet reveal’d appears; 
He tries our courage, but refente our fgars : 
Th’ unwary Greeks his fury may provoke ; 
Not thus the king in fecret councrl {pohe. 
Jove loves our chiel, from Jove his honour {pmngs, 
Beware: tor dreadful 1s the wrath of kingy =“ 
But if a clamoreus wile plebezan rofe, 
Him with reproot he check'd, or tam"d with blows, 
Be itil, thou flave, and ta thy betters yield ; 
Unknown alike in counci, in feld ! 
Ye Gods, what daftgrds would our holt command, 
Swept to the war, the lumber af a land! 
Fe filent, wretch, antl think not here allaw’d 
That worl of tyrants, an ufurping crowd: 
To one fole monarch Jove commas the {ways 
His are the laws, and him let all obey. 
With words like thefe the troops Ulyfles rul’d, 
The loudeft filenc’d, and the fierceft cool'd. 
Back to th’ aflembly roll'd the thronging train, 
Defert the fhips, and pour upon the plasn. 
Murmouring they move, as when old Ocean roars, 
And heaves huge {urges to the trembling thores: 
The groaning banks are burt with bellowing 
oun 


The rocks remurmor, and the deeps rebound. 
At length the tumult finks, the noifea ceaie, 
And a ftill Gilence lulls the camp to peace, 
Thertites cag clamour'd in the throng, 
Loquacious, loud, and turbulent of temgue : 
Aw’d by no fhame, by no refpects contssl'd, 

In {candal bufy, in reproaches bold,: 

With witty malice Rudsoys to defame: 

Scorn all bis joy, and laughter all hus simpy 

But chief he glory'd, with licestious & 

To lath the great, and monarchs to rev 

His figure fuch as might his foul proclaion 3 
One eye was blinking, and one leg was lame; - 
His mountain fhaulders half bis breatt o’er{pread, 
Thin hairs beftrew‘'d big long mifhapen head. 
Spleen to mankind his envious heart poffett, 
And much he hated all, but moi the bei 
Ulyffes oreAchalles ful his theme ; 

But royal fcandal his delight {upreme. 

Long had he liv’d the fcurn of ever 


y Gteek, . 
| Vay phen he Spoke, xe§ full they hoaed kins fpegity 


‘te 
2 Pharp pras his voice, which, ia the fhrilleft tone, 
hus with injurious taunts attsok'd the throne : 

»Amidft the glories of f bright a reign, 
What moves the great Atgides to complain? 
*Tis thine whate’er the wartior’s breaft inflames, 
The golden {poil, and thine the lovely dames. 
With all the wealth our wars and blood bettow, 
Thy tents are , and thy cheits o’erflow ; 
Thus gt full eafe in heaps of riches rell’d, 
What gsieves the monarch? Is it thirft of gold ? 
Say, fhali we march with oor unconquer’d powers, 
(The Greeks and I) to [lion's hoitile towers, 
And bring the race of royal baftards here, 
For Troy to tanfom at a price too dear? 
But fafer plunder thy own host fupplies; 
Say, would’ft thou feizefome valiant leader's prize? 
Or, if thy heart to generous love be led, 
Sqme captive fair, to blets thy kingly bed? 
te‘er our mafter Craves, Aibmit we mutt, 
Plagued with his pride, or punifh'd for his luft, 
Oh women of Achaia! men no more! 
Pence let ‘us fly, and Jet him waite his ftore 
In loves and pleafures on the Phrygian fhore ; 
‘We may be wanted on fome bufy day, 
When Hector comes: fo great Achilles may : 
From him he forc’d the prize we jointly gave, 
From him, the fierce, the fearlefs, and the brave: 
And durit he, as he ought, refent that wrong, 
This mighty tyrant were no tyrant long. 
Fierce from his feat at this Ulyffes fprings, 
In generous vengeance of the king of kings; 
With indignation fpargling in his eyes, ¢ 
He views the wretch, and ftemly thus replies: 
Peace, factious moniter, horn to vex the fate, 
With wrangling talents form'd for foul debate : @ 
Curb that impetuous tongue, nor, rafhly vain ® 
And fingly mad, afperle the fovereign reign. 
‘Have we not known thea, flave ! of all our hoft, 
The man who acts the leaft, upbraids the moft? 
Think not the Greeks to thameful flight to bring, 
Nor let thofe lips profane the name of king. 
For our return we truft the heavenly Powers } 
Be that their care ; to fight like men be ours. 
But grant the hoft with wealth the general load, 
Except detraction, what haft thou heftow’d ? 
Suppofe dome hero thould his {poils refign, 
Art thou that hero,:could thole fpoils be thine ? 
Gods! let me perifh on this hateful thore, 
And let thefe eyes behold my fon no more ; 
‘dif, on thy next offence, this hand forbear 
To ftrip thofe akms thou ill deferv'ft to wear, - 
Expel the council where our princes meet, 
And fend thee {ourg’d and howling thro’ the fleet. 
He faid, and cowering as the daftard bends, 
The weighty {ceptre on his back defcends : 
On the round bunch the Licody tumors rife ; 
The tears {pring ftarting from his haggard eyes: 
‘Trembling he fat, and, thrunk in abject fears, 
From his vile vifage wip’d the {calding tears. 
hile to his neighbour each exprefé'd his thought : 
e Gods ! what wonders has Ulyfies wronght ! 
What fruits his conduct and his courage yield ; 
Great in thé council, glorious in the field ! 
Generous he rifesin the crown’s defence, 
To curb the factious tongue of infolence. 
Such juft examples on odendeis thowdy 
Hoditien Gilence, and affert the thrpne, 


¢ 


POPE'S HOMER. e 


‘ Twas thus the general voice tae hero praind, 
Who, nfing, digh Er iosperial {ceptte raised: 
The blue-ey’d Pallas, his celeftial friend, ~ 
(In form « herald) bade the crovads attend. 

Th’ expecting crowds in fill attention hung, 

To hear the wifdom of his heavenly tongue. 

Then deeply thoughtful, patifing ere he {poke, 
His filence thus the pradent hero broke: 

Unhappy monarch ! whom the Grecian race, 
With fhame deferting, heap with vile difgrace. 
Not fuch at Argos was their generous vow, = « 
Once all their voice, but, ah | forgotten now : 
Ne’er to return, was then the common cry, 

Till Troy’s proud ftruCtures fhoyld in dfhes lie. * 

Behald them weeping for their native fhore : 

What could their wives or helplefs chiJdren more 2 

What heart but melts to leave the tender train, 

And, one fhort month, endure the wintery main 

Few leagues remov’d, we with our peaceful feat, 

When the thip toffes, and the tempeits beat : 

Then well may this long ftay provoke their tears, 

The tedious length of nine revolving years. 

Not for their grief the Grecian hoft I blame ; 

But vanquifl'd! haffled! oh, eternal fhame ! 

Expect the time to Troy's deftructien given, 

And try the faith of Chalcas and of Heaven. 

What pafs’d at Aulis, Gieece can Witnefs bear, 

And all who live to breathe this Phrygian air. 

Befide a fountain’s facred brink we rais’d 

Our verdant altars, and the victims blaz’d; 

("T'was where the plane-tree {preads its thadeg 
around ) 

The altars heav'd ; and from the crumbling ground 

A mighty dragon thot, ef dire portent ; 

From Jove himfelf the dreadtul fign was fent. 

Strait to’the tree his fanguine ipire he roll’d, 

And curl’d around in many a winding fold. 

The topmaft branch a mother-bird poflett ; 

Eight, callow infants fill’d the mofly neft ; 

Herfelf the ninth; the ferpent, as he hung, 

Stretch'd his black jaws, and crufh’d the crying 

While hovering near, with miferable moan, [young; 

The droopihg mother wail’d her children gone. 

The mother laft, as round the neft the lew, 

Seiz’d by the beating wing, the montter flew : 

Nor Jong furviv'd ; to marble turn’d, he ftands 

A. lafting prodigy on Aulis’ fands. 

Such was the will of Jove; and hence we dare 

Truft in his omen, and {upport the war. 

Fur while around. we gaze with wondering eyes, 

And trembling fought the powers wath facritice, 

Full of his God, the reverend Chalcas cried, ~ 

Ye Grecian warriors lay your fears afide. 

This wond’rouis fignal Jove himielf difplays, 

Of lon, long’ labours, but eternal praife. ~ 

As many birds as by the {nake were flain, 

So many years the toils of Greece remain; 

But wait the tenth, for lign's fall decreed : 

Thus {poke the! prophet, thus the fates fucceed. 

Obey, ye Grecians! with fubmiflion wait, 

Nor let your fight avert the Trojan fate. 

He faid: the fheres with loud applaufes found, 
The hollow thips each deafening fhout rebound. ' 
Then Neftor thus---Thefe vain debates forbear, 
Ye talk like children, not like heroes dare. 
Where now are all your high refolves at laft? 


Yous leagues concluded, your engagements pafiR 
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ow?d with libations and with victims then, 
ow Yanith'd like their fmoke ; the faith of men! 
fe ufelefs words confume th’ mnactive hours, 
pve wonder Troy fo long refifts our powers. 
ife, great Atrides!' and with courage {way ; 
‘We'march to war, if thon diredt the way. 
But deave the few that dare refift thy laws, 
{The mean delfetters of the Grecian caule, 
TS grudge the conquefts mighty Jove preparés, 
And view with envy our fuccefsful wars. 
Os that great day when firft the martial train, 
Big with the fate of Llien, plow’d the main, 
: qr: on the right, a pfofperous fignal fent, 
nd@ thunder rolling theok the firmament, 
Encourag’d hence, maintain the glorious ftrife, 
"Till every foldier grafp a Phrygian wife, 
Till Helen’s woes at fall reveng’d appear, 
"And Troy’s proud matrons ara tear for tear. 
Before that day, if any Greek invite 
His ¢ountry’s troop to bafe, ingloriods flight ; 
Stand forth that Greek! and hoift his tail to fly, 
And die the daftard firft, wlio dreads to die. 
But now, O monarch! all thy chiefs advife ; 
Nor what they offer, thou thyfelf defpife. 
Amgng thofe councils, let not mine be vain; 
In thibes and nations to divide the train ; 
His feparate troops let every leader call, 
Each ftrengthen each, and all encourage all. 
What chief, or foldier, of the numerous band, 
Or bravely fights, or ill ubeys command, 
When thus diftin they war, thall foon be known, 
a what the caufe of Lhon not o’erthrown ; 
It fate refifts, or if our arms are flaw, 
Jf Gdlls above prevent, or men below. 
To him the king: How much thy yeqs excel 
In arts of council, and in {peaking well ! 
O would the Gods, in love to Greece, decree 
But ten fuch fages as they grant in thee; 
Such wifdom foon fhould Priam’s force deftroy, 
And {oon thould fall the haughty towers of Troy ! 
But Jove forbids, who plunges thofe he hates 
In flerce contention and in vain debates, 
Now great Achilles from qur aid withdraws, 
By me provok’d ; a captive maid the caufe: 
If ¢’er as friends we join, the Trojan wall 
Muft fhake, and heavy will the vengeance fall! 
But now, ye warriors, take a fhort repatt: 
And, well-refrefh’d, to bleady conflict hafte. 
His fharpen’d {pear let every Grecian wield, 
And every Grecian fix his biazen fhield ; 
Let all excite the fiery fteeds of war, 
And all for combat fit the rattling car, 
This day, this dreadful day, fet each contend ; 
No refi, no refpite, till the fhades defcend ; 
Till darknefs, or till death, fhall cover all: 
Let the war bleed, and let the mighty fall! 
Till bath’d in fweat be every manly breaft, 
With the huge shield each brawny arm depretft, 
Each aching nerve refufe the lance to throw, 
And each {pent conrfer at the chariot blow. 
Who dares, inglorious, in his fhips to ftay, 
Who dates to tremble on this fignal day ; 
That wretch, too mean to fall by martial power, 
The birds'thall mangle, and the dogs devour. 
The cael {poke; and ftraight a murniur 
rote 


Loud as the furges-when the tempeft blows, 
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That dath’d on broken rocks tumultuous roar, © 
And foam and thunder on the Sony fhore. * 
Straight to the tents the troops difherfing bend, 
The fires are kindled, and the fmokes atcend ; 
With hafty featt they facrifice, and pray 
T’ avert the dangers of the doubtful day. 
A fteer of five years’ age, large limb'd, and fed,. 
To Jove’s high altar Agamemnon led : 
There bade the nobleft of the Grecian peers ; 
And Netter firft, as moft advanc’d in years. 
Next came Idomeneus, and Tydeus’ fon, 
Ajax the lefs, and Ajax Telamon; 
Then wife Ulyffes in his rank was plac'd ; 
And ‘Menelaus came unbid, the faft. 
‘Fhe chiefs {urrgund the deftin’d beaft, and take 
The facred offering of the falted cake. 
When thus the king prefers his folemm prayer = 
Oh thou! whofe thunder rends the clouded air, 
Who in the heaven of heavens has fix’d thy throney 
Supteme of Gods! unbounded and alone : 
Hear! and before the burning fun defcends, 
Before the night her gloomy veil extends, 
Low in the duit be laid yon hoftile {pires, 
Be Priam’s palace funk in Grecian fires, 
In Hector’s breatt be plung’d this thining fword, 
And flaughter’d heroes groan around their lord $ 
Thus pray’d the chiet ; his unavailing prayer 
Great Jove refus’d, and toft in empty aur: 
The God averfe, while yet the fumes arofe, 
Prepar'd new tails, and doubled woes on woes. ° 
‘Their prayers perform’d, the chiefs the rite pnrfue, 
‘dhe barley {prinkled, and the victim flew, 
The limbs they feyr from th’ enclofing bide, 
The thighs, felected to the Gods, divide. 
Qn thefe, in double cauls involv’d with art, 
eThe choiceft morfels lie from every part. 
From the cleft wood the crackling flames afpirey, 
While the fat victim feeds the facred. fire. 
The thighs thus facrific’d, and entrails drett, 
Th’ affitants part, transfix, and rqaft the reft ; 
Then {pread the tables, the repaft prepare, 
Each takes his feat, and each receives his fhare.. 
Soon as the rage of hunger was {uppreit, 
The generous Nettor thus the prince addreft 
Now bid thy heralds found the loud alarms, 
And call the {quadrons fheath’d in brazen arms: 
Now feizamth' occafion, now the troops furvey, 
And lead to war when Heaven directs the way. 
He {eid ; the monarch iffued his commands ; 
Straight the loud heralds call the gathering bandft 
The chiefs enclofe their king: the hoft divide, 
In tribes and nations rank’d on either fide. 
High in the midft the blue-ey’d Virgin flies ; 
From rank to rank the darts her ardent eyes: 
The dreadful xgis, Jove’s smmartal thield, 
Blaz’d on her arm, and lighten’d all the field : 
Reund the vaft orb an handsed ferpents roll’d, 
Form’d a bright fringe, and fem‘d to burn in 
o 
With this each Grecian’s manly breaft the warms, 
Swells their bold hearts, and ftrings their nervous 
No more they figh, inglorious, to return, [arms ; 
But breathe revenge, and for the combat burn. 
As on Some mountain, through the lofty grove, 
The crackling flames afcend, and blaae'above ; 
The fires expanding as the winds arife 
Shoot their lung beams, and kindle half the fics : 
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Som the pol read ren ily 
A yleamy iplendor flath’d along the fields. 
Not je(s ther number than th’ embody’d cranesy 
Or milk-white fwans in AGas’ watery plains, 
That o’er the windings of Ciyfter’s {prings, wings; 
Stretch their long neécks,:and clap their ruftliag 
‘Now tower aloft, and coarfe in airy rounds; 
Now light with ngife; with notfe the field refounds. 
Thus numerous and confus'd; extending. wide, 
The legions crowd Scamander’s flowery fide ; 
With ruthing troeps the plains are cover’d o'er, 
And thundering footiteps fhake the founding there. 
Along the rrver's level meads they ftand, 
Thick as in {pring the Gowers adorn the land, 
Ox leaves the trees; or thick as infects play, 
wandering nation of a jummer's day, ‘ 
‘Fhat, drawn by milky fteams, at evening hours, 
¥n gather’d fwatms furxound the rural bowers; 
From patl to pail with bufy siurmur run . 
The gilded legians, giittering in the fun. 
So rhrong’d, fo clofe, the Grecian fquadrons flood 
¥n radiant arms, and thitit for Trojan blood. 
Each leader now his fiattered farce conjoins 
An clofe array, and forms the deepening lines. 
Not with more eafe, the fkiltul thepherd {wain 
Collects his flocks trom thoufands on the plain, 
The Kang of Kings, majeftically tall, 
Towers o’er his armies, aad outihines them all ; 
Like {ome proud bulf that round the paftures leads 
His fubject-herds, the monarch of the meads. 
Great as the Gods, th’ exalted chief was feen, 
Mis ftrength hike Neptune, and like Mars his mien, 
Jove o’er his eyes celeffial glories {pread, 

And dawning conquett play'd sound his bead. 
Say, Virgina, feated round the throne divine, 
All-knowing Goddeffes! immortal nine: [height 
Since earth’s wide regions, heaven's unmeafur'd 

And hell’s abyfs, hide nothing from your fight, 
(We, wretched mortals! loft in doubts below, 
But guefs by rumeur, and but boat we know) 
Oh, tay what heroes, fir’d by thirf of fame, 
Or urg’d by wrongs, to Troy’s deftruction came ? 
To count them all, demands a thonfand tongues, 
A throat of brafs, and adamantine lungs. 
aba cartel of Jove, aflift! infpir’d by you 
& mighty labour dauntlefs I purfue : 
What crowded armies, from what cliguegghey bring, 
Their names, theis numbers, and thei cHliefs, [fing. 
TRE CATALOGUE OF THE SHIPS, 
The hardy warriors whom Boeotia bred, 
Penelius, Leitus, Prothoévor led : 
With thefe Arcefilaus and Cionius fland, 
Equal in arms, and equal in commend. 
‘Thefe head the froops that rocky Avlis yields, 
And «teon’s hills, and Hyrie’s watery fields, 
And Schoenos, Scholos, Graa near the main, 
And Mycalcffia’s ample piny plain. 
Thofe wha un Peteon or Lefiun dwell, * 
Or Harma where Apollo’s prophet fell ; 
Heleon and Hylé, which the iprings o'erflow ; 
And Medeor lofty, and Ocalea low ; 
Or in the meads of Hahartus ftray, 
Or ‘Thefpis iacred to the God of Day. 
Onchieftus, Neptune's celebsated groves: 
Cope, and Thifbé, fam’d for filver doves; 
o1 ilocks krythre, Glifa tor the vine 5 
& green, and yla the divine. 
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And they whom Thebt’s well-built walls enclodea 
Where Mydé, Eutrefas! Coroné rofe ; ,e os 
Aud Arné rich, with purple harvetts crown'd 5 
And Anthedon, Bocotia’s utmoit bound. x 
Full Sifty thipa they fund, and each conveys 
Twice fixty warriors through the foaming feap 

To thefe fucceed Afpledan’s martial train, 
Who plough the {pacious Orchomenian Levee 
Two valiant brothers role th’ undaunted throng, 
Talmen and Afcalaphus the ftrong : ra 
Sons of Aftyoché, the heavenly fair,. ; ’ 
Whoefe Virgin charms {ubdued the God of War° 
(In Actor's court as the retir'd to:reft, 
The ftrength of Mare the pieiing oes comprett 
Their troops in thirty fable veflelo twee 
With equai oars, the hoarfe-refounding deep. 

The Phocians next in forty barks repair, 
Epiftrophus and Schedius head the war. 
From thofe rich regions where Cephiffus leads 
His filver current through the flowery meade; 
From Panopéa, Chryfa the divine, 
Where Anemoria’s ftately turrets thine, 
Where Pytho, Daulis, Cpariffus food, 
And fair Lilza views the rifing flood.. 
Thefe rang’d in order on the fipating tide, 
Clofe on the left, the bold Boeotians fide. 

Fierce Ajax led the Locrian fquadrons on,- 
Ajax the lefs, Otleus® valiant fon ; 
Skill’d to direct the flying dart aright ; 
Swift in puriuit, and active in the fight ; 
Him, as their chief, the chofen troops attend, 
Which Beffa, Thronus, and rich Cynos fend : 
Opus, Calliarus, and Scarphe’s bands, _{{tands, 
And thofe who dwell where pleafing Augia 
And where Bodgrius floats the lowly lands, 
Or in faim Taphe's fylvan {eats refide : 
In forty veffels cut the liquid tide. 
Euboea next her martial fons prepares, 
And fends the brave Abantes to the wars: 
Breathing revenge, in arms they take their wap 
From Chalcis’ walls, and ftrong Eretria ; 
Th? Ifteian fields for generous vines renown’d, 
The fait Cariftos, and the Styrian ground ; 
Where Dios from her towers o’erlooks the plain, 
And high Cerinthus views the neighbouring main. 
Down their broad fhoulders falls a length of hair; 
Their hands difmifs not the long lance in air ; 
But with portended {pears in fighting fields, 
Pierce the tough corfelets and the bragen thields 
Twice twenty thips tranfport the warlike bands, 
Which bold Elphenor, ferce in arms, commands, 

Full fifty more from Athens ftem the main, 
Led by Mnettheus through the liquid plain, 
(Athens the fair, where great Erectheus {way'd, 
Chat owed his nurture to the blue-eyed Maid, 
But from the teeming furrow took hia birth, 
The mighty offspring of the foodfyl earth. 
Him Pallas plac'd amidft her wealthy fane, 
Ador’d with facrifice and oxen flain ; 
Where, as the years revolve, her altars blaze, 
And all the tribes refound the Goddefs" praife) 
No chief like thee, Mneftheus ! Greece could yigld, 
‘lo marfhal armies in the dufty field, 
Th* extended wings of battle to difplay, © 
Or clofe th’ embody’d hoft im firm array. 
Neftor alone. improv'd by length of da aa 


For martial conduct bore an equal 


rLra bd, Boos 7. 


With thefe appear the Sulaminien bands, 
Whom ie eget: eee commands; (courfe, 
In twelve biack thips to Troy they ‘fteer their 
And with the greet Athenians join theit force. 
Next move to war the generous Argive train 9)’ 
From high Troezené, and Mafeta’s plain, 

And fair Algina circled by the main: 

Whom &rong Tyrinthe’s lofty walls furround, 

And Epidaur with viny harvefts crown'd ; 

And where fair Afinen and Hermion thow 
cir cliffs abeve, and ample bay below. 

Thefe by the brave Euryalus were led, 

Great Sthenelus, and greater Diomed, 

But chief Tydides bore the fovereign fway ; 

In four-foore batks they plough the watery way. 
* Fhe proud Mycené arms her martial powers, 
.Cleoné, Corinth, with ay Seth towers, : 

Fair Arathyrea, Ornia’s fruitful plain, 

And , and Adraftus” ancient reign ; 
And thofe who dweil along the fandy thore, 
And where Pellené yields her fleecy ftore, 
Where Helicé and coe reg lie, 

And Gonoéifa’s {pires talute the fky. 

Great Agamemnon rules the nuraerous band, 
A hundred veffels in long order ftand, * 
Aad crowded nations wait his dread command. 
High on the deck the king of men appears, 
Aad his refulgent arms in triumph wears ; 
Proud df his hott, unrivall'd of his reign, 

In filent pomp he moves along the main. 

His brother follows, and to vengesnce warms 
The hardy Spartans exercis’d in arms; 

Pharas and Bryfia’s valiant troops, and thofe 

Whom Lacedsemon’s lofty hills enclofe : 

Or Meffe’s towers for filver doves renowa’d, 

Amyclie, Laiis, Augia’s happy ground, 

And thofe whom. Oetyloa’ low walls contain, 

And Helos, on the margin of the main: 

Thefe, o'er the bending ocean, Helen’s caufe, 

In fixty thips with Mendaus draws: 

Eager and ioud from man to man he fies, 

Revenge and fury flaming in his eyes 5 

While, vainly fond, in fancy oft he hears 

Fhe faiy-one’s grief, and fees her falling tears. 
in ninety fail, from Pylo’s fandy coaft, 

Meftor the fage conducts his cholen hof : 

From ei. ever fruitful land ; 

Where igh, and little Preleon ftand ; 

Where beauteous Arené her ftructures thows, 

And Thryen’s walls Alpheus’ ftreams enclofe : 

And Dorion, fam’d for Thamyris" difgrace, 

Superior once of all te tuneful race, 

Til, vain of mortals empty praife, he ftrove 

To match the feed of cloud-compelling Jove ! 

Too daring bard | whofe unfuccefeful pride 

Th’ immortal Mufes in their art defy’d. 

Th’ avenging Mutes of the light of day 

Depriv'd tis eyes, and fnatch’d hia voice away ; 

No osore his heavenly voice was heard to fing, 

Hic hand no more awak’d the Giver tring. 
Where under high Cylien?, crewn'’d with wood, 

The thaded temb of old Algyptys ftood ; 

From Ripd, Stratie, Tegen’s bordering towna, 

The Pheneay belds, and Orchemenian downs, . 

Where the fat herds in plenteous pafture rove ; 

And Styniptwins ajth ber farrounding grove, 

Parrhafia, on her {nowy cliff zeclin’d, 

Aad high Railpé hook by wigtery wind, 
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And fair Mantinen’s ever-pleafing fites 
To fixty fail th’ Arcadian bands ae 
Bold Agapenor, glorious at their head, 
(Anceeus’ fon) the mighty fquadron led. 
Their thips, fupply’d by Agamemnon’s care, 
Through roaring feas the wondering warriors bear g 
The fir to battle on th’ appointed plain, 
But new to all the dangers of the main. 

Thofe; where fair Klis and Buprafium join 5 
Whom Hyrmin, here, and Myrfinus corffine, 
And bounded there where o'er the valleys rofe 
The Olenian rock ; and where AliGum flows ; 
Bengath four chiefs (a2 numerous army) came ¢ 
The ftrength and glory of th’ Epean name. 
In feparate fghadrons thefe their train divide, 
Each leads ten yelfels through the yielding tides 
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But thofe who view fair SHI 
From the bieft iflands of th’ Ethinad 
In forty veilels under Meges mot 
Begot by Phileus the belov’d of Jove. 
Wo ftrong Dulichium from Iris fire he fled, 
And thence to Troy his hardy warriors led. 
Ulyffes followed through the watery road, 
A chief, in wifdom equat to a God. 
With thofe who Cephalenia’s ifle encles’d, 
Or till their fields along the coaft oppes’d ; 
r where fair Ithaca e’erlooks the floods, 
ere high Neritos thake# his waving woods, 
Where Augilipa’s tugged fides are feen, 
Crocylia rocky, and Zacynthus green. 
fhefe in twelve galleys with vermilion preres, 
Beneath his conduct fought the Phrygian theres, 
Thoas came next, Andrwmon’s valiant fon, 
From Pleuron’s walls, and chalky Calydon, 
And rough Pylené, ang th’ Olenian fteep, 
And Chaicis beaten by the rolling deep. 
He led the warriors from th’ Atolian fhore, 
For now the fons of Oeneus were no more { 
The glories of the mighty race were fled * 
Oeneus himfelf, and Meleager dead ! 
To Thoas care now truft the martial train, 
His forty veifels follow through the main. 
Next eighty barks the Cretan king comnranda, 
Of Gnoffus, Lictus, and Gortyna’s bands, 
And thofe who dwell where Rhytion's domes arif¢,, 
Or white Lycaiftus glitters to the, fkres, 
Or where by Phacitus filver Jardan runs ; 
Crete’s hundred cities pour forth all her fons. 
Thefe march'd, Idomeneus, begedth thy care, 
And Merion, dreadful as the of war. 
Tlepolemus, the fon of Hercules, 
Led nine fwift veflels through the ftormy feasp 
From Rhedes with everlafting funthine bright, 
{alyffus indus, and Canirns white. 
is captive mothers fierce Alcides bore, 
From Ephyr’s walls, and Selle’s winding thore, 
Where mighty towns in ruins {pread the plain, 
And faw their ns warriors earjy flan 
The hero, when to manly years be grew, 
Alcides’ uncle, olf Licymnius, flew ; 
For this, conftrain’d to quit his native place 
And fhun the vengeance of the Hercujean.rate, 
A fleet he built,.and with a numerous train 
Of willing exiles, wander’d o'er the main; 
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‘Where, mahy feas and muny fufferings patt, 
©n happy Rhodes the chief arriv’d at lait: 
"There in three tribes divides his native band, 
And rules them peaceful in a foreign land ; 
Increas'd and profper’d in their new abodes, 
By mighty Jove, the fire of men and Gods; 
With joy they faw the growing empire rife, 


And thowets of wealth defcending from the tkies. , 


Three fhips with Nireus fought the Trojan fhore, 
Nireus, whom Aglde to Chargpus bore, 
Niréus; m faultlefs thape and blooming grace, 
The loveliett youth of all the Greciun race ; 
Pelides, only match'd his early charms ; 
But few hiistroops, and fiiall his ftréngth in arms. 

Next thirty galleys cleave the liquid plain, 
@f thofe Calydnz’s fea-girt ifles contain ; 
With them the youth of Nyfyrus repair, 
Cafus the firong, and Grapathus the fainiae 
Cos, where Eurypylus poffeft the fway, 4! 
Till pres Alcides‘made the realms obey : 
Thete Antiphus old Phidippus bring, 
Sprung from the God by Theffalus the king. 
Now, Mufe, recount Pelafgic Argos” powers, 
From Alos, Alopé, and Trethih’s towers : 
From Phthia’s {pacious vales ; and Hella, bleft 
With female beauty far beyond the reft. 
Full fifty thips beneath Achilles’ care, 
Th’ Achaians, Myrmidons, Hellenians Bear ; 
Theffahans all, though various in their name ; 
‘The famé their nation; and the chief the fame. 
But now, inglorious, ftretch’d along the fhore, « 
‘They hear the brazen Goice of war no more ; 
No more the foe they face in dfte array ; 
Clofe in his fleet the angty leader lay ; 
Since falf Brifeis from hie arms was torn, 
The nobleft {poil from fack'd Lyrneflus-borne. 
Then; when the chief the Theban walls o’crthrew, 
And the bold fons of great Evenus flew. 
There mourn’d Achilles, plang’d 1n depth of care, 
But {oon to rife in flaughter, blood, and war. 

To thefe the youth of Phylacé fucceed, 
Itona, famous for her fleecy breed, 
And prafly Pteleon deck’d with cheerful greens, 
The bowers of Ceres; and the fylvan {cenes, 
Swect Pyrrhafys, with blooming flowrets trown’d, 
And Autron’s watery dens, and cavern’d ground. 
Thefe awn’d as chief Protefilas the brave, 
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Who now lay filent in the gloomy grave : 
The firft who boldly touch’d the Trojan fhore, 
And dy’d a Phrygian Jance with Grecian gore ; 
There lies, far diftant from his native plain ; 
Unfinifh'd his proud palaces remain, 
And his fad confort, beats her breaft in vain, 
Fils troops in forty thips Podarces led, 
Iphicles’ fon, and brother to the dead ; 
Nor he unworthy to command the hott ; 
Yet fill they mourn’d their ancient leader loft. 
The men who Glaphyra’s fair foil partake, 
Where hills encircle Boebe’s lowly lake. 
Where Phere hears the neighbouring waters fall, 
Or proud Idclus lifts her airy wall, 
In ten black thips embark’d for Iion’s fhore, 
With bold EumyJus, whom Alcette bore. 
All Pelias’ race Alceité far outthin’d, ° 
The grace and glory of the beauteous kind. 
The troops Methoné or Thaumachia yields, 
Olizon’s rocks, or Melibora’s fields, 
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With Philodtetes fail'd, whéfe match{ets ‘ark 
From the tough bow directs the feather’d dart. ~ 
Seven werc his fhips; each veffel fifty row, 
Skill'’d in his {cience of the dart and bow. 
But he lay raging on the Lemnian ground, 
A poifonous Hydra gave the burning wound ; 
There groan’d the chief in agonizing pain, 
Whom Greece at length fhall with, nor with in 
His forces Medon Ied from Lemnos’ fhore, {vain.. 
Oileus’ fon, whom beauteous Rhena bore. [tain’d,. | 

Th’ Oechalian race, in thofe high towers con- 
Where once Eurytus in proud triumph reign’d, 
Or where her humbler turrets Tricca rears, 
Or whete Ithomé, rough with rocks, appears ; 
In thirty fail the fparkling waves divide, 
Which Podalirius and Machaon gmide. 
To thefe his fill their * Parent-God imparts, 
Divine profeffors of the healing arts. 

The beld Ortnenian and Afterian bands 
In forty barks Eurypylus commands, 
Where Titan hides his hoary head in {now, 
And where Hyperia’s filver fountains flow. 

Thy troops, Argiffa, Polypcetes leads, 
And Eleon, fhelte:’d by Olympus’ fhades, 
Gyrtoné’s warriors; and where Orthé lies, 
And Oleoffon’s chalky cliffs arife. 
Sprung from Pirithous of immortal race, 
The fruit of fair Hippodame’s embrace, ‘ 
(That day when, hurl’d from Pelion’s cloudy head, 
To diftant dens the fhaggy Centaurs fled) 
With" Polypoetes join’d in equal {way 
Leontes leads, and forty fhips obey. 

In twenty fail the bold Perrhebians came, 
From Cyphus ; Guneus was their leader’s name. 
With thes the Enians join’d, and thele who freeze 


*| Where cold Dodona lifts her holy trees ; 


Or where the pleafing Titarefius glides, 
And ito Peneus rolls his eafy tides ; 
Yet o’er the filver furface pure they flow, 
The facred ftream unmix’d with ftreams below, 
Sacred apd awful! From the dark abodes 
Styx pouts them forth, the dreadful oath of Gods ! 
Laft under Prothous the Magnefians ftood, 
Prothous the fwift, of old Venthedion’s blood ; 
Who dwell where Pelion, crown’d with piny boughs, 
Obfcures the glade, and nods his fhaygy brows ; 
Or where through flowery Tempé Peneus ftray'd 
(Che rezion ftretch’d beneath his mighty fhade) ; 
In forty fable barks they ftemm'd the main. 
Such were the chiefs, and {uch the Grecian train. 
Say next, O Mufe! of all Achaia breeds, 
Who braveft fought, or reign’d the nobleft fteeds i 
Eumeleus’ mares were foremoft in the chace, 
As caglgs fleet, and of Pheretian race: 
Bred where Pieria’s fruitful fountains flow, 
And train’d by him who bears the filver bow. 
Fierce in their fight, their noftrils breath’d a flame, 
Their height, their colour, and their age the fame ; 
O’er fields of death they whirl the rapid car, 
And break the ranks, and thunder through the war, 
Ajax in arms the firft renown acquir’d, 
While ftern Achilles in his wrath retir’d 
(His was the ftrength that mortal might exceeds, 
And his, th’ uprivall’d race of heavenly fteeds). 
But Thetis’ fon now fhines in arms no more; 
His troops, neglected on the {ands fhore, 
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In empty air their {portive Javelins throw, 
Or whirl the difk, or bend wnidle bow, 
Unttain’d with blood his-cover’d chariots ftand ; 
Th’ immortal ceyuriers graze along the ftrand; - 
But the brave chiefs th’ inglorious life deplor’d, 
And wandering o’er the camp, requir’d their lord. 
_ Now, like a deluge, covering all around, 
The thining armies {wept-along the ground: 
Swift as a flood of fire, when ttorms arife, 
» Floats the wide field, and blazes to the fkies. 
Eafth groan’d beneath them; as when angry Jove 
Hurls down the forky lightning from abuve, 
On Airmé when he the thunder throws, 
And fires Typhees with redoubled blows, 
Where Typhon, preft beneath the burning load, 
Still feels the fury of th’ avenging God. 
ut various Iris, Jove’s commands to bear, 
Speeds on the wings of winds through liquid air ; 
In Priam’s porch the Trojan chiefs fhe found, 
The old confulting, and the youths around. 
Polites’ fhape, the menarch’s fon, fhe chote, 
Who from Acfetes’ tomb obferv’d the foes, 
High on the mound ; from whence in profpedt lay 
The tields, the tents, the navy, and the bay. 
In this diflembled torm, the huttes to bring 
The unwelcome meflage to the Phrygian king : 
Ceafe to confult, the time for action calls, 
War, horrid war, approaches to your walls! 
Affembled srnues ott have I beheld ; 
But ne'er till now fuch numbers chang’d the field, 
Thick as autumnal leaves or driving fand, 
The moving {quadrons blacken all the ftrand. 
Thou, godlike Hector! all thy force employ, 
Affemble all th’ united bands of Troy ; 
Jn juft array let every leader call » 
The foreign troops; this day demands them all. 
The voice divine the mighty chief alarms ; 
The council breaks, the warriors rufh to arms, 
The gates unfolding pour forth all their train, 
Nations on nations till the dufky plain. 
Men, flecds, and chariots, fake the trembling 
ground ; 
The tumult thickens, and the fkies refound. 
Amidit the plain in fight of Mion ftands 
tiling mount, the work of human hands; 
(This for Myrinne’s tomb th’ Immortals know, 
‘Though call’d Bateta in the world below) 
Beneath their chiefs in martial order here, 
Th’ auxiliar troops and Trojan hgjt appear. 
The godlike Hector, high above the rett, 
Shakis his huge {pear, and nods his plumy creft ; 
In throngs around his native bands repair, 
And groves of lances glitter in the sir. 
Divine Aéneas brings the Dardan race, , 
Anchiies’ fon by Venus’ ftol’n embrace, 
Born in the thades of Ida's fecret grove, 
(A mortal mixing with the Queen of Love) 
Archilochus and Arcamas divide 
The warrior’s toils, and combat by his Gide. 
Who fair Zeleia’s wealthy vallies till, 
Fatt by the foot of Ida’s facred hill; 
Or drink, A-fepus, of thy fable flood : 
Were Jed by Pandarus, of royal blood. 
To whom his art Apollo deign’d to fhow, . 
Grac’d with the prefents of his thafts and bow. 
From rich Apefus’ and Adreftia’s towers, 
High Teree’s fummits, and Pityea’s bowers ; 


From thefe the congregated troops obey. 
Young Amphins’ and Adraftus’ equal {way : 
Old Mergps’ fons; whom, fkili’d in fates to come, 
The fire Prewain'd: and prophefy’d their doom : 
Fate.urg’d them on! the fire forewarn’d in vain, 
They ruth'd to war, and perifh’d on the plain. 
From Practius’ ftream, Percote’s pafture lands, 
And Seftos and Abydos’ neighbouring ftrands, 
From great Arifba’s walls and Selle’s coaf, 
Afius Hyrtacides conducts his hoft: 
High on his car he fhakes the flowing reins, 
His fiery courfers thunder o’er the plains. 
The fierce Pelafgijnext, in war renown'd, 
March from Lariffa’s ever-fertile ground : 
In equal arms their brother leaders fhine 
Hippothous bold, and Pyleus the divine. . 
Next Acamus and Pyreus lead their lofts, 
In dread array, from Phracia’s wintery coatts ; 
Round the bleak realms where Hetlefpontus roars, 
And Boreas beats the hoarfe-refounding fhores. 
With great Euphemus the Ciconians move, 
Sprung trom Trazenian Ceus, lov’d by Jove. 
Pyrechmus the Poeonian troops attend, 
Skill’d in the fight, their crooked bows to bend : 
From Axlus’ ample bed he leads them on, 
Axius, that laves the diftant Amydon ; 
Axius, that {wells with all his neighbouring rills, 
And wide around the floating region fills. 
The Paphlagonians Pyloemenes rules, 
Where rich Henctia breeds her favage mules, 
here Erythinus’ rifing clitts are feen, 
Thy groves of box, Cytorus4 ever green ; 
And where gyal and Cromna hie, 
And lofty Sefamus invades the tky; [flowers, 
d where Parthenius, roll’d through banks of 
efle¢ts her bordering palaces and bowers. 
Here march’d in arms the Halizonian band, 
Whom Odius and Epiftropheus command, 
From thofe far regions where the fun refines 
The ripening filver in Alybean mines. 
There mi, hty Chromis led the Myfian train, 
And augur Ennomus, infpir’d in vain, 
For ftern Achilles lopt his facred head, 
Roll’d down Scamander with the vulgar dead. 
Phorcis and brave Afcanius, here unite 
The A(canian Phiygians, eager for the fight. 
Of thofe who round Mzonia’s realins refide, 
Or whom the vales in fhades of Tmolus hide, 
Meiiles and Antiphus the charge partake ; 
Born on the banks of Gyges’ filent lake. 
There, from the fields where wild Mander flows, 
High Mycalé, and Latmos’ fhady brows, 
And proud Miletes, came the Carian throngs, 
With mingled clamours, and with barbarous 
tongues. 
Amphimachus and Nauftes guide the train, 
Nautftes the bold, Amphimachus théWain, 
Who, trick’d with gold, and glittering on his car, 
Rode like a woman to the field of war, 
Fool that he was! by fierce Achilles flain, 
The river fwept him to the briny main: 
There whelm’d with waves the gaudy warrior 
The valiant victor feiz’d the golden prize. [lies ; 
The sorces laft in fair array fucceed, 
Which blamelefs Glaucus and Sarpedon lead; 
The warlike bands that diftant Lycia yields, 
Where guiphy Xanthus foams along the fields, 
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BOOK Iii. 
THE ARGUMENT. 
Phe Duel of Menelans and Paris. : 
Phe arthies being ready to engage, a fingle combat is agreed upon between Menelaus and Paris (by 


the intervention of He@for) for the determination of the war. Iris is fent to call Helena to behold 
the fight. She leads her to the walls of Troy, where Priam {at with his counfellors, obferving the 
Grecian leaders en the plain below, ts whom Helen gives an account of the chief of them. The 
kings on either part take the folemn oath for the conditions of the combat. The duel enfues; 
wherein Paris being overcome, he is fnatched away ina cloud by Venus, and tranfported to his 
apartment. She then calls Helen from the walls, and brings the lovers together. Agamemnon, on 


the part of the Greeians, demands the reftoration of Helen, and the performance of the articles. 
The three and twentieth day ftill continues throughoyt this book. The {cene is fometimes ig 
the fields before ‘I'roy, and fometimes in Troy itfelf. 


Tavs by their leader's care each martial band 
Moves into ranks, and ftretches o’er the land. 
‘With ‘houts the Trojans rething from afar, 
Proclaim’d their motyons, and provok'd the wag ; 
So when inclement winter vex the plain 

With piercing frofts, or thick-defcedding rain, 
To warmer feas, the cranes embody'd fly, 

With neife, and order, through the mid-way (Kg; 
To pigmy nations wounds and death they bring, 
A ail the war defcends upon the wing. 

But filent, breathing rage, refolv’d and tkill’d 
By mutual aids to fix a doubtful field, 

Swift march the Greeks: the rapid duft around 
Darkening arifes from the labour’d ground. 
Thus from his flaggy wings when Notus fheds 

A. night of vapours round the mountain-heads, 
Swift gliding mifts the dufky fields invade, 

o thieves more grateful than the midnight fhade ; 
While fcarce the {wains their feeding flocks furvey, 
Loft and confus’d amidft the thicken’d day: 

So, wrapt in gathering duft, the Gretian train, 
A moving cloud, fwept on, and hid the plain. 

Now front to front the hoftile armies fland, 

Eager of fight, and only wait command ; 

When, to the van, before the fons of fame 

Whom Troy fent forth, the beauteuus Paris came, 
In form a God! the panther’s fpeckled hide 
Flow’d o’er his armour with an eafy pride, 

His bend w acrofs his fhoulders doug, 

His fword Befide him negligently lung, 

‘Two pointed {pears he fhook with gallant grace, 
And dar'd the braveft of the Grecian race. 

As thus, with glorious air and proud difdain, 
He boldly ftalk'd, the foremoft on the plain, 

Him Meuelaus, lov’d of Mars, efpies, 
With heart elated, and with joyful eyes: 
So joys a lion, if the branching deer, 
mountain goat, his bulky prize, appear ; 
Eager he {eizes and devours the flain, 
~ by bold youths asd baying dogs in vain. 


Thus, fond of vengeance, with a furious bound, 
In clanging arms he leaps upon the ground 
From his high chariot: him, approaching near, 
The beauteous champion views with marks of 
Smit with a confcious fenfe, retires behind, [fear ; 
And fliuns the fate he well deferv'd to find 
As when fone thepherd, trom the ruftling trees 
Shot forth to view, a fcaly ferpent fees ; 
Trembling and pale, he ftarts with wild affright, 
And all confus’d precipitates his flight : 
So from the king the thining warrior flies, 
And plung’d amid the thickeft Trojans lies, 
As God-like Hetor fees the prince retreat, 

He thus upbraids him with a generous heat é 
Unhappy Paris! but to women brave $ 
So fairly form'd, and only to deceive ! 
Oh, hadft thou died when firt thou faw'ft the light, 
Or died at leaft before thy nuptial rite! 
A better fate than vainly thus to boat, 
And fly, the {candal of the Trojan hoft, 
Gods! how the fcornful Greeks exult to fee 
Their tears of danger undeceiv'd in thee ! 
Phy figure promis’d with a martial air, 
But ill thy foul fupplics a form fo fair, 
In former days, in all thy gallant pride 
When thy tall thips triumphant ftemm’d the tide, 
When Greece beheld thy painted canvas flow, 
= crowds ftood wondering at the pafling thow ; 

ay, was it thus, with fuch a baffled mien, 
You met th’ approaches of the Spartan queen, 
Thus from her realm convey’d the beauteous prize, 
And * both i warlike lords outthin'd in Helen's 

eyes Z 

Phis deed, thy fous delight, thy own difgrace, 
Thy father’s grief, and ruin of thy race ; 
This deed recalls thee to the proffer'd fight ; 


.Qr haft tho. injur’d whom thon dar’ft not right! 


$oon to thy coft the field would make thte know 
Thou keep'ft the confort of a braver foe, 
# Thefeus and 
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‘Thy giaceful form inftilling foft defire, 

“Thy curling treffes, and thy Giver lyre, 
Beauty and youth; in vain to thefe you truft, 
When youth ‘and beauty thall be laid in duf : 
‘Troy yet may wake, and one avenging blow 
Gruth the dite author of his country’s woe. 

His filence here, with bluthes, Pakis breaks ; 
*Tis juft, my brother, what your anger {peaks : 
But who like thee can boait a foul fedate, 

So firmly proof to all the fhocks of fate ? 

Thy force like fieel a temper’d hardnefs thows, 

Still edg’d to wound, and ftill untir’d with blows. 

Jike fteel, uplifted hy fome ftrenuous fwain, 

With falling weods to ftrow the wafted plain: 

Thy gifts [ praife ; nor thou defpife the charms 

With which a lover golden Venus arms; 

Soft moving {peech, and pleafing outward fhow, 

No with can gain them, but the Gods heftow. 

Yet, a thou have the proffer’d combat 
and, 

The Greeks and Trojans feat on either hand ; 

‘Then let a mid-way {pace our hofts divide, 

“And on that flage of war the caule be try'’d: 

By Paris there the Spattah king be fought, 

For beauteous Helen and the wealth fhebrought : 

And who his rival can in arms fubdue, 

His be the fair, and his the treafure tov. 

Thus with a latbing jeague your toils may ceafe, 

And Troy poffefs her fertile fields in peace ; 

‘Thus may the Greeks review their native fhore, 

Much fam'd for generous fteeds, for beauty more. 

He faid. The challenge Hector heard with joy, 
Theg with hisdpear reftrain’d the youth of Troy, 
Held hy the midit, athwart; and near the foe 
Advanc’d with {teps majeftically flow: » 

While round his dauntlefs head the Grecians pour 
Their ftones and arrows in a mingled fhower. 

Then thus the monarch great Atrides cryd; 

Forbear, ye warriors! lay the darts alide : 

A parley Hector afks, a meffage bears, 

We know him by the various plume he wears. 
Aw’'d by his high command the Greeks attend, 
The tumult filence, and the fight fufpend. 

+ .While from the centre Hector rolls his eyes 
On either hoft, and. thus to both applies: 
Hear, all ye Trojans, all ye Grecian bands ! 
What Paris, author of the war, demands. 
Your fhining {words within the fheath reftiain, 
And pitch your lances in the yielding plata. 
Here in the midft, in either army's fight, 

He dares the Spartan king to fingle fight; 
And wills, that Helen and the ravith'd fpoil 
‘That caus’d, the contett, fhall reward the toil. 
Let thefe the brave triumphant victor grgce, 
And differing nations part in leagues ot peace. 
+ He fpoke: in fill fuipenfe on enther fide 
Esch army ftood: the Spartan chief reply’d : 

Me too, ye warriors, hear, whofe fatal right 

A world engages in the toils of fight. 

To me the labour of the field refign ; 

Me Paris injur’d; all the war be mine, 

Fall that he muft, beneath his rival's arms ; 
And live the ret, fecure of future harms. 
‘Two lambs, devoted by your country’s nite, 
To Earth a fable, to the Sun 3 white, 
Prepare, ye Trajans:, while a third we bring 
Select to Jove, th’ inviolable king. 
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Let reverend Priam in the truce engage, 
And add the function of confiderate age ; 
His {ons are faithlefs, headlong in debate, 
Ang youth itfelf an empty wavering ftate 
Cool age advances venerably wile, 
Turns on all hand its deep-difteining eyes ; 
Sees what befel, and what may yet befail, 
Concludes from both, and bef provides for all. 
The nations hear, with ming hopes poffeft, 
And peaceful profpects dawn in every breatt. 
Within the lines they drew their fteeds around, 
And from their chariots iffued on the }round : 
Next all, unbuckling the rich mail they wore, 
Lay’d their bright arms along the fable fhore. 
On either fide the meeting hofts are feen, 
With lances fix'd, and clofe the fpace between, 
Two heralds now, cies to Troy, invite 
The Phrygian monarGwto the peaceful rite 3 
Talthybius haftens to the fleet, to bring 
The lamb for Jove, th’ inviolable king. 
Mean time, to beauteous Helen, from the thie? 
The various Goddefs of the rainbow flies 
(Like fair Laodicé in form and face 
The lovelieft nymph of Priam’s royal race). 
Her in the palace, at her loom the found ; 
The gelden web her own fad ftory crown'd. 
The Trojan wars the weav’d (herfelf the prize) 
And the dire triumph of her fatal eyes. 
To whom the Goddefs of the painted bow; 
Approach and view the wondrous {cenes below ‘ 
Hach hardy Greek, and valiant Trojan knight, 
So dreadful late, and furioo’ for the fight, 
Now reft their (pears, or lean upon their fhields ; 
‘eas’d is the war, and filent.all the fields. 
_ 3 alone and Sparta’s king advance, 
In fingle fight to tof the beamy lance ; 
kach met in arms, the fate of combat tries, 
Thy love the motive, arid thy charms the piize. 
This faid, the many-colour’d maid in{pires 
Her hufband’s love, and wakes her former fires ; 
Her country, parents, all that once were dear, 
Ruth to her thoughts, and force a tender tear. 
O’er her fair face a {nowy veil the threw, 
And, foftly fighing, from the loom withdrew ; 
Her handmaids Clymené ahd Acthra wait 
Her filent footiteps to the Seaan gate. 
There fat the feniors of the Trojan ‘race. 
(Old Priam’s chiefs, and moft in Priam’s grace) 
The king the firft; Thymcetes at his fide ; 
Lampus and Clytius, Jong in council try'd ; 
Panthus, and Hicetaon, once the ftrong ; 
And next, the wifeft of the reverend throng, 
Antenor gravé, and fage Ucalegon, 
Lean’d on the walls, and bafk'd before the fun. 
Chiefs, who no more in bloody fightsengage, - 
But wife through time, and narrative with age, 
In fammer-days like grafhoppers rejaice, 
A bloodlefs race, that fend « feeble voice. 
Thefe when the Spartan queen approach’? the 






tower, 
In fecret own'd refiftlefs beauty’s.power : 
They cried, No wonder fuch celestial charms 
For nine long years have fet the world in arms ; 
What witming graces! what oijeitio mien ! 
She moves 2 Godilefs, and the looks a Queea - 
Yet hence, oh Meaven! convey that faral-face, * 
And from deAruétion fave the cee aS 
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of 
The good old Priam welcom'd her, and cried, 

Approach, my child, and grace thy father's fide. 

See on the plain thy Grecian fpoufe appears, 

The friends and kindred of thy former years! 

No crime of thine our prefent fufferings draws, 

Not thou, but Heaven's diulpofing will, the caule ; 

The Gods thefe armies and this force employ, 

The hottile Gods confpire the fate of Troy. 

Lut lift thy eyes, and fay what Greek is he 

(Far as f.em hence theie aged orbs can fee) 

Around whofe brow fuch martial graces fhine, 

So tall, fo awful, and almoft divine | 

‘Though fome at larger ftature tread the greon, 

None match his grandeur and exalted mien : 

He feenis p monarch, and his country’s pride, , 
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His words faccia, yet fall, without ¢ faults | 
He {poke no more than jyft the thing he ought; 
But when Ulyes rofe, in thought profound, 
His modeft eyes hc fixt upon the ground, , 
As one untkill'd or dumb, he feem'd to ftand, 
Nor rais’d his head, nor ftretch’d his fcepter’d bands 
But, when he fpeaks, what elocution fidws ! 
Soft as the fleeces of defcending fnows, 
The copious accents fall with eafy art ; 
Melting they fall, and fink into the heart ! 
Wondering we hear, and fix’d in deep furprife 3 ‘ 
Qur ears refute the cenfure of our eyes. 

The kipg then afk'd (as yet the camp he view'd } 
What chief is that, with giant ftrength endued ; 
Whole brawny thoulders, and whofe iwelling cheft, 


‘Lhys ceas'd the king ; and thus the fair replied : sf And lofty Mature, far exceed the reft? 


Beftre thy prefence, fa ] appear 
With confeious fhame and 1ential fear. 
Ah ! had I died, ete to thete walls I fled, 
alfe to my country and my nuptial bed; 
My brothers, friends, and daughter left behind, 
Falfe to them all, to Paris only kind ? 
For this I mourn, till grief or dire difeafe 
Shall wafte the form, whofe crime it was to pleafe. 
The king of kings, Atrides, you furvey, 
Great in the war, and great in arts of {way: 
My brother once, befure my days of thamc ; 
And oh! that, fill he bore a brother's name ! 
With wondér Priam view'd the godlike man, 
Extoll'd the happy prince, and thus began: 
© blek Atrides ' born to profperous fate, 
Succefsful monarch of # mighty ftate ! 
How vat thy empire ! Of yon‘matchlefs train 
What numbers loft, what numbers yet remain? 
In Phrygia once werg gullant armies hnown, 
In ancient time, when Otreus fill’d the throne, 
When godlike Mygdon led their troops of horfe, 
And I, to juin them, rais’d the Tyajah force : 
Againft the manlike Amazons wt ftood, 
And Sangar’s fiream rau purple with their blood, 
But far inferior thofe, in martial grace 
And ftrength of numbera,to this Grecian race. 
This faid, once more he view’d the warrioi- 
train: 
What's he whofe army lie fcatter’d on the plain: 
Bread is his breaft, itis fhoulders larger {pread, 
Though great Atrides overtops his head. 
Wor yet appear his care and conduct {mall ; 
From rank to rank ‘he moves, and orders all. 
‘The ftately ramahus meafares o’er the ground, 
And, matter .of the dock, furveys them round. 
Then Helen thus: Whom your ducerning eyes 
Have fingled out, is Ithacus the wife ; 
A barren tfland boatts his glorions birth : 
His fame for wifdont Gills the fpacious earth. 
Antenor took the word, and thus began: 
Myfelf, O king ! have feen that wond’rous man : 
When trufting Jove and hofpitable laws, ~ 
‘To Troy be came, to plead the Grecian caufe 3 
(Great Menelaus utg’d the fame requeit) 
My hpsf was hopour’d with each royal guett : 
I knew their perfons, and admair’d their parts, 
Roth brave in arms, and beth approv'd iy arts. 
pars the Spartan moft engag’d our view ; 
lyffes feated greater reverence drew. 
When Atreus’ fon harangu’d the liftening train, 
Jutt was his fenfe, and bis expredion plain, 


Ajax the great (the beauteous queen replied) 

Himfelf a heft: the Grecian ftrength and pride. 

See! bold Idomenens fuperipr towers 

Amidf yon circle of his Cretart powers, 

Great asa God! I faw him once before, 

With Metelaus, on the Spartan thore. 

The reft I know, and ‘eq@id in order name ; 

All valiant chiefs, and shen of mighty fame. 

Yet two are wantitte of the numerous train, 

Whom long my éyes have fought, but fought in 

Caftor and Pollux firft in martial force, — [ vain; 

One bold on foot, and one renown'd for horte, 

My brothers thefe ; the fame our native fhore, 

One houfe contain’d us, as one mother bore. 

Perhdps the chiefs, from warlike toils at eafe, 

For diftant Troy refus'’d to fajl the feas: 

Perhaps their {words tome nobler quarrel draws, 

Aifhim‘d to combat in their fifter’s caufe. 

So fpol.e ghe fair, nor knew her brother’s doom, 

Wrapt in the cold embraces of the tomb ; 

Adorn’d with honours in their native thore. 

Silent they flept, and heard of wars no more.[ town, 
Mean time the heralds, through the crowded 

Bring the rich wine and deftin’d victims down. 

Idcews’ arms the golden goblets preit, 

Who thus the venerable king addrett : 

Arife, O father of the Trojan ftate ! 

The nations call, thy joyful people wait, i 

To feal the truce, and end the dire debate. 

Paris thy fon, and Sparta’s king advance, 

An meafur'd lifts to tofs the weighty lance : 

And who his rival fhallin arms fubdue 

His be the dame, and his the treafure too, 

Thus with a lafting league our toils may ceafe, 

And Troy poffefs her fertile fields in peace ; 

So thall the Greeks review their native those, 

Much fam’d for generous fteeds, for beauty more. 
With, grief he heard, and bade the chiefy pre- 

To join ‘his milk-white courfersto the car: [pare 

He mounts the feat, Antenor at his fide; 

The gentle fteeds through Sceea’s gates they guides 

Next from the car defcending on the plain, 

Amid the Grecian hoft and ‘Trojan train 

Slow they proceed: the fage Ulyffes then 

Arofe, and with him rofe the king of men. 

On either fide a facred herald ftands, 

The wine they mix, and on cach monarch’s hands 

Pour the full urn; then draws the Grecian lord 

His cutlace fheath’d befide his ponderous fword ; 

From the fign’d victims crops the curling hair, 

The heralds part it, and the prindes fhare; 
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Then Jondly thus before th’ attentive bands 
He calls the Gods, and {preads his lifted hands : 
O firft and greateft power! whom all obey, 
Who high on Ida’s holy mountain fway, 
Eternal Jove! and you bright orb that roll 
From eaft to weit, and view from pole to pole 
Thou mother Earth! and all ye living Floods ! 
Infernal Furies and Tartarian Gods, 
Who role the dead, and horrid woes ptepare 
*For,perjur'd kings, and all who falfely {wear ! 
Hear, and be witnefs. Tf, by Paris flain, 
Great Menelaus prefs the fatal plain ; 
The dame and treafures let the Trq}an keep, 
And Greece r¢turfiing plough the watery deep. 
If by my brother's lance the Trojan bleed ; 
Be his the wealth and beauteous dame decreed : 
Th’ appointed fine let Ilion juftly pay, 
And every age record the fignal day. 
Thus if the Phrygians fhall refufe to yield, 
Arms mutt revenge, and Mars decide the field. 
With that the chief the tender victims flew, 
And in the duit their bleeding bodies threw ; 
The vital {pirit iffued at the wound, 
And left the members quivering on the ground. 
From the fame urn they drink the mingled? wine, 
And add libations to the powers divine. 
While thus their ptayers united mount the fky ; 
Hear, mighty Jove! and hear, ye Gods on high ! 
And may their blood, who firft the league confound, 
Shed like this wine, diftain the thirfty ground ; 
May all their conforts ferve promifcuous luft, 
And all their race be featter’d as the duft! 
Thus esther hoft their imprecations join’d, 
Which Jove refus’d, and mingled with the wind. 
The rites now finifh’d, reverend Priam Pfe, 


And thus exprefs’d a heart o’ercharg’d with woes: 


Ye Greeks and Trojans, let the chiets engage, 
But {pare the weaknefs of my feeble agr : 
In yonder walls that object let me thun, 
Nor view the danger of fo dear a fon. (fall, 
Whofe arms fhall conquer, and what prince thall 
Heaven only kndéws, for Heaven difpofes all. 

This faid, the hoary king no longer ftay'd, 
But on his car the flaughter’d victims laid ; 
Then feiz'd the rems his gentle fteeds to guide 
And drove to Troy, Antenor at his fide. 
Bold Hector and Ulyffes now difpofe 
The lifts of combat, and the ground énclofe : 
Next to decide by facred lots prepare, 
Who firft thall launch his pointed {pear in air. 
The people pray with elevated hands, 


And words like thefe are heard through all thebands, 


Immortal Jove, high heaven’s {uperior lord, 

On lofty Ida’s holy mount ador'd ! ® 

Whvoe’er involv’d us in this dire debate, 

Oh give that author of the war to fate 

And thades eternal! let divifion ceafe, 

And joyful nations jcin in leagues of peace. 
With eyes averted, Hector haftes tq tuin 

The lots of fight, and fhakes the brazen urn. 

Then, Paris, thine leap’d forth ; by fatal chance 

Ordain’d the firft to whirl the weighty lance. 

Roth armies fat the combat to furvey, 

Befide each chief his azure armour lay, 

And round the Jifts the generous couriers neigh. 

The beauteous warrior how arrays for Bight, 

In gilded arms magnificently bright 1 


The purple cuifhes clafp his thighs around, 
With flowers adorn’d, with filver buckles boundé / 
Lycaon’s cdrfelet his fair body dreft, 

Brac’d in, and fitted to his fofter breaft : 

A radiant baldric, o’er his fhoulder ty’d, 
Suftain’d the {word that glitter’d at his fide: 
His youthful face a polith’d helm o’erfpread ; 
The waving horfe-hair nodded on his head ; 
His figur'd fhield, a thiuing orb, he takes, 
And 10 his hand a pointed javelin fhakes, 
With equal {peed, and fir’d by equal charms, 
The Spartan hero fheaths his limbs in arms. 

Now round the lifts the admiring armies ftand, 
With javelins fix'd, the Greck and Trojan band. 
Amidift the dreadtul vale, the chiefs advance 
All pale with rage, andfhake the threatening lance. 
The Trojan firtt his thimng javelin threw ; 

Full on Atrides’ ringing flield it flew ; 

Nor pierc’d the brazen orb, but with a bound 
Leap’d from the buckler, blunted on the ground. 
Atrides then his maffy lance pfepares, 

In act to throw, but firft sat se his prayers: 

Give me, great Jove ' to punifh lawlefs luf, 
And lay the Trojan ga(ping in the duft : 

Deftroy th’ aggreffor, aid my rightedus caufe, 
Avenge the breach of hofpitable laws, 

Let this example future times reclaim, 

And guard from wrong fair friendfhip’s holy name, 
He faid, and pois‘d in air the javelin fent, 
Through Paris’ field the forceful weapon went, 
Hivcorfelet pierces, and his garment rends, 

And, glancing downyard, near his flank deiccndsy 
The wary Trojan, bending fiom the blow, 

Elydes the death, and difappoints his fue : 

Beit fierce Atrides wav’d his iword, and ttrock 
Full on his caique; the creftcd helmet thook ; 
‘The brittle fteel, unfaithful to his hand, 

Brohe fhort: the fragments glitter’d on the fand, 
The raging warrior to the tpacious fkies 

Raio’d his upbraiding voice, and angry eyes: 
Then 1s 1t vain in Jove himfelf to truft? 

And is it thus the Gods aulift the julft ? 

When crimes provoke us, Heaven fuccefs denies: 
The dait falls harmlefs, ahd the faulchion flies, 
Furious he faid, and tow’rd the Grevian crew 
(Seiz'd by the creft} th’ unhappy warrior drew ; 
Struggling he follow'd,w hile th’ embroidered thong, 
That ty’d his helmet, dragg’d the chief along. 
Then had his ruin crown’d Atrides’ joy, 

But Venus trembled for the prince*of Troy : 
Unfeen fhe came, and burft the golden band; 
And left an empty helmet in his hapd. 

The caique, entag’d, amidft the Grecks he threws 
The Grecks with imiles the polith’d trophy view. 
Then, asonce more he lifts the deadly dart, 

Tn thirit of vengeance at his fival’s heat, 

The Queen of Love her favour'd champion fhrouds 
(For Gods can yll things) in a veil of clouds. 
Rais'd from the field the panting youth the led, 
And gently laid him on the bridal bed, 

With pleating iweets his fainting fenfe renews, 
And allathe dome perfumes with heavenly dews, 
Moan is ¢ the brighteft of the female kind, 
The matihk {fs Helen, o’er the walls reclin’d ; 

To her, kefet with Trojan beauties, came 
in borrow’d forin + the laughter-loving dame, 
+ cnus, 


te 
(She feem'd an ancient maid, qell-tkill’d to cull 
The {nowy fleece, ahd svind the wie wool.) 
as : ee ay ees are Lath ie a 
it thed perfumes, and whifpering thus addreft : 
Hafte, happy.nymph! for thee thy Paris Calis, 
Safe from the fight, in yonder lofty walls. . 
Fair ds a God ! with edours round him {pread 
He lies, and waits thee on the well-known bed : 
Not like a warrior parted from the foe, * 
But fome ay dancer in the public fhow. 
Shé {poke, and Helen’s fecret fou] was mov'd ; 
gh {corn’d the champion, but the man fhe lov'd. 
‘air Venus’ neck, her eyes that.fparkled fire, 
And breaft, reveal'd the Queen of foft defire. 
struck with her prefence, ftraight the lively red 
Forfook her check ; and, trembling, thus the {aid : 
Then is it ill thy pleafure to deceive? 
And woman's frailty always to believe ? 
Sey, to new nations mut I crofs the main, 
r carry wars to fome foft Afian plain ? 
For whom muft Helen break her fecond vow ? 
What other Paris is thy darling now? 
Left to Atrides (victor in the ftrife) 
An odious conqueft, and g captive wife, 
Hence let me fail: and F ehy Paris bear 
My abfence ill, let Venus eafe his care. 
A hand-maid Goddefs at his fide to wait, 
Renounce the glories of thy heavenly fate, 
Be fix’d for ever to the Trojan fhore, _ 
His fpoufe, or flave; ahd mount the fkies no more. 
For me, to lawlefs lyve no longer led, 
YT {corn the coward, and detelt his bed ; 
Elfe thould I merit everlafting fhame, 
And keen reproach, from every Phrygian dame 
Til fuits it now the joys of love to know, : 
‘Teo deep my anguifh, and tov wild my woe. 
Then, thus incens’d, the Paphian queen replies ; 
ey the powers frum whom thy glories rife: 
Should Venus leave thee, every charm muf fly, 
Fade from thy cheek, and languith in thy eye. 
Ceafe tu provoke mit, left | make thee more 
‘The world’s averfion than their love befote ; 
Now the bright prize for which mankind engage, 
Then the fad victitn of the public rage. 
At this, the fairett of her fex obey‘d, 
And veil’d her blushes in a filken thade ; 
Unfeen, and filent, from the train the moves, 
Led by the Goddefs of the Smilegand Loves. 
Arriv'd and, enter'd at the palace-gate, 
The maids officious round their miftrefs wait ; 
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Then all, difperfing, various tafks attend ; ‘ 
The queen and Goddefs to the prince alcend. 
Ful) in her Paris’ fight, the Queen of Love 

Had plac’d the beauteous progeny of Jove ; 
Where as he view’d her charms, the turn’d awry 
Her glowing eyes, and thus began to fay; 

Is this the chief, who, loft to fenfe of fhame, 
Late fled the field, and yet furvives his fame ? 
Oh hadft thou dy’d-beneath the righteous {word 
Of that brave man whom once I call’d my lovd! 
The boafter Paris oft defir'd the day 
With Sparta’s king to meet in fingle fray : 

Go now, once more thy rival's cage excite, 
Provoke Atrides, and renew the ght : 1 
Yet Helen bids thee ftay, left thou untkill’d 
Should’ft fall an eafy conqueft on the field, 

The prince replies: Ah ceafe, divinely fair; 
Nor add reproaches to the wounds I bear; 

This day the foe preyail’d by Pallas’ power ; 
We yet may vanquith jz a happier hour : 

There want not Gods to favour us above ; 

But let the bufinefg of our life be love: 

Thefe fotter moments let delight employ, 

And kigd embraces {natch the hafty joy. 

Not thus I lov’d thee, when from Sparta's fhore, 
My foic’d, my willing, heavenly prize I bore, 
When firft entranc’d in Cranae's ifle I lay, 
Mix'd with thy foul, and all diffolv’d away ! 
Chus having {poke, th’ enamous’d Phrygian boy 
Ruth’d to the bed, impatient for the joy. 

Him Helen follow'd flow with bafhful charms, 
And clafp’d the blooming hero in her arms. 

While thefe to love’s delicious rapture yield, 

The ftern Atrides rages round the field : 

So fomé fell lion, whom the woods obey, 

Roars through the defert, and demands his prey 
Paris he feeks, impatient to deftroy, 

But feeks in vain along the troaps of Troy; 
Ev'n thofe had yielded to a foe fo brave 

The recreant warrior, hateful as the grave. 
Then {peaking thus, the king of kings arofe ! 
Ye Trojans, Dardans, all our generous foes ! 
Hear and atteft! from heaven with conquest crown’d, 
Our brother's arms the juft fucce(s have found; 
Be therelure now the Spartan wealth reftor’d, 
Let Argive Helen own her lawful lord ; 

Th’ appointed fine let Ilion juttly pay, 

And age to age record this fignal day. 

He ceas’d ; his army’ loud applaufes rife, 

And the long fhout runs echoing through the fkies. 
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BOOK IV. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Lhe Breach of the Truce, and the firft Batile. 

The Gods delibefate in council concerning the Trojan war: they agree upon the continuation of it, 
and Jupiter fends dow Manervato break the truce. She perfuades Pandarus to aim an arrow at 
Meneleus, who is wounded, but cured by Machaon. In the mean time fome of the Troyan troops 
attack the Greeks.‘ Agamemnon % diftinguifhed in all the parts of a good general; he reviews the 

s. 


trobps, arid #xh 


lebrated for his Hitiitary difcipline. 


s'the feaders, fume by praifes, and others by reproo 
The battle joins, and great numbers are flain on both fides. 


Neftor is particularly ce- 


The fame day eon¥inues through this, as througB the laft book (as it does alfo through the two fol- 
Jou ine. and almoft to the end of the {venth bodk),-The fcene is ‘wholly in the field before Troy- 
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Axp now Olympus’ fhining gates unfold ; 


The Gods, with Jove, affume their thrones of gold: ; 


Immottal Hebé, frefh with bloom divine, 
The golden goblet crewns with purple wine: 
While the full bowls flow round, the powers employ 
Their careful eyes on long-contended Troy. 
When Jove, difpos'd to tempt Saturnia’s {fpleen, 
Thus wak'd the fury of his partial queen: 
Two powers divine the fon of Atreus aid, 
Imperial Juno, and the Martial Maid ; 
But high in Heaven they fit, and gaze from far, 
The tame {pectators of his deads of war. 
Not thus fair Venus helps her favour’d knight, 
The Queen of Pleafures thares the toils of fight, 
Each danger wars, and, conftant in her care, 
Saves in the moment of the latt defpair. 
Her act has refcued Paris’ forfeit life, 
Though great Atrides, gain’d the glorious ftrife. 
Then.fay, Ye powers! what fignal iffue waits 
To crown this deed, and finifl, all the Fates? 
Shall Heaven by peace the bleeding kingdoms fpare, 
Or roufe the Furies, and awake the war? 
Yet, would the Gods for human good provide, 
Atrides foon might gain his beauteous bride, 
Still Priam’s wails in peaceful honours grow, 
And through his gates the crowding natfons flow. 
Thus while he {poke,theQueenof Heaven enrag’d, 
And Queen of War in clofe confult engag’d : 
Apart they fit, their deep defigns employ, 
And meditate the future woes of Troy. 
Though fecret anger {well’d Mineréa’s breaft, 
The prudent Goddefs yet her wrath fupprett ; 
But Juno, impotent of paffion, brokeg 
Her tallen filence, and with fury {poke : 
Shall then, O tyrant of th’ etherial reign ! 
My ichemes, my labours, and my hopes, Be vain? 
Have I, for this, fhook Ilion with alarms, 
Aflembled nations, fet two worlds in arms? 
To {pread the war, I flew from fhore to fhore ; 
Th’ immortal courfers {carce the labour bore. 
At length ripe vengeance o’er their heads impends, 
But’ Jove himfelf the faithlefs race defends : 
Loth as thou art to pumlh lawlefs luft, 
Not all the Gods are partial and unjutt. 
The Site whofe thunder fhakes the cloudy fkies 
Sighs from his inmoft foul, and thus replies: 
Oh lafting rancour! oh infatiate hate 
To Phrygia’s monarch, and the Phrygian ftate | 
What high offence has fir’d the wife of Jove, 
Can wretched mortals harm the power’s above ? 
‘That Troy and Troy’s whole race thou would’ft 
confound, 
And yon fair ftructures level with the ground ? 
Haite, leave the tkies, fulfil thy ftern defire, 
Burft all her gates, and wrap her walis inafire ! 
‘Let Priam bleed ! If yet thou thirft for more, 
Bleed all his fons, and Tlion float with gore, 
To boundlefs vengeance the wide realm be given, 
Till vat dettruction glut the Queen of Heaven ! 
So let it be, and Jove his peace enjoy, 
When Heaven no longer hears the name of Troy : 
But fhould this arm prepare to wreak our hate 
Onthy lov’drealms, whofe guilt demands their fate, 
Prefume not thou the lifted bolt to ftay ; - 


Remember Troy, and give the vengeance way.. - 


For know, of all the numerous towns that rife 
Beti¢ath the rolling fun and ftarry shies, 
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Which Gods have rais’d, or earth-born 1en enjoy, 
None ftands fo dear to Jove as facred Troy. 

No mortals merit more dittinguith’d grace 

Than godlike Priam, or than Priam’s race, 

Still to our name their hecatombs expire, 

And altars blaze with unextinguith'd fire. 

, At this the Goddefs roll’d her radiant eyes, 
Then on the Thunderer fix’d them, and replies; 
Three towns are’Juno’s on the Grecian plains, 
More dear than all th’ extended earth contains, 
Mycrene, Argos, and the Spattan wall; 

Thefe thou may" raze, nor I forbid their fall: 
*Tis not in me the vengeance to remove ; 
The crime's fwfficient, that they fhare my love. 
Of power fuperior why fhould I complain? 
Reient ¥ but mutt refent in vain. 
Yet fom ion PF] uno might require, 
Sprung with thyfelf from one celeftial fire, 
A Goddefs born to there the realms above, 
Ang ftyl’d the confort of the thundering Jove : 
Nor thou a wife and fifter’s right deny ; 
Let both confent, and both by turns comply ; 
So fhall the Gods our jojnt decrees obey, 
And Heaven fhall act as we direct the way. 
See ready Pallas waits thy high commands, 
To raife in arms the Greek and Phrygian bands 5 
Their fudden friendthip by her arts may ceafe, 
And the proud Trojans firft infringe the peace. 
The Sire of men and Monarch of the ks : 
Th’ advice approv’d, and bade Minerva fly, 
Diflolve the league, and all her arts employ 
™~) make the breach the faithlefs act of Troy. 
dik iin the charge, {h® headlong urg’d her 
ight 
nd thot like lightning from Olympus’ height. 
x the red comet, from Saturnins fent 
To fight the nations with a dire portent 
(A fatal fign to armies on the plain, 
Or trembling eo on the wintery main) 
With fweeping glories glides along in ait, 
And fhakes the {parkles from its blazing hair: 
Between both aimies thus, in open fight, 
Shot the bright Goddefs in a tratk of light. 
With eyes ere:t the gazing hotts admire 
The power de{cending, and the heavens on fire ! 
The Gods (they cried) the Gods this fignal fent, 
And fate row ‘about with fome vaft event: 
ove feals the league, or bloodier fcenes prepares y 
i the great arbiter of peace and wars! 
They faid, while Pallas through the Trojan throng 
In fhape a mortal) pats’d disguisd along. 
tke bold LaGlocus, her courle fhe hent,’ 
Who from Antenor trac’d his high defvent. 
Amidft the ranks Lycaén’s fon fhe found, 
The warlike Pandarus, for ftrength renown’d ; 
Whofe {quadrong, led from black AZ(upus’ flood, 
With flaming fhields in martial circle ftood. 

To him the Goddefs: Phrygian! can’t thou hear 
A well.tim’d counfel with a willing ear ? 
What praife were thine, could’ft hoa direct thy 
Amidt his triumph, to the Spartan’s heart ! [dart, 
What gifts from Troy, from Pars wouldft thou 
Thy country’s fee, the Grecian glory flain! [gain, 
Then feize th’ eccafton, dare the mighty. deed, 
Aim at hif breaft,end may that nimfacceed | 
But firlt, to {peed the thaft. addrefathy gow 
To Lycian Phoebus with the filver bow, 
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And fwear the firftlings of thy flock to pay 
On Zelin’s altars, to the God of Day. 

He heard, and madly, at the motion pleas’d, 
His polith’d bow with ‘hafty rathnefs feiz’d. 
*T was form’d of hain, and {mooth’d with artfyl toil 
A mountain goat refign'd the fhining {poil, 
Who | wi ong fince beneath his arrows bled: 
"Che ftately quarry on the cliffs liy dead, t 
And fixteen palms bis brow’s large honours {pread: 
‘The workmen join’d, and fhap’d the bended horns, 
And beaten gold each taper point adorns. + 
This by the Greeks unfeen, the watrior bends 
Screen’d by the fhields of his furounding friends. 
‘There meditates the njark ; and, couching low, 
Fits the fharp arrow to the well-tft bow. 
One from a hundred teather’d deat hfe, 
Fated to wound, and taule of future Pa 
Then offers vows with hdcatombs to crown 
Apollo’s altars in his native’ town. 

Now with fuil force the yielding horn he bends 
Prawn to an arch, and joins the doubling ends ; 
Cilofe to hig breaft he ftrains the nerve below, 
“Ful the barb’d point approach the circling bow ; 
"th? impatient weapon whizzes on the wing: 
Sounds the tough horn, ahd twangs the quivering 
Hut thee, Atndes ' in that dangerous hour [ftring. 
The Gods forget not, nor thy guardian power, 
Pallas affifts, and (weaken‘d in its force) 
Diverts the weapon from its deftin’d couife : 

So from her babe, when flumher feals his eyé, 
"lhe watchful mother wafts th’ envenom’'d fly. 

wit where his belt with golden buckles join’d, * 

Where linen folds the double ¢orflet lin’d, 
‘he turn’d the fhaft, which hiffling from above, 
Pais’d the broad belt, and through the corflet drove: 
“Che folds it picrc’d, the plainted Imen tore, 
And 1az‘d the fkin, and drew the purple gore. 
A» when fome ftately trappings are decieed 
"Yo grace a monarch on his bounding ftetd, 
<A nymph in Caria or Mzonia bred, 7) 
Stans the pure ivory with a lively red: 
“With equal laftre vaisous colours vie, 
"The fhining whitenels, and the Fyrian dye ; 
So, great Atrides! fhow’d thy facred blood, [flood. 
As down thy fnowy thigh diftill’d the ftreaming 
With horror {ciz’d, the king of men defcried  : 
"That fhaft infix"d, and faw the gufhing tide : 
Nor lefs the Spartan fear’d, before he found 
"The thinumr barb appear’d above the wound. 
‘Then, with a fizh, that heav’d his manly breaft, 
"The royal brother thus his grief expreft, [round 
And grafp'd his hands; while all the Greeks a- 
With antwering fighs return'’d the plaintive found : 

Oh dear as life! did I for this agree 
"The folemn truce, a fatal truce to thee | 
‘Wert thou expos’d to all the hoftile train, 

"To fight for Greece, and conquer to be flain? 

“The face of Trojans in thy ruin join, 

And faith is {coin’d by all the perjur’d line. 

Not thus our sows, confirm’d with wine and gore, 

Thofe hands we plighted, and-thofe oaths we {wore, 

Shall all be-vains when Heaven's revenge 15 flow, 
ove but prepares to ftrike the fiercer blow. . 
he day fhall come, that great avengimg day, 

Which Tioy's pfoud glories in the duft fhall lay? 
hen Priam‘s powers and Priam’s felf thal! fall, 

And one prodigious suin iwallow all. 
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I fee the God, already, from the pole : 
Bare his red arm, and bid the thurder roll ; 

I fee th’ Eternal all his fury thed, : 

And fhake his Acgis o’er their guilty head, 

Such mighty woes on perjur'd princes wait 5 

But thou, alas! deferv’f a happier fate, 

Still muft I mourn the period of thy days, 

And only mourn, without my thare of praife 2 
Depriv’d of thee, the heartlefs Greeks no mote 
Shall dieam of conquefts on the hoftile fhore ; 
Troy feiz’d of Helen, and our glory lo#, a 
Thy bones fhall moulder on a foreign coal: 
While fome proud Trojan thus infulting cries, 
(And f{puins the duft where Mepelatis lies) 

“ Such are the trophies Greece from Ylon brings, 
“ And fuch the conquefts of her King of Kings! 
** Lo his proud vefiels featter’d o’er the main, 

“ And unreveng’d his mighty brother flan.” 

Oh ! ete that dire difprace fhall blait my fame, 
O’erwhelm me, earth! and hide a monarch'’s 

He faid: a leader’s and a brother's fears [{hame. 
Poffefs his foul, which thus the Spartan cheers : 
Let not thy words the warmth of Greece abate; 
The feeble dait 1s guiltlefs of my fate: 

Stiff with the rich embreider'd, work around, 
My vaued belt repell’d the flying wound. 

To whom the King: My brother and my friend, 
Thus, always thus, may Heaven thy life detend ! 
Now feek (oie fkilful hand, whofe powerful art 
May ftaunch the efflifion, and extract the dait. 
Herald, be {wift, and bid Machaon bring 
His fpeedy fuccour to the Spartan king ; 

Piere’d with a winged fhaft, (the deed of Troy) 
The Grecian’s forrow, and the Dardan’s jo). 

With hatfty zeal the fwift Talthybrus flies ; 

Through the thick files he darts his fearching 


eyes, 

And finds Machaon, where fublime he ftands 
In arms encircled with his native bands. 
Then thus : Machaon, to the king repair, 
Ifis wounded brother claims thy timely care ; 
Picre’d by fome Lycian or Dardanian bow, 
A. grief to us, a triumph to the foe. 

‘The heavy tidings griev’d the godlike man: 
Swift to his fuccour through the ranks he ran ; 
The dauntlefs king yet ftanding firm he found, 
And all the chiets in deep concern around, 
Where to the fteely pot the reed was join’d, 
‘Lhe fhaft he drew, but left the head behind. 
Straight the broad belt with gay embroidery grac’d, 
He loos’d; the coiflet from his breaft unbrac’d ; 
Then fuch’d the blood, and fovereign balm intue’d, 
Which Chiron gave, and Ac{culapius us’d. 

While sound the prince the Greeks employ their 
The Tfojans rufh tumultuous to the war; [care, 
Once more they glitter in refulgent arms, 

Once more the fields are fill’d with dire alarms, 
Nor had you feen the king of men appear 
Confus’d, unactive, or furpris'd with fear ; 

But fond of glory with fevere delight, 

Klis beating bofom claim'd the rifing fight, 

No longer with his warlike fleeds he fiay d, 

Or prefs’d the car with polifh’d brafs inlaid ; 
But left Rurymedon the rems to guide ; 

The fiery cuurlets {norted at his file, 

On fvot through all the martial ranks he moves, 
And thefe encourages, and thofe reproves, —’ 
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Breve men? ie cries (to fach who boldly dare 
Urge their fwift fleeds ta face the coming war) 
Your ancient valours on tlie foes approve ; 
Jovedis with Greece, and let us truft in Jove. 

fs not'for us, but guilty Troy to dread, 
Whofe crimes fit heavy'on her perjur’d head ; 
Ber fons and, matrons Greece fhall lead in chaists, 
And her dead warriors ftrow the mournful plains. 

Thus with new ardour he the brave infpires ; 
Or thus the fearful with reproaches fires : 

Shame to your country, fcandal of your kind ! 
Born to the fate ye well deferve to find ! 

Why ftand you gazing round the dreadful plain, 
Prepar’d for flight, but doomid to fly an vain? 
Confus'd aad panting thus, the hunted deer 
Falls as be fires, a victim to his fear. 

Still muft ye wait the foes, and ftull retire, 

Tul yon tall veffels blaze with Trojan fire? 

Or traft ye, Jove a valiant foe thall chale, 

To fave a trembling, heartlefs, daftard race? 

This fad, he Ralk’d with ample ftrides along, 
To Crete’s brave monarch and his martial throng ; 
High at their head he faw the chief appear, 

And bold Meriones excite the rear. 

At this the king hig generous joy expreh, 

And clafp’d the warrior to his armed breaft : 
Divine Idomeneus! what thanks we owe 

To worth like thine! what praafe fhall we beftow ? 
To thee the foremoft honours are decreed, 

Firft mm the fight, and every graceful decd. 

For this, in banquets, when the generous bowls. 
Keftore our blood, and raife the warriors fouls, 
Thoygh all the reft with ftated rules we bound, 
Unmrs‘d, unmeafur'd, are thy goblets crown’d. 
Be ftill thyfelf; im arms a mighty namey 
Maintain thy honours, and enlaige thy fame. 

To whom the Cretan thus his {peech addreft : 

Secure of me, O king! exhort the reft : 

Fia’d to thy fide, in every toil I flare, 

Thy firm affociate in the day of war. 

But let the fignal be this moment given; 

To mix in fight is all I afk of Heaven. 

The field thall prove how perjuries fucceed, 

And chains or death avenge their impious deed. 
Charm’d with this heat, the king his courfe 

purfues, 

And next the troops of either Ajax views: 

In one firm orb the bands were rang’d around, 

A cloud of heroes blacken’d all the greund. 

Thus from the lofty prdgontory's brow 

A fwain furveys the gathering ftorm below ; 

Slow from the main the heavy vapours rife, 

Spread in dim ftreams, and fail along the fkies, 

Till black at night the {welling tempett fhows, 

The cloud condenfing as the Weft-wind blows : 

He dreads th’ impending ftorm, and drives his 

To the clofe covert of an arching rock. [flock 

Such, and fo thick, th’ embattled fquadrons 
With {pears erect, 8 moving iron wood; —_{{tood, 
A fhady light was thot from glimmering thields, 
And their brown arms obfcur’d the dufky fields. 

O heroes! worthy fuch a dauntlefs train, 
Whole godlike virtue we but urge in vain, 
{Exclaim’d the king) who raife your eager bands 
With great examples, more than foud commands : 
Ah, would the Gods but breathe in all the reft 
Goch fouls as burn in your exalted breaf ; 
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Soon, fhauld our arins with juft fuccefs be crown'd, 
Aad Troy’s proud wails lie‘Tmoking on the ground. 
Thea to the next the gerieral bends his courte 

(His heart exults, and glories jn his };3 

There reverend Neftor ranks hig Py lai ands; 
And with infpuring eloquence commands ; 

With ftrdcteft orders fet his train in daring, ; 

The chiefs advifes, and the fotdiers warms, * 
Alaftor, Chromus, Hamon round hin wit, 
Bias the good, and Pelagon the great,'* 
The horfe and chariots to the front amp pee 
The foot (the ftrength of war) he rang‘d behind ; 
The middle {pace fufpected troops fupply,in, * 
Inclos’d by both, nor left the pewer ta fy; 

He gives command to cutb the fiery fteed, 

Nor caufé confufion, nor the ranks exceed ; 
Before the reft let none too rafhly ride; 

No ftrength no kill, but juit m time, be tey'd ¢ 
The charge once made, no warrior turn the tein, 
But fight, or fall; a firm entbody'd trath. 

He whom the tortune of the fhali caft *, 
From forth his chariot, moutit the ngkt in fhralhe ; 
Nor feek unpractis’d to dizeét thegan, 
Content with javelins to provoke the war. 
Our gieat tore fathers held this prudent opin 
Thus rul’d ther ardour, thus piefery’d thiig 
By laws like thefe immortal conquett made,” 
And earth’s proud tyrants low in afhes lard. 

So fpoke the mafter of the martial grt, 
And touch'd with tran{p t“Atrides’ heart ! 

h! had'tt thou ftrength {6 niatch thytbrave de- 

nd nerves to fecond whatthy foul infpires! [fircs, 

But wafting years? that wither human race, 
Lxhauft thy {pirits, and thy arms unbrace. 
What once thon wert, oh ever might'it thou be ! 
And age the lot of any chief but, thee. 

Thus to th’ experienc’d prince Atrides cry’d 
He fhook his hoary locks, and thus reply'd : 
Well might I with, could mortal wifi renew 
That ftrength which once in boiling youth I knew ; 
Such as I was, when Ereuthalion flain 
Beneath this aim fell proftrate en the plain. 

But Heeven its gifts not all at once beftaws, 

Thefe rs with wifdom crows, with action 
thofe ; se 

The field of Combat fits the young and boid, 

The folemn cauncil beft becames the old: 

To you the glorious confli& I refign, 

Let fage advice, the palm of age, be mine. 

*He faid. With joy the monaich march’d before, 

And found Meneftheus on the dutty fhore, 

With whom the firm Athenian phalanx diands. 

And next Ulytfes with his fubjedt bands. 

Remote their forces lay, nor kaey fo Lar 

‘The peace infring’d, nor‘heard the found of war ; 

The tumult late begun, they flood intent 

To watch the motion, dubious of th’ event. 

The king, who faw their {quadrons yet unmov'd, 

With hatty ardour thus the chiefs reprov’d: 

Can Peleus’ fan forget a warrior’s part, 
And fears Ulyfies, fall'd int every art ? 

Why itand you diftant, and the reft expect 

To mix in combat which yourfelves neylec& 3 

From yob *twas hop’d among the Arf to dare 

The thocks of armies, and c ethe wan 

For this your names are call’d before the reft, 

To thee the pieafures of oa genial feat: ~ 
il] 
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Achd can you, chiefs! wit a bluth furvey 

Whole troops before you neat he in the fray ? 

Say, wit thus thofe honours you reqzinte : 

The firlt m banquets, but the Jat in fight? 
vie heard: the hetb’s warmth o’er{pread 

His cheek with bluthes . and fevere, he faid . 

‘Take back th” uny 

Sheath'd iq bight arms, end but expedt command 

If ef ga s afford thy foul delight, 

Behold meiglungiog in the thickett fight 

Then mve warrior-chief a warrior’s due, 

Wha dac't to act whate’er thou dart to view. 


& with his generous wrath the king replies, 


Ob grépt in action, and in council wife | 

With outs, thy care atid ardour are the fame, 
Nor need I to egmmand, nor ought to blame. 
Sage as thou art, and learn'’d in buman kind, 


Forg: tranfport of a martial mind. 
a ack oa fight, fecure of yuft amends , 


The wat make, fhall keep the worthy, friends. 










iy fad, and erties great Tydides lay, 
HibBeeds a t 3 ‘wedg'd in firm array. 
(THE wasli thentlug attends his fide) 


To Wham with ftern reproach the monarch ery’d , 
Oh deus! (he, whofe ftrength could tame 


fteed, in arms a mighty name) 
Ca ou, remote, the mingling holts defcry, 
With hands unadtiye, and a carelefs eye? 
Nes chus thy fire the fierce encounter fear d, 
Still Grft in from: the matchlefs prince appear'd ; 
What glorious toils, what wonders they recate, 


Who view'd him labouging through the ranks of 
e 


«fight 
I {aw ium once, when, gathering martial power, 
A pedteful gueft, he fought Mycene 5 tower; 
Armes he afk'd, and arnmes had been given, 
Not we deny'd, but Jove forbade fiom heaven ; 
Wile dreadful comets glaring from afar 
Torewarn’d the horrors of the Theban war. 
Next, fent by Greece from where Afonus flows, 
A fearlefs envoy, he approach’d the foes , 
Thebe’s hoftile walls, unguarded and alone, 
Daurntlefs he enters, and Semand: the throne. 
The tyrant feafting with his chiefs he found, 
Arg dar'’d to combat all thofe chiefs around ; 
Dar’d and fubdued, before then haughty lord , 
kor Pallas ftrung his arm, and edg'd his {word 
Stung with the ihame, within the winding way, 
To bar his paffage fifty warriors lay , 
‘Lwo heroes led the fecret {quadron on, 
Meton the fierce, and hardy Lycophan , 
Thofe fifty flaughter’d in the gloomy vale, 
He {par’d but one to bear the drexdtul tale. 
Such Tydeus was, and fuch his martial fire. 
Gods! how the fon, degenerates from the fire | 
Wo words the godlike Diomed return’d, 
rd reipectful, and m fecret burn’d 
N Berce boomer undaunted fon, 
Steyn fis his fire, the boafter thus begun : 
at.needs, O monarch, this invidious praafe, 
Ouxfeives to leflen, while aur fires you raife ? 
Date to be yuft, Atrides! end centefs 
Our valour equal, though our fury lefs, 
With fewer troops we ftorm’d the Thebati wall, 
And happier faw the fevenfold city fall. 
In ampious ads the gouty father's dy’d ; 
The fons fubdued for heaven was on their fide. 


Supprefs thy pafion, and 


tepraach ! Behold, we ftand 





Far more than heirs of all our parentifaing, 


Our gtones darken thet diminiih'd aame. ** 


To him Tydides thus: My friend, forbear, 

6 kang revere. x 
His high concer’ may well excuie this rage, 
Whole caufe we follow, and whofe war we wage; 
His the firtt ptati, were Thon's towets o’erthrown, 
And, 1f we fail, the chief difgrace his ows. 

Let him the Greeks to hardy toils excite, 


’Tis ours to labour im the glorious fight, 


He fpoke, and ardent on the trembling ground 
Sprung from his car, bis ringing arms refquod. 


Dire was the clang, and dreadful from afar, 
Of arm’d Tydudes rufling to the war, 


As when the winds, afcending by degrees, 

Firft move the whitening furtace of the feas, 

The billows float x order to the chore, 

The wave behind rolls on the wave before ; 

Till, with the growing ftorm, the deeps arife, 

Foam o’er the rocks, ard thunder to the fkies. 

So to the fight the thick battalions throng, 

Shields urg’d on fhields, and men drove men along. 

Sedate and filent move the numerous bands, 

No found, no whifper, but the chief ’s commands, 
hofe only heard; with awe the reft obey, 

As if iome God had fnatch’d their voice away. 

Not fo the Trojans, from their hoft afcends 

A general fhout that all the regiun rends. 

As wnen the fleecy flocks unnumber’d ftand 

In wealthy folds, and wait the milker’s hand, 

The hollow vales incefflant bleating hills; 

The lambs reply from all the neighbouring hills z 

Such clamours rofe from various nations round 

Mix'd was the murmur, and confus’d the found. 

Each hoft gow yuins, and each a God in{pires, 

Thefe Mars incites, and thofe Minerva fires 

Pate Flight around, and dreadful Terror reign ; 

And Diicord raging bathes the purple plain, 

Difcord ! dire fifter of the flaughtering power, 

Small at her Lirth, but rifing every hour, 

While fcarce the fkies her hornd bead can bound, 

She ftalks on earth, and fhakes the world around ; 

The nations bleed, where’er her fteps fhe turns, 

The groan ftll deepens, and the combat burns. 
Now fhield with fhield, with helmet helmet 

clos*d, 

To armour armour, Jance to lance oppos’d, 

Hoft againft hoft, with fhady fquadrons drew, 

The founding darts in iron tempetts flew, 

Victors and vanquifh’d jorn promsicuous cries, 

And ibrilling fhouts and dying groans arile , 

With ftreaming blood the dippery fields are dy’d, 

And flaughter’d heroes {well the dreadful tide. 
As torrents roll, increas’d by numerous rills, 

With rage impetuous down their echoing hills ; 

Ruth to the vales, and, pour’d along the plain, 

Roar through a thoufand channels to the main; 

The diftant thepherd tremblmg hears the found : 

So mix both hoits, and fo their cries rebound. 
The bold Antilgchusthe (laughter led, 

The fir who ftruck a yahant Trojan dead : 

At great Echepolas the lance arrives ; 

Raz'd hishigh creft, and through his hemlet drives; 

‘Warm'd mm the brain the brazen weapon hes, 

And thedes eternal fettle o’er his eyes 

So finks a tower, that long affanlts had ftood 

Of force and, fire 5 1ts walls befmear’d with blood, 
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Him, the bold } leeder of th’ Abantian throng _ 
Seiz'd to defpoil, and dragg’A the corpfe along: 
But while he ftrove to tug th’ inferted dart, 
Agerior’s javelin reach'd the hero's beart. 

His » WH by his ample thield, . 
Adnrits the lante: he falls, and {pacns the field ; 
The nerves, unbrac’d; {apport his limbs no more ; 
The foulbcomes-Maating in a tide of gore. 

Trojans and Greeks now gather round the flain ; 
‘The war renews, the warriors bleed again ; 

As der their prey rapacious walves engage, 

Man dies on man, and all is blood and rage. 

In blooming youth fair Simoifius fell, 

Sent by great Ajwx to the dhades of hell : 

Fair Simoifius, whom his mother dore, 

Amid the flocks on filver Simois’ fhore : 

The nymph defcending from the hills of Ide, 

To feek her parents on his flowery fide, 

Brought forth the babe, their common care and 


Joy, 
And theace from Simois nam’d the lovely boy. 
Short was hisdate! by dreadful Ajax flain 
He falls, and renders all their cares in vain! 
So falls a poplar, that in watery ground 
ert highthefhead, with ftately branches@rown’d, 
Feil'd by fome artift with his thining fteel, 

‘To thape the circle of the bending wheel) 
Cut down it lies, tall, {mooth, and largely fpread, 
With all its beanteous honours on its head ; 
There, left a fabject to the wind and rain, 
And {corch’d by funs, it withers on the plain, 
Thus pierc’d by Ajax, Simoifius lies 
Stretch’d on the fhore, and thus neglected dies. 

At Ajax Antiphus his javelin threw ; 
The pointed lance with erring fury few, > 
And Leucus, low’d by wife Ulyffes, flew. 
He drops the corpfe of Simbifius flain, 
And links a breathlefs carcafe on the plain, 
This faw Ulyffes, and with grief enrag’d 
Strode where the foremoft of the foes engag'd ; 
Arm‘d with his fpear, he meditates the wound, 
In act to throw ; but, cautious, look’d around. 
Struck at his fight the Trojans backward drew, 
And trembling heard the javelin as it flew. 
A chief ftood nigh, who from Abydos came, 
Old Priam’s fon, Democodn was his name ; 
The weapon enter’d clofe above his ear, 
Cold through his temples glidesthe whizzing {pear 3 
With piercing fhreaks the youth refigns his breath, 


His eye-balls darken with the hades of death ; 
Ponderpus he falls ; his clanging arms refound ; 
And his broad buckler rings againft the ground. 
Seiz’d with affright the boldeft foes appear ; 
Ev'n godlike Hector feems himfelf to fear; » 
t E\phenor. 
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, THE ARGUMENT. 


ts 
Slow he gave way, the reft tumultuous fled ; 

The Greeks with thouts prefs on and fpoil the deads 
But Phoebus now from Ilion’s towering height 
Shines forth revea'’d, and animates the fight. 


Trojans, be bold, and force with force oppofe ; 
Your foaming fteeds urge headlong on the foes ! 
Nor are their bodies rocks, nor ribb’d with fteel 5 
Your weapons enter, and your ftrokes they feel. 
Have you forgot what feem’d your dread before ? 
The great, the fierce Achilles fights no more. 
Apollo thus from Ilion’s lofty towers 
Array’d in terrors, rous’d the Trojan powers : 
While War's ferce Goddefs fires the Grecian foe, 
And fhouts and thunders in the fields below. 
Then great Diores, fell by doom divine, 
In vain his valour, and illuftrious line. 
A broken rock the force of Pirus threw 
(Who from cold Aénus led the Thracian crew) ; 
Full on his ankle dropt the ponderous ftone, 
Burft the ftrong nerves, and crafh’d the folid bone. 
Supine he tumbles on the crimfon fands, 
Before his helplefs friefids and native bands, t 
And {preads for aid his unavail.ng hands, 
The foe rufh’d furious as he pants for breath, 
And through his navel drove the pointed death = 
His gushing entrails {mok'd upon:the ground, 
And the warm life came iffying from the wound. 
His lance bold Thoas at the conqueror fent, 
Deep in his breaft above the pap it went. 
Amid the lungs was fix'd the winged wood, 
Agt quivering in his heaving bofoin ftood : 
Till from the dying chief, approaching near, 
Th’ Atolian warriof tugg’d his weighty {pears 
Then fudden wav'd his flaming faulchion round, 
d gath’d his belly with a ghaftly wound, 
e corpfe now breathlefs on the bloody plain, 
Ta fpoul his arms the victor {trove in vain ; 
The Thracian bands againft the victor preft ; 
A grove of lances giitter’d at his breatt. 
Stern Thoas, glaring with revengeful eyes, 
In fullen fury flowly quits the prize. 
Thus tell two heroes; one the pride of Thrace, 
And one the leader of the Epian race : 
Death’s fable fhade at once o’er cait their eyes, 
In duit the vanquifh’d, and the victor lies, 
With copious {laughter all the fields are red, 
And heap’d with growing mountains of the dead. 
Had jome brave chief this martial {cene beheld, 
By Pallas guarded through the dreadful field ; 
Might darts be bid to turn their pats away, 
And fwords around him innocently play ; 
The war’s whole art, with wonder had he feen, 
And counted heroes where he counted men. 
So fought each hoft with thirft of glory fir'd, 
And crowds on crowds triumphantly expir'd. 


The A&s of Diomed. ® 


Dromnn, affifted by Pallas, performs wonders in this day's battle. Pandaras wounds him with an are | 
tow, but the Goddefs cures him, enables him to difce.n Gods from mortals, and prohibits, him from 
contending with any df the former, excepting Venus. Eneas joing Pandarus to oppoft him: Panda 
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*  yusiskilled, and Mnegein great danger, but for the affiftance of Verus; who, as the is removing het 
fon from 70 fight, is sane in the hand by Diomed. Apollo feconds her in his refewe, and at length 
carries off Anes to Troy, where he is healed in the temple of Pergamus. Mats rallies the Trojans, 
and aflitts Hector to makea ftand. In the mean time Aineas 8 reftored to the field, and they over- 
throw feveral of the Greaks; among the reft Tlepolemus js flain by Savpedon. Juno and Miner- 
va defcend to refift Mars; the latter incites Diomed to go again that God; he wounds him, and 
fends him groaning to heaven. 

The firft battie continues through this book. The fcene is the fame as in the former. 
t 

Bur Pallas now Tydides’ foul infpires, Thy fate was next, O Pheeftut ! doom'd to feel ¢ 

Fills with her force, and warms with all her fires, | The great Idomeneus’ portended fteel ; 

Above the Greeks his deathlefs fame to raife, Whom. Borus fent (his fon, and only joy) 

crown her hero with diftinguith'd praife. From fruitful Yarne to the fields af Troy. 

figh on his helm celeftial lightnings play, The Creta# javelin reach'd him em afer, 

His beamy thield emits a living ray ; And pierc‘d his fhoulder as he mounts his car ; 

Th’ unweary’d blaze inceffant‘ftreams fupplies, | Back from the cat he tumbles to the ground, 

Like the red ftar that fires th’ autumnal thies, And e¢verlaiting thades his eyes futround. 


‘When freth he rears his radiant orb te fight, Then dy’d Stamandrius, expert in the chafe, 
And, bath’d in Ocean, fhoots a keener light. In waods and wilds to wound the favage race : 
Such glories Pallas on the chief beftow’d, Diana ip him all her Sylvan arts, 
Such, trom His arms, the fierce effulgence flow’d: | To bend the bow, and aim watefring darts: 
Mnward the drives him, furious to engage, But vainly here Diana's arts he tries, 
Where the fight burns, and where the thickeft | The fatal lance arrefts him as he flies ; 
rage. From Menelaiis’ arm the weapon fent 

The fons of Dares firft the combat fought, Through his bioad back and heaving bofom 
A. wealthy prieft, but rich without afault ; went: ; 
In Vulcan's fane the father’s days were led, Down finks the warrior with a thundering found, 


The fons to toils of glorious battle bred ; His brazen atmour rings againft the ground. 
Thefe fingled from their treops the fight maintain, | Next artful Phereclus untimely fell; ’ 
Thefe from their fteeds, Tydides on the plain. Bold Merion fent him to the realms of hell, 
Fierce for renowt the brother chiefs draw neag = Thy father’s fkill, O Phereclus, was thine, 
And firft bold Pheguts caft his founding {pear, The graceful fabric and the fair defign ; 
‘Which o’er the warrior’s fthohider took its courfe, For, foved by Pallas, Pallas did impart « 
And {pent in empty air its erring force. To him the thipwright’s and the buikler's art. 
Not fo, Tydides, flew thy lance in vain, ©  Beneatlehis hand the fleet of Paris rofe, 

Byt pierc’d his breaft, and ftretch’d him on the The fatal caufe of all his country’s woes ; 


Seiz’d with unufual fear, Ideeus fied, {plain. But he, the myftic will of Heaven unknown, 
Left the rich chariot, and his brether dead, Nor faw his country’s peril, nor his own. 
And, had not Vulcan lent his celeitial aid, The haplefs artift, while confus’d he fled, 

He too had funk to death’s eternal fhade ; The {pear of Merion mingled with the dead, 
But in a {moky cloud the God of fire Through his right hip with forceful fury caf, 
Preferv'd the fon, in pity to the fire. Between the bladder and the bone it patt : 
The fteeds and chariot, tothe navy led, —.- Prone on his knees he falls with fruitlefs cries, 


Encreas'd the {poils of gallant Diomed. And death, in lefting lumber feals his eyes. 
Struck with amaze and fhame,the Trojancrew From Meges’ force the {wift Pedzus fled, 

Or flain, or fied, the fons of Dares view ; Antenor'’s offspring from a foreign bed, 

‘When by the blood-ftain'd hand Minerva preft Whole generous {poufe, Theano, heavenly fair, 

‘The God of battles, and this {peech addrett : Nurs’d the young ftranger with a mother’s care. 
Stern power of war! by whom the mighty fall, How vain thol cares! when Meges in the rear 

‘Who bathe in, blood, and thake the lofty wall ! Full in his nape infiz'd the fatal {pear ! 

Let the brave chiefs their glorious toulsdivide; Swift through his crackling jaws the weapon 

And whole the conqueft mighty Jove decide : glides, 

While we frofn interdiGed fields retire, And the cold tungue the grinning teeth divides. 

Nor tempt the wrath of heaven's avenging Sire. | Thee dy'’d Hypfenor, generous and divine, 

ee words allay’d the impetuous warrior’s heat, | Sprung from the brave Dolopian’s ntighty line, 
e God of Arms and Martial Maid retreat; Who near ador’d Scamander made abode, 

‘Remov’d from fight, on Xanthus’ flowery bounds Prieft of the ftream, and honour’d xs a Ged. 


They fat, and liftened to the dying founds. On him, amidft the flying numbers found, 

' Mean time the Greeks the Trojan race purfue, Eurypylus inflicts a deadly wound ; 
And fome bold chieftain every leader flew : On his broad fhoulders fell the forceful brand, 
Firft Odius falls, and bites the bloody fand, Then glancing downward lopp’d his holy hand, 
His death ennobled by Atrides’ hand ; Which ftain’d with facted blood the blushing fand. 
As he to flight his wheeling car addreft, Down funk the prieft ; the purple hand of death 


The fpeedy javelin drove frem back to breadt. Clos’d his dim eye, and fate fupprefs’d his breath. 
In duft the mighty Mglizonian lay, Thas toil'd the chiefs, in different parts engag’d, 
Fits arma refonnd, the fpirit wings its way, | In every quarter ficice Tydides rag’d, 
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Amid the Greek, amid the Trojan train, 

Rapt through the ranks, he thunders o’er the 
plain : [place, 

Now here, now there, he darts from place to 

Pours on the rear, or lightens in their face. 

Thos from high hills the torrents {wift and ftrong 

Deluge whole fields, and {weep the trees along, 

Through ruin'd moles the rofhing wave refounds, 

O’erwhelms the bridge, and burits the lofty 

The yellow harvefts of the ripen’d year, [bounds. 

Jtnd flatted vineyards, one fad wafte appear ! 

While Jove deftends in fluicy theets of rain, 

And all the labours of mankind are vain, 

So rag'd Tydides, boundlefs in his ire, 

Drove armies back, and made all Troy retire. 
With grief the + leader of the Lycian band 

Saw the wide wafte of his deftructive hand : 

His bended bow againft the chief he drew ; 

Swift to the mark the thirfty arrow flew, 

Whofe forky point the hollow breaft-plate tore, 
Deep in his fhoulder pierc’d, and drank the gore: 
The rufhing ftream his brazen armour dy’d, 
While the proud archer thus exulting cry‘d : 

Hither, ye Trejans, hither drive your fteeds ! 
Lo! by owr hand the braveft Grecian bleeds. 

Not long the dreadful dart he can fuftain ; 
Or Phoebus urg’d me to thefe fields in vain. 

So fpoke he, hoaftful; but the winged dart 
Stopt thort of life, and mock'd the fhooter’s art. 
The wounded chief, behind his car retir’d, 
The helping hand of Sthenelus requir’d ; 
Swift from his feat he leap’d upon the ground, 
And tugg’d the weapon from the gufhng wound ; 
When thus the king his guardian power addrett, 
The purple current wandering o’er his yeft : 

O progeny of Jove! unconquer’d maid ! 
If e’er my godlike Sire defeiv'd thy aid, 
If e’er I felt thee in the fighting field, 
Now, Goddefs, now thy facred fuccour yield. 
Oh give my lance to reach the Trojan knight, 
Whofe arruw wounds the chief thou guard’it in 
And lay the boafter grovelling on the fhore, [fight; 
That vaunts thefe eyes fhali view the light ro more. 

Thus pray’d Tydides, and Minerva heard ; 

His nerves confirm’d, his languid {pirits cheer’d, 

He feels each limb with wonted vigour light ; 

His beating bofom claims the promis’d fight. 

Be bold (fhe cry’d) in every combat fhine, 

War be thy province, thy protection mine; 

Rufh to the fight, and every foe controul; 

Wake each paternal virtue in thy foul: 

Strength {wells thy boiling breaft, infus’d by me, 

And all thy godlike father breathes in thee ! 

Yet more, from mortal mifts I purge thy eyes, 

And fet to view the' warring Deities. [plain, 

Thefe fee thou fhun, through all th’ embattled 

Nor rafhly ftrive where human force is vain. 

lf Venus mingle in the martial band, 

Her thalt thou wound: {o Pallas gives command. 
baer that, the blue-ey'd virgif wing’d her 

ight : 

The hero rufh'd impetuous to tus BEARS 

With tenfole ardour now invades the plain, ‘ 

Wild with delay, and more enrag’d by pam 

As on the fleecy flocks, when hunger ¢ ~ 

Amidit the field a brindled lign falls; 
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€ chance fome fhepherd with a diftant dart 
The favage wound, he rouges at the fmart, « 
He foatss, he ruars; the fhepherd dates uot ftay, 
But trembling leaves the fcattering flocks a prey ; 
Heaps fall heaps; he bathes with blood the 
round, 
Then ips victorious o'er the lofty mound. 
Not with lefs fary tern Tydides flew ; 
And two brave leaders at an inftant flew: 
Aftynoiis breathlefs fell, and by his fide 
His people's paftor, good Hypenor, dy'd ; 
Aftynoiis’ breaft the deadly tance receives, 
Hypener’s fhoulder his broad faulchion cleaves, 
Thofe flain he left ; and iprung with noble rage 
Abas and Polyidus to engage ; 
Sons of Eurydamus, who, wife and old, 
Could fates forefee, and myftic dreams unfold ; 
The youths return’d not from the doubtful plain, 
And the fad father try’d his arts in vaiu ; 
No myitic dream could make their fates appear, 
Though now determin’d by Tydides {pear. 
Young Xanthus next, aud Thoon felt his rage ; 
The joy and hope of Pheenops' feeble age ; 
Vaft was his wealth, and thefe the only heirs 
Of all his labours, and a life of cares. 
Cold death o’ertakes them in their blooming years, 
And leaves the father unavailing tears: 
To ftrangers now de{cend his heapy itore, 
The race forgotten, and the name no more, 
Two fons of Priam in one chariot ride 
anda g in arms, and combat fide by fide. 
s when the lordly lion fetks his food 
Where grazing heffers range the lonely woad, 
He leaps amidft them with a furious bound, 
Bends their ftrong necks, and tears them to the 
‘ round ; 
So from their feats the brother chiefs are torn, 
Their fteeds and chariot to the navy borne. 
With deep concern divine Afneas view'd 
The foe prevailing, and his friends purtued, 
Through the thick ftorm of finging {pears he flies, 
Exploring Pandarus with careful eyes, 
At length he found Lycaon’s mighty fon ; 
To whom the chief ot Venus’ race begun: 
Where, Pandarus, are a}l thy honours now, 
Thy winged arrows, and unerring bow, 
Thy matchlefs kill, thy yet anrivall’d fame, 
Aud boafted glory of the Lycian name? 
Oh pierce that,mortal: if we mortal call 
That wo ,foece by which whole armies 


fall; 
Or God inc who quits the diftant fkies 
BY as Fey bo flighted facrifite 
(Waich, oh, avert from opr unhappy fate ! 
For what fo dreadful as eMleftial hate ?) 
Whoe’er he be, propitiate Jove with prayer ; 
If man deftroy; if God, entreat to fpare. 

To him the Lycian: Whom your eyes behold, 
If right I judge, is Diomed the bold ! 
Such courteys whirl him o’er the dufty field, 
So towers hig helmet, and fo flames his thield. 
If *tisa God, he wears that chief's oe ; 
Or if that chief, fome guardian of thé ties 
Involv'd hh clouds, eT 
And tarne unfeea 


ay 


' the Groke bad fia'd him to the gates of hell 
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fn’ but fome God, fome angry Ged withftands, 
is fate was due to thele unerring hands. 

Skiil’'d in the bow, on foat, J fought the war, 

Wor join’d fwift horfes to the rapid car. 

Ten polith’d chariots 7 polfels'd at home, 

And {till they grace Lycaon’s princely dome : 

There veil’d in fpagious coverlets they ftand ; 

And twice ten courfers wait their lord’s command. 

The good old warrior bade me truft to thefe, 

When firft for Troy I fail'd the iacred feas ; 

In fields aloft the whirling car ta guide, 

And through the ranks of death triumphant ride : 

But-yain with youth, and yet to thrift inclin’d, 

I heard his counfels with unheedful mind, 

And thought the fteeds (your large fupplies un- 
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nown 
Might fail of forage in the ftraiten’d town: 
Se took my bow and pointed darts in hand, 
And left the chariots in my native land. 

Too late, O frend! my rafhnefs I deplore ; 
Thefe fhafts, once fatal, carry death no more. 
Tydeus’ and Atreus’ fos their points have found, 
And undiffembled gore purfued the wound. 

In vain they bled: this unavailing bow 

Serves, not to flaughter, but provoke the foe. 
In evil hour thefe bended horns I ftrung. 

And feiz'd the quiver where it idly hung. 
Curs’d be the fate that fent me to the field 
Without a warrior’s arms, the {pear and thield ; 
If e’er with life I quit the Trojan plain, 

If e’ey I foe my fpoufe and fire again, 

This bow, unfaithful t my glorious aims, . 
Broke by my hand, fhall feed: the blazing flames, . 

to whom the leader of the Dardan race : 

Be calm, nor Phozbus* honour’d gift difgrace. 
The diftant dart be prais‘d, though here we need® 
The rufhing chariot, and the bounding fteed. 
Againtt yon hero let ps bend our courfe, 

And, hand to hand, encounter force with force. 
Now mount my feat, and from the chariot’s height 
aaa my father's ftgeds, renown'd in fight, 

ractis’d alike to turn, to ftop, to chafe, 

To dare the fhock, or urge the rapid race: 

Secure with thele, through fighting fields we go ; 
Or fafe to Troy, if Jove afi the foe. 

Hafte, feze the whip, aad {natch the guiding rein ; 
The warrior’s fury let this arm {nftain ; 

Or, if to combat hy bold heart incline, 

Take thou the {pear, the pherict's care be mine. 
- QOpriace! (Lycagan’s valiant i) 

As thine the fteeds, be thine the to guide. 
‘The horfes, practis’d to their lord's command, ” 
Shall bear the rein, and anfwer to thy hand, 

But if, unhappy, we defert the fight, 

‘Thy voice alone cap animate their flight: 

Elie thall our fates be gunrber'd with the dead, 
And thefe the victor's prize, in triumph led. * 
Thine be the guidance then: with {pear and thield 
Myfelf will charge this terror of the field." 

And now both heroes monnt the glittering cay; 
The bounding courfers rufh amidft the war. 
‘Their fierce i ea hold Sthenelog efpy'd, 

‘T26 great Tydides enya : 

ies Bf fore se plied 
a CORE, ste cir rage on thee: 
Lo'the brave heir efi rset ac 


: ‘e Lyggon's line, 
And great A’neas, fprat Mane dis 







Enough is given to fame. Afcend thy car; 
And fave a life, the bulwark of our war. — 
At this the hero caft a gloomy Jook, 
Fix’d on the chief with fcorn ; and thus he fpokeg 
Me doft thou bid to fhun the coming fight? 
Me would*it thou move to bafe, inglorious flight ? 
Know, "tis not honeft in my foul to fear, 
Nor was Tydides born ta tremble here. : 
I hate the cumbrous chariot‘s flow advance, 
And the Jong diftance of the flying latte ; 
But while my nerves are ftrong, my force entire, 
Thus front the toe, and emulate my fire. - 
Nor fhall yon fteeds that fierce to fight convey 
Thofe threatening heroes, bear them both away ; 
One chief at leaft beneath this arm hall dic ; 
So Pallas tells me, and forbids to fly: 
But if fhe dooms, and if no God withftand, 
That both thall fall by one victorious hand ; 
Then heed my words: my horfes here detain, 
Fix’d to the chariot by the ftraiten’d rein; 
Swift to Aneas empty feat proceed, 
And feize the courfers of atherial breed : 
The race of thofe, which once the thundering God 
For ravith’'d Ganymede on Tros beftow’'d, 
Che beft ghat e’er on earth's broad furface run, 
Beneath the rifing or the fetting fun. 
Hence great Anchifes ftole a breed, unknown , 
By mortal mares, from fierce Laomedon ; 
Four of this race his ample ftalls contain, 
And two tran{port Aineas o’er the plain. 
Thefe, were the rich immortal prize our own, 
Through the wide world thould make our glory 
known. 
Thus while they {poke the fue came furioks on, 
And flerp Lycaon’s warlike race begun: 
Prince, thoua’t met. Though Jatein vain affail'd, 
The {pear may enter where the arrow fail'd. 
He faid, then fthook the ponderous lance, net 


flung ; 
On his braid thield the founding weapon rung, 
Pierc’d the tough orb, and in his cuirafe hung. 
He bleeds} the pride of Greece! (the boafter cries) 
Our triumph now the mighty warrior lies! 
Miftaken vaunter! Diamed reply’d ; 
Thy dart has err’d, and now my {pear be try'd: 
Ye "feape not both; one, headlong from his car, 
With hoftile blood thal] glut the God of war. 

He {poke, and rifing hurl’d his forceful dart, 
Which, driven by Pallas, pierc’d avital part; 
Full in his fage it enter'd, and betwixt 
The nofe and eye-ball the proud Lycian fixt ; 
Crafh'd all his jaws, and cleft the tongue within, 
Till the bright point look’d out beneath the chic. 
Headlong he falls, his helmet knocks the ground ; 
Barth gtoans beneath him, and his arms refound,; 
The ftarting courfers tremble ‘with affright ; 

The foul indignant fecks the realms of night. 

Fo guard his flaughter’d friend, AZneas flies, 
Mis {peat Extending where the carcafe ties ; 
Watchful he wheels, protects it every way, 

As the grim lion italks around his prey. 

O'er'the fgli’n trunk his ample thield difplay'd, 
Re'biges the hero with his mighty fhade, } 
And threats aloud: the Grecks with longing eyes’ 
Behold, at diftance, but forbear the prize. 

Them fierce Tydides ftoops; and from thefield 
Heav'd with vait force, a rocky fragment wields, 
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Not two rong men th’ enormous weight could 
Such men as tive in thefe- degenerate days. [raife, 
He iwung it round; and, gathering firength to 


’ 
Difcharg'd the ponderous ruin at the foe, 
Where to the hip th’ inferted thigh unites, 
Full on the bone the pointed mazble lights; 
Through both the tendons broke the ru ftane, 
And ftripp’d the ikin, and crack'd the folid bone. 
Sunk on his knees, and Raggering with his pains, 
His falling bulk his bended arm iuftains ; 
Loft in a dizzy mift the warrior lies ; 
A. fudden cloud comes fwimming o’er his eyes. 
Therethe brave chief who mighty numbers fway'd, 
Oppreis'd ‘had fonk to death’s eternal thade ; 
But heavenly Venus, mindful of the love 
She bore Anchifes in th’ Idsean grove, 
His danger views with anguifh and defpair, 
And guards her offspring with a mother’s care. 
About her much-lov'd fon her arms fhe throws, 
Her arms whofe whitene(s match the falling {nows. 
Screen’d from the foe behind her fhining veil, 
The {words wave harmlefs, and the javelins fail : 
Safe through the rushing horfe, and feather’d flight 
Of founding thafts, the bears him from the fight. 
Nor Sthenelus, with unaffifting hands, 
Remain'd unheedtul o: his lord’s commands : 
His panting fteeds, remov’d from out the war, 
He fix’d with ftraiten'd traces to the car. 
Next rufhing to the Dardan fpoil, detains 
The heavenly courfers with the flowing manes: 
Thefe, in proud triumph to the fleet convey'd, 
No iéngit now a Troyan lord obey'd, 
That charge to bold Deipylud he gave, 
(Whom moft he lov’d, 2 brave mev love fhe brave) 
‘Rhen mounting on his car, refum'd the rein, 
And follow’d where Tydides fwept the plain. 
Mean while (his conqueft ravifh’d trom his eyes) 
The raging chief in chafe of Venus flies . 
No Goddels fhe commiffion'd to the field, 
Like Pallas: dreadful with her fable thield, 
Or fierce Bellona, thundering at the wall, 
While flames aicend, and mighty ruins tall; 
He knew foft combats fuit the tender dame, 
New to the field and ftill a foe to fame. 
Through breaking1 anks his furionscourfe he bends, 
And at the Guddeis his broad lance extends; 
Through her bright veil the daring weapon drove, 
Th’ ambrofial veil whch ali the Graces wove ; 
Her fnowy hand the razing fteel profan’d, 
And the tranfparent fin with crimfon ftain'd. 
From the clea) vein a ftream immortal flow’d, 
Such ftream as iffuesirum a wounded God: 
Pure emanation! uncorrupred flood; =? 
Unlike our profs, difeas’d, terrettrial blood 
(For not the bread of man their life fuftains, 
Nor wine’s inflaming juice /upplies their veins.) 
With tender fhrieks the Goddefs fill’d the place, 
And droop’d her offspring from her weak embrace. 
Him Pheebus took: he caits a cloud around 
The fainting cluef, and wards the mortal wound. 
‘Then, with a voice that thook the vaulted kies, 
The king infults the Goddefs as fhe flies. 
Ill with Jove’s daughter bloody fights agree, - 
The field of combat is no fc ene for thee : 
Go, let thy own foft fex employ thy 
Go, lull the coward, or delude the fair. 
a 
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Taught by this ftroke, renounce the wat’s alarms, 
And learn to tremble at the name of arms. - 
dides thus; The Goddels feie’d with dread, 
Confus’d, diftracted, from the conflié fled, 
To aid Her, {wift the winged Iris flew, 
Wrapt in a mift above the warring crew. 
The Queen of Love with faded charms the found, 
Pale was her cheek, and livid look’d the wound.” 
To Mars, who fat remote, they bent their way, 
Far on the left, with clouds involv’d he lay; 
Befide him ftood his lance, diftain’d with gore, 
And, rein’d with gold, his foaming iteeds before. 
Low at his knee, the begg’d, with ftreaming eyes, 
Her brother’s car, to mount the diftant tkies, 
And thow‘'d the wound by fierce Tydides given, 
A mortal man who dares encounter Heaven. 
Stern Mars attentive hears the queen complain, 
And to her hand commits the golden rein ; 
She mounts the feat, opprefs'd with filent woe, 
Driven by the Gedd: fs of the painted bow, 
The lath refounds, the rapid chariot flies, 
And in a moment fcales the lofty tkies : 
There ftopp’d the car, and there the courfers fcoud, 
Se by fair bee Sea food. , 
Before her mother, Love's bright Queen a 
O’erwhelm’d with anguith, and aigeled sagen 
She rais’d her in her arms, beheld her bleed, 
And afk’d, what God had wrought this guilty deed? 

Then fhe: This infult from no God I found, 
An impious mortal gave the daring wound ! 
Behold the deed of haughty Diomed : 

*T was in the fon’s defence the mother bled, 

The war with Troy no more the Grecians wage, 

But with the Gods (th’ immortal Gods) engage. 
»Dione then: hy wrongs with patience bear, 

And fhare thole griefs inferior powers muft thare s 

Unnumber’d woes mankind from us fuftain, 

And men with woes afflict the again. 

The mighty Mars in mortal fe bound, 

And lodg’d ig brazen dungeons under ground, 

Full thirteen moons impriton’d roar’d in vain ; 

Otus and Ephialtes held the chain ; 

Perhaps had perifh’d ; had not Hermes’ care 

Reftor’d the groaning God to upper aur. 

Great Juno’s felf has bore her weight of pain, 

Th’ imperial partner of the heavenly reign ; 

Amphitryon’s fon infix'd the dead)y dart, 

And fill’d with anguifh her immortal heart, 

Ev’n heli’s grim king Alcides’ power confetyd 

The fhaft tound entrance 1n his ifon breaft ; 

Lo fove’s high palace for a cure ne fled, 

Pierc’d in his own dominions of the dead; 

Where Pzon, { inkling heaveuly balm around, 

Alluag’d the glowing pangs, and cloy'd the wound, 

Rath, ympious man! to ftain the blef\’d anodes, 

And drench his arrows in the bieod of Gods! 

But thou (though Pallas urg’d thy frantic deed) 
Whofe fpear ill-fated makes a Godaefs bleed, 
Kuow thou, whoe’er with heavenly power con« 

tends, 
Short is his date, and foon his glory ends ; 
From fields of dcath when late the hall retire, 
No infang on his knees fhali call him Sire. 
Strony as thou art, fome Gud may yet be tound, 
To ftre ch thee pale and gafping on the ground 3 
Thy diitant wite, Agiale the fair, 
Starting from deep with a diftracted air, 
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Shall rouze thy flaves, and her Ipft lord deplore, 
‘Lhe brave, the great, the glorious, now no thore ! 

This faid, fhe wip'd from Venus’ wounded palm 
The facred ichar, and ipfus'¢ the balm. 

Juno and Pallas with a {mile oe ‘ 

And thus to Jove began the blue ey’d Maid ; 

Permit thy daughter, gracious Jove | to tell 
How this mifchance the Cyprian neen befell. 
As late the try'd gvith paffion to inflame 
The tender hafom of A Grecian dame, 

Allur'd the fair with moving thoughts of joy, 

To quit ber country for fome aaa of Troy ; 

‘The clafping zone, with golden buckles bound, 
Raz'd her foft hand with this lamented wound. 

The Sire of Gods and men Iuperior fmil'd, 
And, calling Venus, thus addreft his child : 

Not thefe, O daughter, are thy proper cares! 
Thee milder arts befit, and dofter wars; 

Sweet {miles are thine, and kind endearing charms, 
To Mars and Pallas leave the deeds of arms. 

‘Thus they in heaven : while on the plain below 
The fierce Tydides charg'd his Dardan foe, 
Fluth’d with celeftial blood purfa’d his way, 

And fearlefs dar’d the threatening Cod of day ; 

Akeady in his hopes he {aw him kill’d, 

Though fereen'd behind Apollo’s mighty fhicld. 
‘Thrice rufhing furious, at the chief he ftrook ; 
His blazing buckler thrice Apollo thoek: {cloud, 
He try’d the fourth: when, breaking frein the 
A more than mortal voice was heard aloud: 

O fon of Tydeus, ceafe! be wile and fee « 
How vaft the difference of the Gods and thee ; 
Dittance immenfe! between the powers that thine 
Above, eternal, deathlefs, and divine, 

And mortal man! a wretch of humble birth, 

A fhortliv’d reptile in the duft of earth. 

So fpoke the God who darts celeftial fires ; 

He dreads his fury, and fome fteps retires. 

Then Phebus the chief of Venus’ race 
To Troy’s high fane, and to his holy place ; 
Latona there and Phoebe heal’d the wound, 

With vigour arm’d him, and with glory crown’d. 
This done, the patron of the filver bow 
A phantom rais’d, the fame in fhape and fhow 
With great Atneas; fuch the form he bore, 

And fuch in fight the radiant arms he wore. 
Around the fpectre bloody wars are wag'd, 

And Greece and Troy with clathing thields engag’d. 
Mean time on Ilion’s tower Apollo flood, 

And, calling Mats, thus urg'd the raging God. 

Stern power of arms, by whom the inighty fall; 
Who bath’ft in ,blood, and fhak’{t th’ embattled 
Rife in thy wrath ! to hell’s abhorr’d abodes (wall, 
Difpatch yon Greek, and vindicate the Gods. 

irft rofy Venus felt his brutal rage ; 

The next he charg’d, and dares all heaven engage: 
The uit would brave high heaven’s immortal 

ire, 

His triple thunder, and his bolts of fire. 

The God of battle iffues on the plain, 

Stirs all the ranks, and fires the Trojan train; 

In form like Acamas, the Thracian guide, 
Enrag’d to Troy’s retiring chiefs he cry’q: 

How long, ye fons of Priam: will ye fly, 

And unreveng’d fee Priam’s people die ? 

Still unrefitted fhall the foe deitroy, 

And ftretch the flanghter to the gates of Troy ? 
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Lo brave Acnegs finks beneath his wound, 

Not godlike Hector more in arms renoua’d : 

Hafte all, and take the generous warrior's part, 

He faid; new courage {well’d each hero's heart. 

Sarpedon firft his ardent feul ex refs'd; 

And, turn'd to Hector, thefe bold words exprefs’d : 
Say, chief, is all thy ancient valdur loft? [boatt, 

Where are thy threats, and where thy glorious 

That propt alone by Priam’s race fhould ftand 

Troy’s facred walls, nor need a foreign hand? , 

Now, now thy country calls her wanted friends, 

And the proud vaunt in juft derifion ends, 

Remote they ftand, while alien troops engage, 

Like trembling hounds before the'lion’s rage. 

Far diftant hente I held my wide command, 

Where foaming Xanthys laves the Lycian land, 

With ample wealth (the with of mortals) bleft, 

A beauteous wife, and infant at her breaft ; 

With thofe I left whatever dear could be ; 

Greece, if the cdnquets, nothing wins frdm me ; 

Yet firft in fight my Lycian bands I cheer, 

And long to meet this mighty man ye fear ; 

While Heétor idle ftands, nor bids the brave 

Their wives, their infants, and their altars fave. 

Hafte, warrior, hafte! preferve thy threaten’d 

Or one vat burit of all-involving fate {tate ; 

Full o’er your towers fhall fall, and {weep away 

Sons, fires, and wives, an undiftinguith’d prey. 

Rouie all thy Trojans, urge thy aids to fight ; 

Thefe ce thy thotights by day, thy watch by 

night : 

With fore inceffant the brave Greeks eee 

Such cares thy friends deferve, and fuch thy foes. 
Stung to the heart the generous Hector hears, 

But jutt r&proof with decent filence bears, 

From his proud car the prince impetuous f{prings, 

On earth he leaps; his brazen armbur rings. 

Two fhiring {pears are brandifh’d in his hands ; 

Thus arm’d, he animates his drooping bands, 

Revives their ardour, turns their ftepé from flight, 

And wakes anew the dying flames of fight. 

They turn, they ftand, the Greeks their fury dare, 

Condenfe their powers, and wait the growing war. 
As when, on Ceres’ facred floor the fwain 

Spreads the wide fan to clear the golden grain 

And the light chaff, before the breezes borne, 

Aicends in clouds from off the heapy corn; 

The gray dutt, rifing with collected winds, 

Drives o’er the barn, and whitens all the hinds : 

So white with duft the Grecian loft appears, 

From trampling fteeds, and thundering charioteers 3 

The duiky clouds from labour'’d earth arife, 

And roll in {moking volumes to the ikies. 

Mars hoters o’er them with his fable fhield, 

And adds new honowrs to the darken’d field : 

Pleas’d with his charge, and ardent to fulfil, 

In Troy’s defence, Apollo’s heavenly will : 

Soon as from fight the blue-ey’d Maid retires, 

Hach Trojan bofom with new warmth he fires. 

And now the God, from forth his facred fane, 

Produc’d 7Eneas to the shouting train ; 

Alive, urtharm’d, with all his peers around, 

Erect he ftood, ahd vigorous from his wound : 

Inquiries none they made; the dreadful day 

No paufe of words admits, no dull delay ; 

Fierce difcord ftorms, Apollo loud exclaims, 

Fame calls, Mars thunders, and the ficld’sin flames 
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Stern Diomed with either Ajax ttoofl, 
And great Ulyiles, bath'd in hoitile bleod, 
Embodied clofe, the labouring Grecian train 
The fiercelt thack af charging hofts fuftein. 
Unmov'd and filent, the whole war they wait, 
Serenely dreadful, and as fix’d as fate. 
So when th’ engbattled clouds in dark stray, 
Along the tkies their gloomy lines difplay ; 
When now the siorth his boifterous rage has {pent, . 
* * peaceful fleeps the liquid element: 
‘The fow-hung vapours motionlefs and ftill, 
Reft on the {ummuits of the fhaded hill; 

Till the mafs featters as the winds arife, 
Difpers’d and broken through the ruffled fkies, 
Nor was the general wanting to his train, 

From troop to ttroap he toils through all the plain. 
Ye Greeks, be men! the charge ot battle bear ; 
Your brave affociates and yourfelves revere ! 

Let glorious acts more gloriogs acts infpire, 

And catch from breaft to breaft the' noble fire ! 
On valour’s fide the odds of combat lie, 

The brave live glorions, ot lamented die ; 

The wretch who trembles in the field of fame, 
Meets death, and worfe than death, eternal thame. 
Thefe words he feconds with his flying lance, 
To meet whofe point was flrong Deiccon’s chance, 

ft-neas’ friend, and in his native place 
Honour’d and low’d like Priam’s royal race : 
Long had he fought the foremoft in the field, 
But now the monarch’slance tranfpierc’d his thield: 
His fhield too weak the furious dart to ftay, 
Through his broad belt the weapon forc’d its way : 
The grizly wound difmifs’d his toul to hell, 
This arms around him rattled as he fell. 

‘Lhe fierce Alneas, brantihing his blades 
In duft Orfilochus and Crethon laid, 
Whofe fire Didcleus, wealthy, brave, and great, 
In well-built Phere held his lofty feat : 
Sprung from Alphc its plenteous ftream ! that yields 
Increafe of harvefts to the Pylian fields. 
He got Orfilochus, Didcleus he, 
And thefe defcended in the third degree, 
Yoo early expert in the martial toil, 
In fable thips they left their native {oil, 
T° avenge Atrides ; now untimely flain, 
They tell with glory on the Phiygian plain. 
So two young mountain lions, nuis’d with blood, 
Jn deep receftes of the gloomy wood, 
Ruth fearlefs tu the plains, and uncontroul’d 
Depopulate the ftalls, and wafle the fold ; 
Till piere’d at diftance from their native den, 
O’erpower’d they fall beneath the force of men. 
Proftrate on earth their beauteous bodies lay, 
Like mountain firs as tall and ftraight as they. 
Great Menelaus views with pitying eyes, 
Lifts his bright lance, and at the victor flies ; 
Mars urg’d him on; yet, ruthlefa in his hate, 
The Gads but urg’d him to provoke his fate. 
He thus advancing, Neftor’s valiant fon 
Shakes for his danger, and neglects his own: 
Struck with the thought, fhould Helen’s lord be 

flan, 

And all his country’s glorious labours vain. 
Already met the threatening heross ftand; 
The {pears already tremble in their hand: 
In rufh’d Antilochus, his aid to bring, 
Mud fall or conquer by the Spartan Lise 
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Brave as he was, end flun'd unequal force, 

The breathlefs bodies to the Greeks they drew, 

Then mix’d ia combat, and their tolls renew. 

Firft Pylemenes, great in battle bled, 

Who fheath'd in brafs the Paphliagonians leds 

Atrides mark’d him where fublime he fteod ; 

Fix’d in his throat, the javelin drank his blood. 

The faithful Mydon, as he turn’d from Sght 

His flying courfer, funk to endlefs night : 

A broken rock by Neftor’s fon was thrown? 

His bended arm receiv'd the falling ftone. 

From his numb’d hands the ivory-ftudded reins, 

Dropt in the duft, are trail’d aleng the plains; 

Mean while his temples feet a deadly wound : 

He groans in death, and ponderous finks to groundg 

Deep drove his helmet it the fands, aud there 

The head ftood fix’d, the quivering fegs in air, 

Till trampled flat beneath the courfer’s feet : 

The youthful victor mounts his empty feat, 

And bears the prize in triumph to the fleet. 
Gieat Hector faw, and raging at the view, 

Pours on the Greeks; the Trojan troops purfue < 

He fires his hoft with animating cries, 

And brings along the furies of the fkies, 

Mais, ilern deftroyer ! and Bellona dread, 

Flame in the front, and thunder at their head : 

This {wells the tumult and the rage of fight ; 

That fhakes a {pear that cafts a dreadful light, 

Where Hector march'd, the God of battles fin’d, 

Now ftorm’d before him, and now rag*d behind. 
Tydidas'paus'd amidtt his fall career ; 

Then firft the hero's manly breait knew fear. 

As when fome fimple {wain his cot forfakes, 

Ayd wide through fens an unknown journey takes 3. 

If chance a {welling brook his paffage fay, 

And foam impervious crofs the wanderer’s way, 

Confus’d he ftops, a length of country patt, 

Eyes the rough waves, and, tir’d, returns at lait. | 

Amaz’d no lefs the great Tydides ftands : 

He itay’d, and, turning, thus addrefs’d his bandss 
No wonder, Greeks! that all to Hector yield, 

Secure of favouring gods, he takes the field : 

His firukes they fecend, and avert our {pears: 

Behold where Mars in mortal arms appears * 

Retire then, warriors, but fedate and flow; 

Retire, but with you: faces to the foe. 

Truft not too much your unavailing might ; 

’Tis not with Troy, but with the Gods ye fight. 
Now near the Greeks the black battalions dhiewg 

And firft two leaders valiant Hector flew: 

His force Anchialus and Mnefthes fopnd. 

In every art of glorious war renown’d ; 

In the tame car the chiefs to combat nde, 

And fought united, and united died. 

Struck at the fight the mighty Ajax glows 

With thirft of vengeance, and affaults the foes. 

His maffy {pear with matchlefs fury fent, 

Through Amphius’ belt and heavy beily went : 

Amphius Apsefus” happy foil poffets'd, 

With herds abounding, and with treature blefs'd 9 

But fate refutlefs from bis country led 

The chief, to perifh at his people’s head. 

Shook with fis fall, his brazen armour rung, 

And fierce, to feize it, conquering Ajax fprung> 

Around his head an iron tempeit rain’d; 


A wood of {pears his ample thicld fudtaia'd 5 
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Bentath oné foot the yet warm he preit, 
Am! drew his javelin from the bleeding breatt: 
He could no more; the opie darts deny’d 
To {poil his glittering arms and plumy tee 
Now foes on foes came pouring on the field, 

With briftling lances, and compacted thields ; 
Till, in the fteely circlé ftraiten’d roun 

Forc'd he gives way, and fternly quits the ground. 

While thus they ftrive, Tlepolemus the great, 
Urg'd by the force of unrefitted fate, 

Burns with defire Sarpedon’s ftre to preve ; 

Aj\cides’ offspring meets the fon of Jove. 

Shéath’d in bright arms eachadverfe chief came on, 

pove’s great deicendant, and his greater fon. 
repar'd for combat ere the lance he tofs’d, 

The daring Rhodian vents his haughty boatt: 

What brings this Lycian counfellor fo far, 

To tremble at our arms, not mix in war? 

Know thy vain felf; nor let their flattery move, 
Who ftyle thee fon of cloud-compelling Jove. 
How far unlike thofe chiefs of race divine, 

How vaft the difference of their deeds and thine ! 
Jove got fuch heroes as my fire, whofe foul 

No tear could daunt, nor earth nor hell controul. 
Troy fel¢ his arm, and yon proud ramparts ftand 
Rais‘d on the ruins of his vengeful hand : 

With fix fmall thips, and but a flender train, 

He left the town a wide-deferted plain. 

But what art thou? who deedlefy¥ look'{t around, 
While unreveng’d thy Lycians bite the ground : 
Small aid to Troy thy feeble force can be;  ¢ 
But, wert thou greater, thoy muft yield to me. 
Pierc'd by my {pear, to endlefs darknefs go ! 

1 make this prefent to the fhades below, 

The fon of Hercules, the Rhodian guide, ¢ 
Thus haughty fpoke. The Lycian king teply'd: 

Thy fire, O prince ! o’erturn’d the Trojan ftate, 
Whole perjur’d monarch well deferv'd his fate ; 
Thole heavenly fteeds the hero fought fo far, 
Falfe he detain’d, the juft reward of war. 

Nor fo content, the generous chief dety’d, 
With bale réproaches and unmanly pride. 
But you, unworthy the high race you boaft, 
Shall raife my glory when thy own is loft: 
Now meet thy fate, and, by Sarpedon flain, 
Add one more ghoft to Pluto’s gloomy reign. 

He faid: both javelins at an inftant flew ; 
Both ftruck, both wounded; but Sarpedon’s flew: 
Full in the boafter’s neck the weapon ftood. 
“Transfix’d big throat, and drank the vital blood; 
The foul difdainful feeks the caves of night, 
And his feal’d eyes for ever lofe the light. 

Yet not in vain, Tlepolemus, was thrown 
Thy angry lance ; which, piercing to the bone 
Sarpedon’s thigh, had robb’d the chief of breath ; 
But Jove was prefent, and forbade the death. 
Borhe from the conflict by the Lycian throng, 
The wounded hero dragg'd the lance along. 
(His friends, each bufied in his feveral part, 
Through hatte, or danger, had not drawa the 


dart. 
The Greeks with flain Tlepolemus retir'd ; 
Whoie fall Ulyifes view’d, with tury fir'd ; 
Doubtful if Jove’s great fon he thould purfue, 
Or pour his vengeance on the Lycian crew. 
But Heaven and Fate the firft defign withftand, 
Nor this great death muft grace Ulyfles’ hand. 





POPE'S HOMER. 


Minerva drives him an the Lycian tt. 
Alafor, Cromius, Halins, ftrow'd the plain; 
Alcander, Prytanis, Noémon fell; 


And numbers more his fword had {ent to hell, . 


, But Hector faw ; and, furious at the fight, 


Ruth’d terrible amidét the ranks of fight. 
With joy Sarpedon view'd the with'd relief, , 
And, faint, lamenting, thus implor’d the chief: 

Oh fuffer not the R. to bear away 

My helplefs corpfe, an unaflited prey ; 

If I, unbleft, mu& fee my fon no more, 

My much-lov'd confort, and my native thore, 
Yet let me die in Tlion’s facred wall; 

Troy, in whofe cacfe I fell, fhak mourn my fall. 

He faid, nor Hector to the chief replies, 

But thakes his plume, and fierce to combat flies ; 
Swift as a whirlwind, drives the {cattering foes ; 
And dyes the ground with purple as he goes: 

Beneath a beech, Jove’s confecrated thade, 
His mournful friends divine Sarpedon laid : 

Brave Pelagon, his favourite chief, was nigh, 
Who wrench’d the javelin from his finewy thigh. 
The fainting foul ftood ready wing’d for flight, 
And o'er his eye-balls {wam the thades of night; 
But Boreas rifing freth, with gentle breath, 
Recall'd his fpirit from the gates of death. 

The generous Greeks recede with tardy pace, 
Though Mars and Hector thunder in their face ; 
None turn their backs to mean ignoble flight, 
Slow they retreat, and ev’n retreating fight. 
Who firft, who laft, by Mars and Hector’s hand 
Stretch’d in their blood, lay gafping on the fand ; 
Teuthras the great, Oreftes the renown'd ,, 

For manag’d fteeds, and Techus preis’d the ground: 
Next Qenomaus, and Oenops’ offspring dy'd ; 
Orefbius lat fell groaning at their fide ; 

Orefbius, in his painted mitre gay, 

In fat Boeotia held his wealthy iway, 

Where lakes {urround low Hyle’s watery plain ; 
A prince and people ftudious of their gain. 

The carnage Juno from the fkies furvey'd, 

And, touch’d with grief, befpoke the blue-ey’d 
Maid. 

Oh fight accurs’d ! fhall faithlefs Troy prevail, 

And fhall our promife to oyr people fail ? 

How vain the word to Meneiaiis given 

By Jove’s great daughter and the Queen of Heaven, 

Beneath his arms that Priam’s towers fhould fall; 

If warring Gods for ever guard the wall ! 

Mars, red with flaughter, aids our hated foes : 

Hatfte, let us arm, and force with force oppofe ! 

She {poke ; Minerva burns to meet the war : 
And now heaven’s emprcfs calls her blazing car. 
At her command ruth forth the fteeds divine; 
Rich with immortal gold theirtrappings thine. 
Bright Hebé waits; by Hebe, ever young, 

The whirling wheels are to the chariot hung. 
On the bright axle turns the bidden wheel 
Of founding brafs; the polith’d axle fteel. 
Eight bragen {pokes in radiant order flame ; 
Che circles gold, of uncorrupted frame, 

Such as the heavens produce: and round the gold 
Two brazen rings of work divine were roll’d, 
The bofly knaves of folid filver fhone ; 

Braces of gold fufpend the moving throne: 
The car, behind, an arching figure bore ; 

The bending concave form’d an arch before. 
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Silvér the heam, th! extended yoke was gold, 
And ‘peuis th’ ammortat courfers hold, 
Herfelf, »mpauent, to the ready cep 


The oosirfers guns, apd breathes revenge and war. 
Pallas dlvowes » her radiant yerl unty’d, 
With flow ‘ts adorn'd, with art, drveeiify'd, 
(The lebour'd veal her heavenly fingers wove) 
Flows on the pavement of the court of Jove 
Now heaven's dread arms hier mighty limbs invett, 
sores cuarafs blazes on her ample break ; 
etk’d an fad triumph for the npurnful‘geld, 
O’er her broad fbouliers hangs his horrid fhield, 
Dire, black, tremendous ' Roynd the margin roll’d, 
A fringe of ferpents hiffing guards the gold - 
Here al the terrdrs of grim War appear, 
Here rages Forte, here tremble Flight and Fear, 
Here ftorm’d Contention, end here Fury frown'd, 
And the due orb portentous Got gon crown’d. 
The mafly golden helm fhe next affumes, 
That dreadful nods, with four o’erfhading plumes, 
So vaft, the broad circumference contains 
A hundred armies on a hundred plains 
The Goddels thus the imperial car sfcends ; 
Shook by her arm the mighty yivelin bends, 
Ponderous and huge, that, when her fury’ burns, 
Froud tyrants humbles, and whole hofts o’erturns 
Swift at the fcourge th’ ethere ul couriers fly, 
While the fmooth charigt cuts the liquid fky 
He iven’s gates {pontaneous open to the powers ; 
Heaven’s golden gates, kept by the winged hours, 
fommiffi m d in alternate watch they ftand, 
The fan's bight portals and the fies command, 
thvolyg in clouds th’ eternal gates of day, 
Or the dark barrier roll with eafe away. 
The founding hinges ping; on either fide ¢ 
a gloomy volumes pterc’d with light, divide 
he chariot mounts, where deep in ambient ikies 
Confus’d, Olympus’ hundred heads ante 
Where far apart the Thunderer fils hrs throne ; 
O’er all the Gods fuperior and alone. 
There with het fuowy hand the Queen reftrains 
The fiery freeds, and thus to Joye complains 
O Sire‘ can no refentment touch thy foul ? 
Can Mars rebel, and does no thunder roll ? 
What lawlefs rage on yon forbidden plain, 
What rafh deftrudtion' and what heroes flam 
Venus, and Phoebus with the dreadtul bow, 
Soule on the flaughter, and enjoy my woe. 
Mad, furious power ! whofe unrelenting mind, 
No God can goyern, and no juftice bin 
Siy, mighty facher! fhall we tcourge his pride, 
And drive from fight th’ impetuous homicide ? 
To whom affenting thus the Thunderer faid . 
Go! and the great Minerva be thy aid, 4 
Jo tame the monfter-god Minerva Rnows, 
And oft afflicts his brutal brcaft with woes. 
He faid , Saturnia ardent to obey, 
Lafh d her white fleeds along th’ aerial way 
Swift down the fteep of heaven the chariot rolls, 
Between th® expanded earth and fitarry poles. 
Far as a fhepherd from fome point on high, 
O’er the wide main extends his boundlets eye ; 
Through fuch a {pac cot air, with thundering found, 
At every leap th’ immortil courfers bound . 
‘lroy now they reach’d, ard touch’d thofe banks 
divine 
Wh re filver Simoss and S.amander join, 
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There Juno Spop'd. (and her fai fteeds unloos d) 

Of asp condens'd a vapour carcumfias'’d 

For thele, unpregnate with celeftial dew 

On Sinton’ brink ambrolial herbage grew. 

Thence to relieve the fainting Argive throng, 

Smooth as the failing dgves, they glide along. 
The heft and braveft of phe Grecian b 

(A warltke cigcle’} round Tydides ftand 

Such was their louk as bans bath’d in blood, 

Or foaming boara, the terror of the wood 

Heaven's emprefs mingies with the mortal crowd, 

And thonts, in Stetitor s founding varce, aloud . 

Stentor the ftiong, endwed with brazen lnngs, 

Whofe throat furpafs the force of fifty tongues. 
Ingloious Adtgives! to your race a thame, 

And only mén in figure and in name! 

Once trom the walls your tumorous foes engag’d, 

While fieree an war divine Achilles rag‘d ; 

Now iffuing fearlefs they polfeis the plain, 

Now win the fhores, and fearce the feas remain. 

er [peech new fury to their heaits convey’d 3 

While near Tydides ftood th’ Atheman maid , 

The king befide his panting fteeds fae found, 

O erfpent with toil, repping o% the ground. 

To caol his glowing wound he {at apart 

(The wound inflidted by the Lycian dart); 

Large diops of fweat from all his limbs defcend 3 

Bencath his ponderous fhield his finews bend, 

Whole ample belt, that o er his fhoulders lay, 

He eas’A, and wath’d the clotted gore away 

Tee Goddcfs leaning o’er the bending yoke, 

Betide his cqutiers, thus he: bleace broke 
Degenerate princt ' and not of Fydeus’ hind, 
hole little body lodg’d a mughty mind ; 

horemoft he prefs’d in glorious toils to fhare, 

And fcarce refrain’d when I torebade the wate 

Alone, unguarded, once he dai’d to go 

And teaft, encircled by the [heban foe , 

Therebrav d, and vanquith'd, many ahardy Laight; 

Such nerves I gave him, and fuch force in fight. 

Lhou too no lefs haft been my conftant care 

Chy hands J arm’d, and fent thee fotth to war 2 

But thee or fear deters, ou: floth detains, 

No drop of all thy father warms thy veins. 

The chief thus aniwei'd mild Inamortal maid ! 

I own thy prefence, and caufels thy ad 

Not fear, thou know’fi, withholds ine fiom the 

phains, 

Nor floth hath feiz'd me, but thy word reftrains : 

From warring Gods thou bad'ft me*turn my {peai, 

And Venus only found refiftance here. 

Hence, Coddefs' heedful of thy igh coramamds, 

Loth I give way, and warn’d ous Argive bands : 

For Mars, the homicide, theie cyes beheld, 

With flaughte: red, and raging round the field. 
Thenthus Minerva. Brave Tydides, heer! 

Not Mars himfelf, nor aught immortal, fear, 

Fal of the God impel thy foaming horfe ; 

Pallas vommards, and Pallas lends thee force, 

Rath, furious, blind, from thefe to thole he flies, 

And every fide of wavering combat ties; 

Large proroxte makes, and breaks the promife made; 

Now gives the Grecians, now the I'royans aid. 

She faid, and to the fleeds approachmg near, 

Drew from his feat the martial charieteer, 

The vigorous power the trembling car afcends, 

Fierce tor revenge, a. ates attends, 


be 
The groaning axle bent'beneathithe load; * 
So great a Héro, and fo great a Ged. 
She inatch'd the reins, the lafir'd with’ all her force, 
And full on Mats isppeli’d the foaimting horfe ; 
But firft to hide bavenly Vilage, {predd 
Black Orcud* hethes o'er fier radiant head. 

Jui then E ¢ Dee flain, 
The ftrofigett warior of th’ ACtoliidn train ; 
‘The God, who flew him, leaves his proftrate prize 
Stretch’d where he fell, and ut Tydides flies, 
Now, rufhing fier¢e, in equal arms appear, 
The daring Greek ; the dreadful God of war! 
Full at the chief, above his courfer’s head, 
Frem Mars’s arm th’ enormous weapon fled : 
Pallas oppos’d her hand, arid caus'd to glance, 
Far from the car, the flrong immortal lance. 
Then threw thg force of Tydeus’ warlike fon ; 
The javelin hifs'd ; the Goddefs urg’d it on: 
Where the broad cincture girt his armour round, 
It pierc’d the God: his groin receiv'd the wound. 
From the rent fkin the warrior tugs again 
The fmoking fteel. Mars bellows with the pain: 
Loud as the roar encountering armies yield, 
When fhouting millions fhake the thundering field. 
Both armies ftart, and trembling gaze around; 
And earth and heaven rebellow to the found. 
“3 vapours blowa by Aufter’s fultry breath, 
Pregnant with plagues, and thedding feedsof death, 
Beneath the rage of burning Sirius rife, 
Choke the perch’d earth, and blacken all the 

fies ; ee: 

In fuch a cloud the God from combat driven, 
High o’er the dufty whirlwind feales the heaven. 
Wild with his pain he fought the bright abodes 
"There fullen fat beneath the Sire of Guds, e 
Show’d the celeftial bleod, and with a groan 
‘Thus pour’d his plaints béfore th’ immortal throne: 

Can Jove, fupine, flagitious tacts furvey, 
And brook the furies of this darng day? * 
For mortal, men celeftial powers engage, 
And Gods on Gods exert eternal rage. 
Fiom thee, O father! all thefe ills we bear, 
And thy fell daughter with the fhield and {pear : 
Thou gav'ft that fury to the realms of light, 
Pernicious, wild, regardlefs of the right. 
_All heaven befide reveres thy fovereign fway, 
"Thy voice we hear, and thy behefts obey : 
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Tis hers ¢° offend, end ‘ev's offends fe re 

Thy breatt, thy counfely; i Ges *dvcare : 

So boundie(s ihe, atid then (o partial grown, 

Well may we deem the wonderdus bith thy 
OWMm ° * { 

Now frantic Diemed, at her'conmasd, 

Againét th’ ses Hl his raging hand : 

The heavenly Venus firt bis fury found, 

Me next encountering, me he dar't te wound ; 

Vanquith’d I fled: ev’'n Tthe God of fight, —, 

From mort#l madnefs fcearce was fav'd by flight. 

Elfe had ft thou feen me fink on yonder plain, 

Heap’d round, and heaving under loads of flain 

Or, piere’d with Grecian darts, for ages lie, 

Condemnn'd to pain, though fated not to die. 

Him thus upbraidisig, with a wrathful look 
The Lord of Thunders view’d, and Rern befpoke : 
To me, perfidious! this lamenting ftrain ? 

Of lawlefs furce fhall lawle{s Mars complain ? 

Of all the Gods who tread the {pangled fkies, 

Thou moft unjuft, molt odious in‘our eyes | 

Inhuman difcord is thy dire delight, 

The wafte of flaughter, and the rage of fight. 

No boupd, no law, thy fiery temper quells, 

And all thy mother in thy foul rebels. 

In vain our threats, in vain our power we we ; 

She gives'th’ example, and her fon purfues. 

Yet long th’ inflicted pangs thou fhalt not mourn, 

Sprung huce thou art from fove, and heavenly born. 

Elfe fiug’d with lightning had’ft thou hence been 
thrown, 

Where chain’d on burning rocks the Titans groan. 

Thus he who fhakes Olympus with his ned; 
Then gave to Peon’s care the bleeding God. 
With gentle hand the balm he pour’d around, 
And heal’d th’ immortal fleth, and clos’d, the 

wound. 
As when the fig’s preft juice, infus’d in cream, 
To curds coagulates the liquid ftream, 
Sudden the fluids fix, the parts combin’d ; 
Such, and {o {uon, th’ etherial texture join'd. 
Cleans’d from the duft and gore, fair Hebé dreft 
Hiy mighty limbs in an immortal vett. 
Glorious he fate, in majefty reftor’d, 
Faft by the throne of heaven's {uperior Lord. 
Juno and Palfas mount the bleit abodes, 
Their tatk perform’d, and mix among the Gods, 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


The Epifodes of Glaucus and Diomed, and of He@or and Andromache. 


he Gods having left the field, the Grecians prevail. Helenus, the chief augur of Troy, commands 
Hecter to return to the city, in order to appoint a folemn proceffion of the queen and the Trojan 
Teatrous to the temple of Minerva, to entreat her to remuve Diomed trom the heht. The battle re- 
Jaxing dering the abfence of Hector, Glaycus and Diomed have an interview between the two ar- 
mies; where, coming to the knowledge of the friendfhip and holpitalhty paft between their ancef- 
tors, they make exchange of their arms. Hector, having performed the orders of Helenus, prevails 
upon Paris tq retura to the battle; and, taking a tender leave of his wife Andromache, haftens 
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The fceue is firft in the field of battle, between the river Slmeis and Scamandcr, and then changes 
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‘Now’ Heaven forfekes the fight: th’ immortals 
To huaian force and human ikill, the field : {yield, 
Dark thowers of javelins fly from foes to foes ; 
Now here, now there, the tide of combat flows ; 
While Troy’s fam’d + ftreams, that bound the 
deathful plain, 
On either fide run purple to the main. 
Great Ajax firft to conqueft led the way, 
Broke the thick ranks, and turn the doubtful day. 
The Thracian Acamas his faulchion found, 
And hew'd th’ enormous giant to the ground ; 
His thundering arm a deadly ftroke impreft 
Where the black horfe-hair nodded o’er his creft : 
Fix’d in his front the brazen weapon lies, 
And feals in endlefs thades his {wimming eyes. 
Next Teuthras’ fon diftain’d the fands with blood, 
Axylus, hofpitable, rich, and good : 
In tair Arifoe’s walls (his native place) 
He held his feat; a friend to human race. 
Faft by the road his ever-open door 
Oblig’d the wealthy, and reliev'd the poor. 
To ftern Tydides now he falls a prey, 
No friend to guatd him in the dreadful day ‘ 
Breathlefs the good man fell, and by his fide 
His faithful fervant, old Calefius,dy’d.  ” 
By great Euryalus was Dretus flain, 
And next he laid Opheltius on the plain. 
Two twins were near, bold, beatiful and young, 
From a fair Naiad and Bucolion {prung : 
(Laomedon’s white flocks Bucolion fed, 
That monarch’s firfl-born by a foreign bed ; 
In fecret woods he won the Naiad’s grace, 
And ewo fair infants crown'’d his ftrong em- 
brace.) 
Here dead they lay in all their youthful charms ; 
The ruthlefs victor ftripp’d their thining arms. 
Aftyalus by Polypeetes fell ; 
Ulyffes* {pear Pydytes fent to hell ; 
By Teucer’s fhaft brave Aretaon bled, 
And Neftor’s fon laid ftern Ablerus dead ; 
Great Agamemnon Ieadet of the brave, 
Vhe mortal wound of rich Elatus gave, 
Who held in Pedafus his proud abode, 
And till’d the banks where filver Satnio flow'd. 
Melanthius by Eurypylus was flain ; 
And Phylacus from Leitus flies in vain. 
Unbleft Aitraftus next at mercy lies 
Beneath the Spartan fpear, a living prize. 
Scar’d with the din and tumult of the fight, 
His headlong fteeds precipitate in ight, 
Ruth’d on a tamarifk’s ftrong trunk, and broke 
The fhatter’d chariot from the crooked yoke ; 
Wide o’er the field, refiftlefs as the wind, 
For Troy they fly, and leave their lord bedind. 
Prone on his face he finks befide the wheel : 
Atrides o’er him thakes his vengeful fleel ; 
The fallen chief in fuppliant pdflure prefe'd 
The victor’s knees, and thus his prayer addrefs’d*: 
Oh, fpnre my youth! and for the life I owe 
Large gifts of price my father thall beftow. 
When fame fhall tell, that, not in battle flaih, 
Thy hollow flups his captive fon detain ; 
Rich heaps of brafs fhall in thy terit be told, 
And fteel well temper’d, and perfuafive gold. + 
He faid : compaffion touch’d the heso’s heatt ; 
He ftood, fufpended with the lifted dart: 
# Scamander ai 
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As pity pleaded for his vanquifh'd prize. 
Stern Agamemnon fwift to vengeance flies, 
And furious thus: Oh impotent of mind ! 
Shall thefe, fhall thefe Atrides’ mercy find ! 
Well haft thou known prond Troy’s perfidious land, 
And well her natives merit at thy hand ! 
Not one of all the race, nor fex, nor age, 
Shall fave a Trojan from our boundlefs rage : 
Ilion fhall perith whole, and bury all; 

Her babes, her infants at the breaft, fhall fall. 
A dreadful leffon of exampled fate, 

To warn the nations, and to curb the great! 

The monarch fpoke; the words with warmth 

addreft, 
To rigid juftice Reel'’d his brother’s breatt. 
Fierce from his knees the haplefs chief he thruft ; 
The monarch’s javelin ftretch’d him in the duft, 
Then prefiing with his foot his panting heart, 
Forth from the flain he tugg’d the reeking dart. 
Old Neftor faw, and rouz’d the warriors’ rage ! 
Thus, heroes } thns the vigorous combat wage ! 
No fon of Mars defcend, for fervile gains, 
To touch the booty, while a foe remains. 
Behold yon glittering hoft, your future fpoil ! 
Firit gain the conquett, then reward the toil. 

And now had Greece eternal fame acquir’d, 
And frighten’d Troy within her walls retir’d ; 
Had not fage Helenus her ftate redreft, 

Taught by the Gods that mov'd his facred brexft, 
Where Hedtor ftood, with great Aineas join’d, 
The feer reveal’d the countels of his mind : 

Ye generous sn on whom th’ immortals lay 
The cares and glortes ot this doubtful day ; 

Qn whom your aids, your country’s hopes depend ; 
Wife to confult, and active to defend : 

Here, at your gates, your brave efforts unite, 
Turn back the roused, and forbid the flight ; 

Ere yet théir wives’ foft arms the cowarus gain, 
‘The {port and infult of the hoftile train. 

When your commands have hearten’d every band, 
Ourlelves, here fix’d, will make the dangerous ftand; 
Preft as we ate, and fore of former fight, 

Thefe ftraits demand our laft remains of might. 
Mean while, thou Hector to the tuwn retire, 

And teach our mother what the Gods require $ 
Direct the queen to lead th’ affembled train 

Of ‘Thoy’s chief matrons te Minerva’s fane ; 
Unbar the facred gates, and feek the power 
With offer'd vows, in Ilion’s topmoft tower. 

The largeft mantle her rich wardrobes hold, 

Moft prig’d for art, and labour’d o’er with gold. 
Before the Goddefs’ honour’d kneqs he fpread : 
And twelve young heifers to her altar led ; 

If fo the power, aton’d by fervent prayer, 

Our wives, our infants, and our city {pare, 

And far avert Tydides watteful ire, . 
That mows whole troops, and makes all Troy re- 
Not thus Achilles taught our hofts to dread, {tire, 
Sprung though he was from more than mortal bed; 
Not thus refiftiefs rul’d the ftream of fight, 

In rage unbounded, and unmatch’d in might. 
Hector obedient heard; and with a bound, 
Leap’d froga his trembling chariot to the ground ; 

Through all his hoft? infpiring force, he flies, 

And bids the thunder of the battle rife. 

With rage recruited the bold Trojans glow, 

And turn the tide of conflict on the fogs 
Cy 
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Fictce in the front he frakes two dazling {pears : 
All Greece recedes, and *midit her triumphs fears ; 
Some God, they thought, who rul’d the fate of 
wars, 
Shot down avenging from the vault of itars. 
Then thus, sloud: Ye dpuntiefs Gardans, hear ! 
And you whom diftant nations fend to war! 
Be mindfnl of the ftrength your fathers bore ; 
Be ftill yourfelwes, and Hector afks no more. 
One hour demands me in the Trojan wall, 
To bid our altars fame, and victims fall ; 
Nor fhall, I truft, the matrons. holy train 
And reverend elders, feek the Gods in vain. 
This faid, with ample ftrides the hero paft ; 
The fhield’s large orb behind his fhoulder caft, 
Fis neck o’érthading, to his ankle hung ; 
And as he march’d, the brazen buckler rung. 
Now paus’d the battle (godlike Hector gone) 
‘When daring Glaucus and great Tydeus’ fon 
Between both armies met: the chiefs from far 
Obferv'd each other, and had mark’d for war. 
Near as they drew, Tydides thus began: 
_ What art thou, bolde& of the race of man? 
Out eyes, till mow, that afpect ne’er beheld. 
‘Where fame is reap’d amid th’ embattled field ; 
Yet far before the troops thou dar’ft appear, 
And meet a lance the ferceft heroes feax. 
Unhappy they, and born of lucklefs fires, 
Who tempt our fury when Minerva fires ! 
But if from heaven, celeftial, thou defend ; 
Know, with Immortals we no more contend. € 
Not long Lycurgus view'd the golden light, 
‘That daring man who mix’d with Gods in fight 
Bacchus, and Bacchus’ votaries, he drove, 7 
With brandifh'd fteel from Nyffa’s facred groveg’ 
Their confecrated fpears lay fcatter’d round, 
With curling vines and tw ifted ivy bound ; 
While Bacchus headlong fought the briny flood, 
And Thetis’ arm receiv’d the trembling God. 
Nor fail’d the crime th’ immortals’ wrath to move, 
«Th’ immortals bleft with endlefs eafe above) 
Depriv'd of fight by their avenging doom 
Cheerlefs he breath’d, and wander'd in the gloom : 
Then funk unpity'd to the dire abodes, 
A wretch accurft, and hated by the Gods ! 
I brave not heaven: but if the fruits of earth 
Suftain thy life, and human be thy bixh ; 
Bold as thou art, too prodigal of breath, 
Approach, and enter the dark gates of death. 
What, or ftom whence I am, or who my fire, 
(Reply’d the chief) can Tydeus’ fon inquire ? 
‘Like leaves qn trees the race of man is and, 
Now green inyouth, now withering gn the ground; 
Another race the following {pring fupplies ; 
They fall fucceffive and fucceffive rife ; 
& generations in their courfe decay ; 
So flourith thefe, when thofe are patt away. 
But if thou ftill perfift to fearch my birth, 
*}hen hear a tale that fills the {pacious earth. 
A city ftands on Argos’ utmoft bound, 
(Argos the fair, for warlike fteeds renown’d) 
lian Sifyphus, with wifdom bleft, 
In ancient time the happy walls poffett, 
Then call’d Ephyre: Glaucus was his fon; 
Great Claucus, fatbet of Bellerophon, 
Who o’er the fons of men in beauty thin’d, 
Lov'd. for that valour which preferves mankind. . 
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Then mighty Prectus Argos’ {celptree worn‘ 

Whofe hard contmand Bellerophort obey’ 

With direful jealoufy the monarch rag'd, : 

And the brave prince ia numerous teils engag'd. 

For him Anta burn'd with lawlefs flame, 

And ftrove to tempt him from the paths of fame ? 

In vain fhe tempted the relentlefs youth, 

Endued with wifdom, facred fear, and truth. 

Fir’d at his fcorn the queen to Preetus fled, 

And begg’d revenge for her infuked bed: 

Incens'd he heard, refolving on his fate ; 

But hofpitable laws reftrain’d his hate : 

Yo Lycia the devoted youth he fent, 

With tablets feal’d, that told his dire intent. 

Now, bleft by every power who guards the good, 

The chief arriv’d at Xanthus’ filver flood : 

There Lycia’s monarch paid him honours due, 

Nine days he feafted, and nine bulls he flew. 

But when the tenth bright morning orient glow’d, 

The faithful youth his monarch’smandate fhow'd:: 

The fatal tablets, till that inftant feal’d, 

The deathful fecret to the king reveal’d, 

Firft, dire Chimzra’s conqueft was enjoin'd, 

A mingled monfter, of no mortal kind; 

Behind’a dragon’s fiery tail was {pread ; 

A. goat’s rough body bore a lion's head 5 

Her pitchy noftrils flaky flames expire ; 

Her gaping throat emits infernal fire. 
This pett he flaughter‘d (for he read the thies, 

And trufted Heaven’s informing prodigies) 

Then met in arms the Solymzan crew, 

(Fierceft of men) and thole the warrior flew. 

Next the beld Amazon’s whole force defygl; 

And conquer’d ftill, for heaven was on his fide. 
Nortnded here his toils : his Lycian foes 

At his return, a treacherous ambuth role, 

With levell’d {pears along the winding there ; 
There fell they breathlefs, and return'd no moré. 
At length the monarch with repentant grief 

Confefs’d the Gods, and God defcended chief; 

His daughter gave, the ftranger to detain, 

With half the honours of his ample reign : 

The Lycians grant a chofen fpace of ground, 

With woods, with vineyards, and with harvefts 
crown’d, | 

There long the chief his happy lot poffefs'd. 

With two brave fons and one fair daughter blefs'd ; 

(Fair even in heavenly eyes; her fruitful love 

Crovn’d with Sarpedon’s birth th’ embrace of 

But when at latt,diftracted in his mind, [Jowe 

Forfook by heaven, forfaking human kind, 

Wide o’er th’ Alein field he chofe to firay, 

A long, ferlorn, uncomfortable way ! 

Woesheap'd on woes confum'd his waited heart ; 

His beauteous daughter fell by Phcoebe’s dart ; 

His eldeft born by raging Mars was flain, 

In combat on the Solymeean plain. 

Hippolochus furviv’d ; from him I came, 

The honour’d author of my birth and name + 

By his decree I fought the Trojan town, 

By his inftructions learn to win renown, 

To ftand the firft in Worth as in command, 

To add new honours to my native land, 
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- Before my eyes my mighty fires to place, 


And emulate the glories of our race. 
He {poke, and tranfport fill’d Tydides’ hearty 


In earth the generous warrior fix'd his dary, 
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Then friendly, thus, the Lycian prince addreft : 

‘Weleome, my brave hereditary curt ! 

"Thus ever let us meet,‘ with kind embrace, 

Nor ftain the facred friendfhip of our race. [old; 
Know, chief, our grandfires fire been guetts of 
Oeneus the ftrong, Bellerophon the bold : 

Our ancient ‘feat his honour'd prefence, grac’d, 
Where twenty days in genial rites he pats’d. 

The parting heroes mutual prefents left ; 

A gelden goblet was thy grandfire’s gift ; 

Oepeus a belt of matchlefs work beftow'd, 

That rich with Tyrian dye refulgent glow'd. 

This from his pledge J learn’d, which fafely ftor’d 

Among my treafures, ftill adorns my board: 

(For TyWeus lef’me young, when Thebe's wall 
Beheld the fons of Greece untimely fall.) 
Mindfal of this, in friendship let us join ; 

If heaven our fteps to foreign lands incline, 

My gueft in Argos thou, and I in Lycia thine. 
Enough of Trojans to this lance fhall yield, 

In she full harvett of yon ample field, 

Enough of Greeks thail dye thy¢pear with gore ; 
But thou and Diomed be foes no more. 

Now change we arms, and prove to either hoft, 
We guard the friendthip of the line we ese 

Thus having faid, the gallant chiefs alight, 

Their hands they join, their mutual faith they 

plight ; 

Brave Glaucus then each narrow thought refign’d, 
{Jove warm’d his bofom and enlarg’d his mind :) 
For Diomed’s brafs arms, of mean device, 

For which nine oxen paid, (a vulgar price) ; 

He gave his own, of gold divinely wrought, 

A huwdred beeves the fhining purchafe bought, 

Mean time the guardian of the Trojan ftate, 

Great Hector, entered at the Scean gaté. 
Beoeath the heech-tree’s confecrated fhades, 

The Trejan matrons and the Trojan maids 
Around him flock’d, all prefs'd with pious care 
For hufbands, brothers, fons, engap’d in war. 

He bids the train in long proceflion go, 

And feek the Gods t’-avert th’ inpending woe. 
And now to Priam's fately courts he came, 
Rais'd on arch’d columns of ftupendous frame ; 
O’er thefe a range of marble ftructure runs, 
The rich pavilions of his fifty fons, 

In fifty chambers lodg’d: and rooms of ftate 
Oppor’d to thofe, where Priam’s daughters {ate : 
Twelve domes for them and their luv'd fpoutes 

Of equal beauty, and of polifh’d ftone. [thone, 
Hither great Hector pafs’d, nor pafs’d unfeen 
©f royal Hecuba, his mother queen 
(With her Laodicé, whofe beauteous face 
Surpa({s’d the nymphs of Trey’s illuitrious race) : 
Long in a ftridt embrace fhe held her fonp 
And prefs'd his hand, and tender thus begun : 

’ O Hector! fay, what great occafion calls [walls? 
My fon from fight, when Greece furrounds our 
Com’ft thou to fupplicate th’ Almighty Power, 
With lifted hands from flion's lofty tower ? 

Stay, till I bring the cup with Bacchus crown’d, 
In Jove’s high name, to {prinkle on the ground 
And pay due vows to all the Gods around. ~ 
Then with a plenteous draught refrefh thy foul, 
And draw new f{pirits from the generous bowl > 
Spent as thou art with long laborious fight, 

The brave defender of thy country’s right. 
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Far hence be Bacchus’ gifts (the chief rejoin’d:) 7 

Inflaming wime, pernicious to mankind, 

Unnerves the limbs, and dulls the noble mind. JS 

Let chiefs abftain, and {pare the facred juice 

To fprinkle to the Gods, its better afe. 

By mre that holy office were profan’d ; 

Ill fits it me, with human gore diftain’d, 

To the pure fkies thefe horrid hands to raife, 

Or offer Heaven's great Sire polluted praife. 

You with your matrons, go! a fpotlefs train, 

And burn rich odours in Minerva’s fane. 

The largeft mantle your full wardrobes hold, 

Mot priz’d for art, and labour’d o’er with gold, 

Before the Goddels’ honour'd knees be fpread, 

And twelve yonng heifers tq her altar led. 

So may the power, aton’d by fervent prayer, 

Our wives, our infants, and our city {pare, 

And far avert Tydides’ wafteful ire, (tire. 

Who mows whole troops, and make all Troy re- 

Be this, O mother, your religious care’; 

I go to rouz@ioft Paris to the war; 

If yet, not lof to all the fenfe ot fhame, 

The recreant warrior hear the voice of fame. 

Oh would kind earth the hateful wretch embrace, 

That pett of ‘Troy, that ruin of our race ! 

Deep to the dark abyfs might he defcend, 

Troy yct dhou.d flourish, and my forrows end 
This heard, the gave command; and fummon’d 

Each noble taatron and uluftrious dame. [came 

The Phrygian queen to her rich wardrobe went, 

Where treaiur’d odours breath’d a coitly {cent. 

There lay the veitures of no vulgar art, 

Sidenian maids embroider‘d every part, 

Whom from foft Sidon youthful Bar ware, 

With Helen touching on the Tyrian thore. | 

Were as the queen revolv’d with carcful eyes 

The various textures and the varions dyes, 

She chofe a veil that fhone fuperior far, 

And glow’d refulgent as the morning ttar. 

Herlelf with this the long proceffion leads 3 

‘Lhe train majettically flow proceeds. 

Soon as to Ilion’s topmolt tower they come 

And awtul reach the high Palladian dome, 

Antenor’s confort, fair Thenano, waits 

Ay» Pallas’ priettefs, and unbars the gates, 

With hands uplifted and imploring eyes, 

‘They fill the dome with fupplicating cries. 

The prieftels then the fhining veil difplays, 

Piac’d on Minerva’s knees, and thus the prays: 

. Oh, awful Goddefs! ever dreadful mand, 

Troy’s ftréng defence, unconquer’d Pallas, aid! 

Break thou ‘l'ydides {pear, and let him fall 

Prone on the duit before the Trajqgn wall, 

So twelve young heifers, guiltlefs of the yoke, 

Shall fill thy temple with a grateful fmoke. 

But thou aton’d by penitence and prayer, 

Ourfelves, our infants, and our city {pare t- 

So pray’d the priefteis in her holy fane ; 

So vow'd the matrons, but they vow’'d in vain. 
While thefe appear before the power with pray 

Hector to Paris’ lofry dome repairs. fers, 

Himfelf the manfion rais’d, from every part 

Affembling architects of matchlefs art. 

Near Priagn’s court and Hector’s palace ftands 

The pompous ftructure, and the town commands, 

A fpear the hero bore of wondrous ftrength, 

Of full ten cubits was the lance’slength, — 
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The fteely point with golden ringlets join'd, 
Before him britndseth'd, at cach motion fhin’d, 
Thus entering, m thé glttermg rooms he found 
His brother-chief, whofe nfeleis arms lay round, 
His eyes delighting with the fplendid thow, 
Brightening the fhueld, and polithitig the bow. 
Befide hum Helen with her virgins ftands, 
Guidestbeir rich lahours, and inftradts their hands 
Him thus unactive, with an ardent look 
The prince beheld, anid high refenting fpoke 
Thy hate to ‘Troy, 1s this the tume to fhow ? 
Se wretch ul-fated, and thy country’s foe !) 
aris and Greece againft us, both confpire , 
Thy clofe refentment, and their vengetul ire, 
Tor the great Ilion’s guardian heroes fall, 
Till heips of dead alone deter d her wall, 
For thee the foldrer bleeds, the matron mourns, 
And wafteful war in all its fury burns 
L rgrateful man ' deferves not this thy care, 
Out troops to hearten, and our toils to fhare ? 
Rife, o1 behoud the conquering flames afcend, 
And all the Phrygian glorics at an end 
Brother, ‘tis yutt (:eply d the beauteous youth) 
Thy free remonitrance proves thy worth and truth 
Yer charge my abfence lef, oh generous chiet ! 
On hate to Troy, than conicious fhame and grief 
Here, hid fiom human cyes, thy br¢ ther fate, 
And mourn d in iecret, his and Ilion’s fate 
“Lis now enoueh now glory fpreads her charms, 
And beauteous Helen cally her chiet to arms 
Co queft to-day my happier {word may blefs, 
"24s man’s to fight, but Heasen s to give fuccel# 
But while Larm, contain thy grdent mind , 
Or go, and Baris fhall not lag behind 
1 faad, wor anfwer'’d Priam’s warlike fon, 6 
When Helen thus with lowly grace begun e 
Ob gcnerous brother! if the guilty dame, 
That caus d thefe woes, defirves 2 hfter sn me! 
% ould Heaven, ere all thefe dreadful deeds were 
done, 
The day that thow’d me to the golden fun, 
Had {cen my death! Why did not whirlwinds 
The fatal uxfant to the towls of air? [bear 
Whv funk I not beneath the whelming tide, 
And *m dit the roarings of the waters died? 
Heaven fli d up all my als, and J accurit 
Bore all, and Par:s of thofe ills the wortt 
Faelen at lat a braver fpoule might clam, 
Werm'd with fome virtue, fome regard of fame > 
Now, tur’d with toils, thy auneel mbs reclinc, 
With toils, faftain’d for Paris’ fake and mine 
‘Tbe Gods have link'd our miferable doom, 
Our prefent woe, and infamy to come 
Wide fall at {fpread, and laft through ages long. 
Exemple iad! and theme of future fong. 
Th che reply’d: This time forbids to reft 
The Trogan binds, by hoftile fury pref, 
Deman i their Hector, and his arm require + 
The co nbat urges, and my fonl’s on fire 
‘Wrge thou thy knight to march where glory calls, 
Aad trnely jon me, ere I jeave the walls 
Lie yet I muagle in the direful fray, 
M fe my infant, claim a moment’s ftay , 
Ths day (perhaps the laft that fves mg here) 
¢m2 = 4 parting word, a tender tear . 
*L his dav, fame God who hates our Trojan land 
y venquith Hector by a Grecian band. 








HOMER. : 
Hie fad, and pais’d with fd prefagirig § 
To feck his fj ife, tus Wil’s far te pa wie wars 


At home he tought hei, but he ught Hv 
She, with one maid of elt her ite Po 2 
Had thence Pei 8 bias nil 
The youn yanat, the hope at ‘Ttay, 
enfive ie ftood dn Thon's towery hatpht, 
Beheld the war, and ficken’d at the fight ; 
There her fad eyes in vain her lord explére 
O1 weep the wounds her dens. area ore, 

But he who found not whom hrs foul defir’d, 
Whoie virtue charm’d him as her béautyfir'd, 
Stood in the gates, and af—'d what way the bent 
Her parting ftep’? If to the fane fhe went, 
Where late the mourning matron trade tefort ; 
Or fought her fifters in the Tioyan court? | 
Not tothe court, (reply’d the attendant trzin) 
Nor mix’d with matrens to Minervs"s fane 
To Ilon’s fleepy towér fhe bent her way, 
lo mark the fortunes of the doubtful day. 

Troy fled, fhe heard, before the Grecian fword ¢ 
She heard, and trembled for her abfent lord 
Diftraétcd with furprife, the feem’d to fly, 
Fear on her cheek, and forrow in her eye. 
‘The nurfe attended with her infant boy, 

ihe young Aftyanax, the hope of Lray. 

Hector, this heard, return’d without delay ; 
Swift through the town he tiod his formes way, 
lhrough ftreets of palaces, and walks of itate , 
Aud met the maurner at the Sceean gate 
Wito haite to meet him fprung the joyful fair, 
Hs blamelets wife, Aetion'’s wealthy heir, 
(Gilician Phebe great Action iway’d, 

And Hippoplacus’ wide-extended fhade) « 
The nurfe itood near, in whofe embraces preft 
Its onlyfrope hung fmiling at her heat, 
Whom each foft charm ard early giace adorn, 
Fair as the new-boin itar that guilds the morn. 
To this lov'd infant Hector gave the name 
Scamandrius, from Scamanden’s honour’d ftreayn ¢ 
Aftyana\ the Trojans call d the boy, 

From his great tathes, the Ccieace of Troy 
Silent the warner imil’d, and ple..'d refga'd 
Lo tender paffions all h s mighty mind 

His beauteous princeis caft a mourn 1 look, 
Hur 2 of his hand, and then dejected tpoke ; 
Her bofo n labour d with a boding f1,,h, 

And the big tear ftood trembling im her eye 

lvo daring prince’ ah, whithcr doit thou 

run? 
Ah, too forgetful of thy wife and fon ' 
And thin\‘it thou not how wretched we thall be, 
A widow I, and helplefs orphan he ! 
kor ture fuch courage length of lite dentes ; 
And theu mutt fali thy vutue’s facrifice. 
Grecce in-her fingle heroes ftrove in vain } 
Now hofts oppole thee, and thou orult be fain’ 
Ob grant me, Gods' ere Hector meets his doam, 
All 1 can afk of Heaven, an early tomb ! 
So fhall my days in one fad tenor run, 
And end with forrows as they firft begun. t 
No parent now remains my griefstoihare, *# 
No father’s ard, no mother’s tender care. 
The fierge Achilles wrapt our walls 10 fite’ 
Laid Thébé waite, and flew my warhke Gee ! 
His fate compaffion in the victor bred ; , 
Stern ashe was, he yet rever'd thedeady *« 
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His radiagt arms preferv’d fiom hoftie f{poil, 
apd Isid decent on fhe 1 pile; 
Then raed @ mounta bat bones were 
burn’d : : 
The mountain nympbs thé rural tomb adorn’d, 
Jove’s Sylvan daughters bade ther elms beftow 
A. harren thade, and 1n his honour grow. 
By the fame arm my feyén brave brothers fell , 
In ong fad day beheld the gates of hell 
While the fat herds and {nowy flocks they fed ; 
Amid their fields the hapleis heroes bled ' 
My mother liv’d to bear the victog’s bands, 
The queen of Myppoplacia’s Sylvan lands - 
Redeem’d too late, the fearce beheld again 
Her pleafing eavpire and her native plain, 
When, ah! oppreft by hfe-confuming woe, 
She fell a victim to Diana's bow. 
Yet, while my Hector ftill farvives, I fee ‘ 
My tather, mother, brethien, all, in thee. 
Alas' my patents, brothers, kindred, all 
Once more will perifh, uf my Heétor fall, 
Thy wife, thy infant, 1n thy dangei fhare . 
Oh prove a hufband’s and a father’s care ' 
That quarter moft the fkilful Greeks annoy, 
Where yon wild fig-trees juin the wall of Lioy 
Thou from this tower defend th’ impor.ant pott , 
‘There Agamemnon points his dieadful hott, 
‘Lhat pals Tydides, Ajax, ftrive to gain, 
Ard there the vengeful Spartan fires lis train, 
‘Thrice oui bold fo 5 the fierce attack have given, 
Or led by hopes, or dilated from Heaven. 
Let otheis in the fie d their arnis employ, 
ro4y my H} tor here, and puird lus Troy 
Gud wae 1 ‘That poft fhall be my care, 
sot thit alo #, dut all the works of wir. 
How would de fons of Iroy, in ims ynow'd, 
And Tioy"s proud dames, whofe garments {weep 
the ground, 
Attaint the luftrc ot my former name, 
Should Hector bafely quit the held of fime ? 
My early youth wes bred to martial pains, 
My foul impel, me to th’ embitiled plains 
Let me be toremoit to detend the throne, 
And guard my father’s slags, aid my own 
Yet cone it will, the day decreed by tates 
(How my heait trembles while my tongue re- 
lates' 
The day when thor, impen 1] Troy' muft bend, 
And fee thy warriors fall, thy glories end. 
And yet no dire p efage fo wounds my mind, 
My mother’s death, the rutn of my kind, 
Not Priam’s hoary hairs defil’d vith gore, 
Not all my brothurs gafping on the fhore , 
As thine, Andromache! thy griefs I dread , 
I fee thec trembling, weeping, captive led | 
In Argive looms our battles to defign, 
And woes, of which fo large a part was thine! 
To bear the victor’s hard commands, or bing 
The weizht of witers irom Hypena’s {pr ng 
There, while you groan beneath the load ot lifc, 
They cry, Behold the mighty Hector’s Wife ' 
Some haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to fee, 
Embitters all thy woes, by naming me. 
The thoughts of glory paft, and prefent fhame, 
A. thoufand griefs thall waken at the name | 
May I he cold before that dreadful day, 
Prois’d with a load of monumental clay ! 


Thy Hedtor, wrapt in everlafting fleep, 
ee neither Hicar thee figh nor fee thee weep. 
tins ‘havirig fpoke, th’ ilaftrious chief of Troy 
Stretch‘d his fond arms to clafp the lovely boy. 
The babe clung crying to his nurfe’s breatt, 
Scar'd at the dazzling helm, and rigdding creft. 
With fecret pleafare each fond parent fmul’d, 
And Heéttér haited to relieve his child, 
The ghttering terrors fiom his poeeinnd, 
And plac’d the beaming helmet ground. 
Then kifs’d the child, and, Iftrhe high in air, 
‘Thus to the Gods preferr’d a father’s prayer 
O thou! whole glory fillsthe etheteal throne, 
And all ye deathlels powers! protect my fon ' 
Graut him, like me, to purchafe juft renown, 
lo guard the Trojans, to defend the crown, 
Againft his country’s toes the war to wage, 
And rife the Hector of the future age ! 
So when, triumphant from fuccefsful toils 
Of heroes flamn, he bears the reehing {poils, 
Whole hofts may hail him with deferv’d acclaim, 
And fiy, this chief tranfcends his father’s fame . 
While, pleas’d, amidft the general fhouts of Troy, 
His mother’s confcious heart o’erflows with joy. 
He tpoke, and, fondly gazing on her charms, 
Reftor d the pleafing burthen to her arms; 
Soft on her fragrant breaft the babe fhe laid, 
Huth’d to repoic, and with a fmrle furvey'd. 
The troubled pleafie foon chaftis’d by fear, 
She mingled with a imile a tender tear. 
Lhe fotten’d chief with kind compathon view'd, 


guid dry’d the falhng dreph. and thus purfued + 


Andiomache! mg foulgs far better part, 
Why with untimely forrows heaves thy heart ? 
Nc hoftile hand can antedite my doom, 
Lill fate conuemns me to the filent tomb. 
Fix dis the texm to all the race of earth: 
Aud fuch the hard condition of our birth, 
No force cin then rcfift, no flight can fave § 
All fuk alike, the fearful and the brave. 
No more— but haften to thy tafks at home, 
‘There guide the fpindle, and direct the loom: 
Me glory iummons to the martial thene, 
Lhe held of combat 15 the fphere for men. 
Where heroes wai, the forcmoft place I claim, 
The firft in danger, asthe firfl i dame 
Thus having fud, the glorious chief refumes 
His towery helmet, black with fhiding plumes. 
His princets part with + prophetic figh, 
Unv tlung pirts, and oft reverts her eye, 
Lhit ftreim’d at every look = then, moving flow 
Sou cht her own palace, and indulz'd her woe.! 
there while h rtears deplor’d the goulike m.n, 
Through all her train the foft imfe dbion ra 
The pious maids their mmngled forrows fhed 
And movin the living Hector, as the dead 
But now, to longc\ deaf to honaur’s « 
Forth :ffues Paris fiom the palace wall, 
In brazen arms that caft a gleamy rayy 


Swift through the town the warrigr! his way. 
‘Lhe wanton courfer thus, with 1efgs 
Bieaks frofa his ftall and beats the 


ground ; 
Pamper’d and proud, he feeks the wonted tudes, 
And laves, in oi of blood, his (uining fides , 


ad now fiegl, he toffes to the fhies + 
ane difhevell’d o'er hs shoulders flies 
. ny Lad 


er 
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He fouffs the females {n-the diftant plain, -. | What pity floth fond -féize a foulfo brave," . 
Arid iprings, ¢xylting, to his fields ‘again. Or godlike Paris live® wimar’s dave’? ee 
With eqnal triumph {orightly, bokd,.and gay, | My beart: weeps bliod-ag.what the-Frojans fay, | 
In arms refalgent gs the God of day; © 6. And hopes; thy deeds thell wipe the fain away.” 
The fon of Priam, glorying in hismight, . . afte then, invall their glorious labours fhare;;: 
Rufh'd forth with Hector to the fields of fight. For mich they fuffer,for‘thy fake ix war: 
) Thefe ills tall ceafe,.whene’er by Jove’s: de 
cree vse. a. ee Lae SR St 
We crown the bowl.to Heaven and Liberty : 
While the ‘proud foe’ ‘his’ fraftrate’ trumphe 


? 


And nowy, the warriors paffing on the, way,. 
The grageful Paris firit excus’d his flay.» ', . 
‘Yo whom the noble Hedtor thus-reply’d: 
© chief! in blood, and now in arms, ally’d: | 
Thy power in war with juitice none-contelt s 


Known is thy courage, and thy ftrength ,cunfett: And Greece indignant through her fers returns, 


BOOK VIL. 


THE ARGUMENT, 
The fingle Combat of Hefor and Ajax. 


The battle renewing with double ardour upon the return of Hector, Minerva is under apprebenfions for 
'ghe Greeks. Apollo, feeing her defcend fram Olympus, joins her near the Scxan gate, they agree to 
ut off the general engagement for that day, and incite Hecter to challenge the Greeks toa fingle coni- 
Pal. ‘Nine of the princes accepting the challenge, the lot is caft, and falls upon Ajax. Thefe heroes, 
after feveral attacks, are parted by the night. . The Trojans calling a council; Antenor propofes thie 
delivery of Helen to the Greeks, to which Paris will not cunfent, but offers to reftore them her riches. 
Friam fends a herald to make this offer, and to demand a truce for burning -the dead; the lait of 
which only is agreed by Agamemnon. When the funerals are performed, the Greeks, purfuant to 
the advice of Neftor, erect a fortification to protect their fleet and camp, flanked ‘with towers, and 
defended by a ditchand palifades.. Neptune tettifies his jealoufy at this work, but is pacified by & 
promife from Jupiter. -Both armies pafs the night in feafting ;- but Jupiter difhearteris the Trojans 
with thunder, and other figns of his wrath. - eo ae eee 
The three and twentieth day ends with the duel of Hector and Ajax: the next day the truce is agreed : 
another is taken up in the funeral rites of the hain; and one more in buikding the fortification be- 


fore the fhips. So that fomewhat above.three days is employed in this book. The icene hes whol- 


ly in the field. cae J ky oF 


So fpoke the guardian of the Trojen ftate, 
Then rufh’d npetuous through the Sceean gate. 
}itm Paris follow’d tothe dire alarms; 
Both bréathing flaughtér, both refolv’d in arms, 
As when to failors labouring through the,.main, 
‘That long had heav'd the weary oar in vain, 
jove bids at length th’ expected gales arife, . 
The gales blow grateful, and the veffel flies : 
So welcome thefe to Troy’s deftring train; .. 
The bands are cheer’d, the war awakes again. 
Bold Paris firft, the work of death begun ,. ; 
On great Menetheus, Arcithoug’ fon: 
Sprung from the fair Philomeda’s embrace, 
The pleafing Arné was his native place. 
Then funk Eioneus to the ghades. below, 
Beneath his fteely cafque he felt the blqw, 
Full ov his neck, from Hedtor’s weighty hand : 
And roll’d, with limbs relax’d, along the land.” 
By Glaucus’ {pear the bold IJphinous bleeds, 
Fix'd in the fhoulder sas ‘he mounts his-fteeds ; 
Headlong he tumbles: his Mack nerves unbound, 


wy 


Drop the cold ufelefs members on the ground, |, 


When now Minerva faw'her Argives flain,*, 
From vaft Olympus ta the gleaming plain: | 
Fierce fhe de{cends: Apollo mark’d her flight, 
Nor thot lefs fwift frons Hjon's towery height . 
Radiant they met, beneath the beechen fhade ; 
‘When thus Apoilo to the blue-ey'd Maid: 


What caufe, O daughter of almighty Jove ! 
Thus ‘wings thy progreis from the realms above ? 
Once more impetuous doft thou bend thy way, 
To give ta Greece the long-divided day? “ 

Too much has Tray already felt thy hate, 

Now breathe thy rage, and huth the iter debate » 
This day, the bufinels of the field fufpend; °° 
War foon thall kintlle, and.great Ilion bend: 
Since vengeful Goddeffes. confederate join: 

To rsaife her walls, though built by hands divine. 

To whom the Progeny of Jove replies:; © © 
T left, for this, the council of the fkies : 

But who fhall bid conflicting hofts forbear, 

What art fhall ealm the furious fons of war ? 

To her the God! Great Hector’s foul incite: 

To daresthe boldett Greek to fingle fight, 

‘Fill Greece, proyok’d, from all ber numbers fho 

A warrior worthy to be Hector’s foe. : 
«At this agreed, the heavenly powers withdrew ; 

Sage Helenus their fecret counfels knew: 

Hector, in{pir'd, he fought : fo him addref, 

Thus told the-dictates.of his facred breatt : 

Q fon of Priam ! let thy faithful ear 

Receive my words; thy friend and brother hear ! 

Go forth perfuafive, and a while engage 

The warring nations to fufpend their rage ; 

Then dare the boldeft of the hoftile traiu 

To morval combat on'the litted plam. ° - 
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or not this day thall end thy glorious date, 
ate "Gods have {poke it, and their voice is fate. 
He faid: the warrior heard the word with joy; 
Then with his {pear reftrain’d the youth of Troy, 
Held by the midft athwart. On,either hand 
The fquadrons part; th’ expecting Trojans ftand : 
Great Agamemnon bids the Greeks forbear ; 
They breathe, and huth the tumult of the war. 
Th’ Athenian Maid and glorions Gad of day 
With filent joy the fettling hotts furvey : 
In, form of vultures, on the beech’s height 
They fit conceal’d, and wait the future fight. 
The thronging troops obfcure the dufky fields, 
Horrid with briftling {pears, and gleaming fhields. 
As when a general darknefs veils the main, 
(Soft Zephyr curling the wide watery plain) 
The waves fcarce heave, the face of Ocean fi€tps, 
And a ftill horror faddens all the deeps : 
Thus in thick orders fettling wide around, 
At length compos’d they fit, and thake the ground. 
Great Hector firft amidit both armies broke 
The folemn filence, and their powers befpoke : 
Hear, all ye ‘Trojans, all ye Grecian bands, 
What my foul prompts, and what {ome God com- 
mands : 4 
Great Jove, averfe our warfare to compofe, 
O’erwhelms the nations with new toils and woes ; 
War with a fiercer tide once more 1cturns, 
Till hon falls, or till yon navy burns. 
You then, O princes of the Greeks appear ; 
*Tis Hector {peaks, and calls the Gods to hear: 
From all your troops felect the boldest knight, 
And him, the boldeft, Hector dares to fight. 
Here if I fall, by chance of battle flain, 
Be his my fpouil, and his thefe arms remain; 
But let my body, to my friends return’d, 
By Trojan hands and Trojan flames be burn’d. 
And if Apollo, in whofe aid I tiuft, 
Shall ftretch your daring champion in the duft : 
lf mine the giory to defpoil the foe ; 
On Phoebus? temple lil his arms beltow : 
The breathle(s carcafe to your navy fent, 
Greece on the fhore fhall raife a monument ; 
Which when fome future mariner furveys, 
Wafh'd by broad Hellefpant’s retounding {eas, 
Thus fhall he fay, “ A valiaut Greek hes there, 
“ By Hector flan, the mighty man of war.” 
The ftone fhall tell your vanquith’d hero's nae, 
And diftant ages learn the victor’s fame. 
This fierce defiance Greece aftonifh’d heard, 
Blufh’d to refufe, and to accept it fear’d. ‘ 
Stern Menelaiis firit the Tilence broke, 
And, inly groaning, thus opprebrieus {poke : 
Women ot Greece! Oh icandal of your face, 
Whole coward fouls your manly form dif®race ! 
How great the fhame, when evéry age fhall know 
That not a Grecian met this noble foe ! 
Go then, refulve to earth, from Whence ye grow, 
A heartlefs, {pintiefs, inglorious crew ! 
Be what ye jeem, unanimated clay ! 
Myfeif will dare the danger of the day. 
*Tis man’s bold tafk the generous {trife to try, 
But in the hands of God is victory. [preft, 
Thete words fcarce fpoke, with generous ardour 
His manly limbs in azure arms he drett : . 
That day, Atrides! a fuperior hand 
Hadeftretch'd thee breathlefs on the hoftile ftrand, 


But all at once, thy fury to compofe, 
The kings of Greece, an awful band, arofe: 
Ev'n he their chief, great Agamemngen, pre(s'd 
Thy daring hand, and this advice addrefs'd : 
Whither, O Menelaiis! wouldft thou run, 
And tempt a fate, which prudence bids thee thua 3 
Griev'd though thou art, forbear the rath defign ; 
Great Hector’s arm is mightier far than thine. 
Ev'n fierce Achilles learn’d its force to fear, 
And trembling met this dreadful fon of war. 
Sit thou fecure amidft thy focial band; 
Greece in our caufe fhill arm fome powerful hand, 
The mightieft warrior of th’ Achaian name, 
Though bold, and burning with defire of fame, 
Content, the doubtful honoyr might forego, 
So great the danger, and fo brave the foe. 

He faid, and turn’d his brother’s vengeful mind ; 
He ftvop’d to reatun, and his rage refign’d, 
No longer bent to ruth on certain harms ; 
His joytul friends unbrace his azure arms. 

He, from whofe lips divine perfuafion flows, 
Grave Neftor, then, in graceful act arofe. 
Thus to the kings he fpoke: What grief, what 

fhame, 

Attend on Greece, and all the Grecian name: 
How fhall, alas! her hoary heroes mourn 
Their fons degenerate, and their race a {corn ? 
What tears fhail down thy filver beard be roll’d, 
Oh Peleus, old in arms, in wifdom old! [hear 
Once with what joy the generous prince would 
Of every chief who fought this glorious war; 
Participate their fame, andspleas'd inquire 
Each name, each agtion, and each hero’s fire ! 
Gods ! fhould he fee our warriors trembling ftand, 
And trembling all before one hoftile hand ; 
How would he lift his aged arms on high, 
Lainent inglorious Greece, and beg to dic ! 
Oh: would to all th’ immortal powers above, 
Minerva, Phoebus, and almighty Jove! 
Years might again roll back, my youth tenew, 
And give this arm the {pring which once it knewr 
When, fierce in war, where Jardan’s waters fall 
1 led my troops to Phea’s trembling wall, 
And with th’ Arcadian {pears my prowels try’d, 
Where Celadon rolls down his rapid tide. 
There Ereuthalion brav'd us in the field, 
Proud, Areithous’ dreadful arms to wield; 
Great Areithous, known from fhore to fhore 
By the huge, knotted, iron mace he bore: 
No lance he fhook, nor bent the twanging bow,*- 
But broke, with this, the battle of the fue. 
Hun not by manly force Lycurgus flew, 
Whole guileful javelin from the thicket flew, 
Deep in a winding way his breatt affail’d, 
Nor aught the warrior’s thundering mace avail'd, 
Supine he fell: thole arms which Mars before 
Had given the vanquith'd, now the victor bore : 
But when old age had dimm’d Lycurgus’ eyes, 
To Ereuthalion he configa’d the prize. 
Furious with this, he cruth’d our level bands, 
And dar’d the trial of the ftrongeft hands ; 
Nor could the itrongeft hands his tury ftay ; 
All faw, and fear’d, his huge tempeftuous {way 
Tul I, theeyoungeft of the hoft appear'd, 
And, youngeft, met whom all our army fear’d, 
I fought the chief: my arms Minetva crown'd,: 
Prone fell the giant o’er a length of ground, 
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What then he was, Oh were you Neftor now ! 

Not Hector’s felf thould want an equal foe. 

But, warriors, you, that youthful vigour boatt, 
‘The flower of Greece, th’ examples of our hott, 
Sprung from fuch fathers, who fuch numbers {way, 
Can you ftand trembling, and defert the day? ‘ 


His warm reproofs the liftening kings inflame ;_ 


And nine, the nobleft of the Grecian name, 
Up-ftarted fierce: but far before the reit 

The king of men advanc’d his dauntlefs breaft : 
Then boid Tydides, great in arms appear’d ; 
And next his bulk gigantic Ajax rear’d: 

Oileus follow’d ; Idomen was there, 

And Merion dreadful as the God of War: 
With thefe Kurypylus and Thoas ftand, 

And wife Ulyffes clos’d the daring band. 

All thefe, alike in{pir’d with noble rage, 
Demand the fight. To whom the Pylian fage: 
Left thirft of glory your brave fouls divide ; 

What chief fhall combat, let the lots decide. 

Whom heaven thall chogfe, be his the chance to 

raife 

His country’s fame, his own immortal praife. 
‘Ihe lots produc’d, each hero figns his own ; 

Then in the general’s helm the fates are thrown ; 

The people pray, with lifxed eyes and hands, 

And vows like thefe afcemnd from all the bands: 

Grant, thou Almighty! in whofe hand is fate, 

A worthy champion for t.he Grecian ftate. 

This tafk let Ajax or Tydides prove, 

Or he, the king of kings, lelov’d by Jove ! [{pir’d, 
Old Neftor thook the cafque. Ry heaven én- 

Leap’d forth the lot, of every, Greek defir’d. 

This from the right to left the herald bears, 

Held out in order to the Crrecian peers ; 

Fach to his rival yiclds the mark unknown, = ¢ 

"Vill godlike Ajax finds the lot his own; 

Surveys th’ infeription with rejoicing eyes, 

Then cafts before him, and! with tranfport cries : 
Warriors, I claim the lot, and arm with joy ; 

Be mine the conquett of this chief of Troy. 

Now, while my brighteft arms my limbs invett, 

To Saturn's fon be all your vows addreft ; 

But pray in fecret, left the foes fhould hear, 

And deem your prayers the mean effect of fear. 

Said I infecret ? No, your vows declare, 

In fuch a voice as fills the earth and air. 

Lives there a chief whom .Ajax ought to dread. 

Ajax in all the toils of battle bred? 

From warlike Salamis I drew my birth, 

And, born to tombats, fear ho force on earth. 
He faid. The troops, with elevated eyes, 

Implore the God, whote thunder rends the tkies : 

O Father of mankind, fuperior Lord! 

On lofty Ida’s holy hill ador'd ; 

Who in the higheft heaven has fix’d thy throne, 

Supreme of Gods! unbounded and alone : 

Grant thou, that Telamon fnay bear away 

The praife and conqueft of this doubtful day : 

Or if ilpérious Hector be thy care, 

That both may claim it, and that beth may thare. 
Now Ajax brac'd his dazeling armour on; 
Sbeath’d in pright feel the giant-warrior lone : 

He moves to combat with roajettic pace ; 
50 ftalks in arms the grizly God ot Thrace, 
Jove to punith faithlels men prepares 
Sives whole nations to the waite of wars. 


| Grimly he fmil’d ; earth 
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Thus march’d the chief, tremenduous as a God 
Svaly be fel a eee ee lyre alga 
is mafly javelin, quivering in an 
He ftood, the bulwask of the Grecian band. 
Through every Argive heart new tranfpost ran 5 
All’Troy food trembling at the mighty man : 
Ev’n Hector paus’d ; , with new doubt opa 


preft, 
Felt his great heart fufpended in his breatt : 
"T'was vain to feck retreat, and vain to fear; 
Himfelf had challeng'd, and the foe drew near. * 

Stern Telamon behind his ample thield, ‘ 
As from a brazen tower, o’erlook’d the field. 
Huge ae orb, with feven thick folds o’ers 

ca . 
Ofgereh bull-hides; of folid brafs the laft, 
(‘Ha work of Tychius, who in Hylé dweil'd, 
And all in arts of armoury eacell’d ;) 
This Ajax bore before his manly breaft, 

And, threatening, thus his adverfe chief addreft : 
Hector ! approach my arm ! and fingly know 
What ftrength thou hait, and what the Grecian 

foe. 
Achilles thuns the fight; yet fome there are, 
Not void of foul, and not unfkill’d in war: 
Let hint, unactive on the fea-beat fhore, 
Indulge his wrath, and aid our arms no more ; 
Whole troops of heroes Greece has yet to boaft, 
And fends thee one, a fample of her hott. 
Such as I am,1 come te prove thy might ; 
No more---be {udden, and begin the fight. 

O fon of Telamon, thy country’s pride ! 
(To Ajax thus the Trojan prince reply’d) 
Me as a boy er woman would’ft thou fright, 
Now totthe field, and trembling at the fight? 
Thou mMeet’ft a chief deferving of thy arms, 
To combat born, and bred amidft alarms: 

I know to fhift my ground, remount the car, 
Turn, charge, and anfwer every call of war; 
To right, to left, the dexterous lance I wield, 
And bear thick battle on my founding thield. 
But open be our fight, and bold each blow ; 
I fteal no conqueft irem a noble foe. 

He faid; and, rifing high above the field, 
Whirl'd the long lance againf the fevenfold fhield. 
Full on the brats defcending from above 
‘Through fix bull-hides the furious weapon drove, 
Tall in the feventh it fix'd. ‘Then Ajax threw ; 
(hrough Hector’s flueld the forceful javelin flew, 
His corflet enters, and hn garment rends, 

And glancing downwards near his flank defcends: 

The wary Trojan furinks, and, bending low 

Beneath his buckhler, difappoints the blow. 

From es bor’d thields the chiefs their javelins 
e drew, 

Then clofe impetuous, and the charge renew : 

Fierce asthe mountain-lions bath’d in blood, 

Or foaming boars, the terror of the wood. 

At Ajax, Hector his long lance eatcnds ; 

The blunted point againti the bucKler bends: 

But Ajax, watchful as bis foe drew near, 

Drove thieugh the Trojan targe the knotty {pears 

It ee neck, with matchlefs ftrength im. 

pell'd ; 

Spouts the blaek gore, and dims his fhining thield. 

Yet ceas’d not Hector thus: but, ftooping down, 

Tn his ftrong hand up-heav’d a flinty ftone, . 
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Black, craggy, vat: to this his force he bends; 
Full on the brazen bofs the ftone defcends ; 
The hollow brafs refonnded with the thock, 
Then a {éi2'd thefragment of a rock, 
Apply’ each nerve, and {winging round on high, 
ith forcé tempeffuous let the ruin fly: {broke : 
The huge ftone thundering through his buckler 
His flacken’d knees receiv’d the numbing firoke ; 
Great Hedtor falls extended en the field, 
, His bulk fupporting on the fhatter'd thield : 
Nos wanted heavenly aid: Apollo’s might 
Confirm’d his finews, and reftor’d to fight, 
And now both heroes their broad faulchions drew: 
In flaming circles round their heads they flew ; 
But then ‘by heralds’ voice the word was given, 
The facred minifters of earth and heaven : 
Divine Talthybius whom the Greeks employ, 
And fage Ideus on the part of Troy. 
Between the {words their peaceful fceptres rear’d; 
And firft Ideus* awful voice was heard: - 
Forbear, my fons ! your farther force to prove, 
Both dear to men, and both belov’d of Jove. 
To either hoft your matchlefs worth is known, 
Each founds your praife, and war is all your own, 
But now the night extends her awful fhagle ; 
The Goddefs parts you: be the nieht obey’d. 
To whom great Ajax his high foul exprefs’d: 
O Sage * to Hector be thefe words addrefs'd ; 
© Let him who firft provok'd our chiefs to fight, 
Let him demand the fanction of the night ; 
If firft he afk it, I content obey, 
And ceafe the ftrite when Heétor fhows the way.” 
Oh firft of Greeks ! (his noble foe rejoin’d) 
Whoth heaven adorns, fuperior to thy kind, 
With ftrength of body, and with worth ot'mind! 
Now martial law commands us to forbear ; 
Hereafter we fhall meet in glorious war, 
Some future day fhall lengthen out the ftrife, 
And let the Gods decide of death or life ! 
Since then the night extends her gloomy fhade, 
And Heaven enjoins it, be the night abey’d. 
Return, brave Ajax, to thy Grecian friends, 
And joy the nations whom thy arm defends ; 
As I thall glad each chief, and Trojan wife, 
Who wearies Heaven with vows for Hector’s life. 
But let us, on this meinorable day, [fay, 
Exchange fome gift; that Greece and Troy may 
** Not hate, but glory, made thefe chiefs contend ; 
** And each brave foe was in his foul a friend.” 
With that, a {word with ftars of filver grac’d, 
The baldrick ftudded, and the theath enchas’d, 
He gave the Greek. The generous Greek beftow’d 
A radiant belt that rich with purple glow’d. —«s 
‘Then with majeltic grace they quit the plain ; 
This feeks the Grecian, that the Phrygia® train. 
The Trojan bands returning Hectur wait, 
And hail with joy the champion of their ftate ; 
Efcap’d great Ajax, they furvey’d him round, 
Alive, unharm’d, and vigorous from his wound. 
To Troy’s high gates the godlike man they bear, 
Their prefent triumph, as their late defpair. 
But Ajax, glorying in his hardy deed, 
The well-arm'd Greeks ta Agamemnon lead. - 
A fteer for facrifice the king defign’d, 
Of full five years, and of the nobler kind. : 
The vidlim fails; they ftrip the {moking hide, 
The beag they quartey, and the joints divide ; 
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Then {pread the tables, the repaft prepare, 
Each takes his feat, and each receives his fhare. 
The king himfelf (an honorary fign) 
Before great Ajax plac’d the mighty chine. 
When now the rage of hunger was remov'd, 
Neftor, in each perfuafive art approv’'d, 
The fage whofe counfels long had {way’d the reft, 
In words like thefe his prudent thought expreft s 

How dear, O kings! this fatal day has cot ! 
What Greeks are perifh’d! what a people loft ! 
What tides of blood have drench’d Scamandra’s 

fhore ! 
What crowds of heroes funk, to rife no more ! 
Then hear me, chief! nor let the morrow’s light 
Awake thy fquadrons to new toils of fight ; 
Some {pace at leaft permit the war to breathe, 
While we to flames our flaughter’d friends be~ 
queath. 
From the red field their fcatter’d bodies bear ; 
And nigh the fleet a funeral ftructure rear ; 
So decent urns their {nowy bones may keep, 
And pious children o’er their afhes weep. 
Here, where on one promifcuous pile they blaz’d, 
High o’er them alla general tomb be rais’d ; 
Next, to fecure our camp, and naval powers, 
Raife an embattled wall, with lotty towers ; 
From fpace to {pace be ample gates around, 
For patling chariots; and a trench profound, 
So Greece to combat fhall in fafety go, 
Nor fear the fierce incurfions of the foe, 
Twas thus the fage his wholefome counfel mov’d3 
The fceptred kings of Greece his words ap- 
rov'l, e 

Mean while, conven'd at Priam’s palace-gate, 

The Trojan peers in nightly council fate ; 

A fenate void of order, as of choice ; 

Their hearts were fearful, and confus’d their voice. 
Antenor rifing, thus demands their ear: 

Ye Trojans, Dardans, and auxiliars, hear ! 
*Tis Heaven the counfel of my breaft in{pires, 
And I but move what every God requires: 
Let Sparta’s treafure be this hour reitor’d, 
And Argive Helen own her ancient lord. 
The ties of faith, the {worn alliance broke, 
Our impious battles the juft Gods provoke. 
As this advice ye practife, or reject, 

So hope fuccefs, or dread the dire effect. 

The fenior fpoke, and fate. To whom reply’d 
The graceful hufband of the Spartan bride ; 

Cold counfels, Trojan, may become thy years, 
But found ungrateful in a warrior’s ears: 

Old man, if void of fallacy or art, 

Thy words exprefs the purpofe of thy heart, 
Thou, in thy time, more fo nd advice hait given 
But wifdpm has its date, affign’d by Heaven. 
Then hear me, princes of the Trojan name ! 
Their treafures I°ll reftore, but not the dame ; 
My treafures too, for peace, I will refign; 

But be this bright poffeffion ever mine. 

*T was then, the growing difcord to compofe, 
Slow from his feat the reverend Priam rofe ; | 
His godlike aipect deep attention drew: 

He paus’d, and thefe pacific words enfue : 

Ye Trojgns, Dardans, and auxiliar bands ! 
Now take refrefhment as the hour demands : 
Guard well the walls, relieve the watch of night, 
Till the new fun reftore the cheerful light: 
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Then fhail our herald to th’ Atrides fent, 
fore their fhips proclaim my fon's intent. 
ext let a trace be atk’d, that Troy may burn 
Her flaughter'd heroes, and their bones inurn ; 
That done, once more the fate of war be try'd, 
And whofe the conqueft, mighty Jove decide! 
The monarch fpoke! the warriors {poke with 
(Eech at his poft in arms) a fhortrepaft. = [haite 
Soon as the rofy morn had wak'd the day, 
‘To the black fhips Ideus bent his way; 
There, to the fons of Mars, in council found, 
He rais’d his voice ;_ the hoft fteod liftening round : 
Ye fons of Atreus, and ye Greeks, give ear ! 
‘The words of Troy and Troy’s great monarch hear, 
Pleas’d may ye hear (fo Heaven fucceed my prayers) 
What Paris, author of the war, declares. 
The {poils and treafures he to Lion bore, 
(Oh, had he perifh’d ere they toyeh’d our fhore !) 
Hie oroffers injur’d Greece ; with large increafe 
Of added Trojan wealth, to buy the peace. 
But to reftore the beauteous bride again, 
This Greece demands, and Troy requefts in vain. 
BMext, O ye chiefs! we afk a truce, to burn 
Our flaughter’d heroes, and their bones inurn. 
That done, once more the fate of war be try’d, 
And whofe the conqueft, mighty Jove decide ! 
The Greeks geve ear, but none the Silence broke: 
At length Tydides rofe, and rifing {poke : 
Oh, take not, friends! defrauded of your fame, 
Their proffer’d wealth, noreven the Spartan dame. 
Ket conqueft make them ours: fate fhakes their 
Arid Troy already totters to her fall. {will, 
Th’ admiring chiefs, and al! the Grecian name, 
With general thouts tetarn’d him loud aclaim. 
Then thus the King of Kings rejects the peace: 
Herald! in him thou hear'ft the voice of Grecce.¢ 
For what remains; Jet funeral flames be fed 
With heroes corpfe ; { war not with the dead : 
Go fearch your flaughter'd chiefs on yorder plain, 
And gratify the manes of the flain: 
Be bie aiiel whole thunder rolls on high ! 
Se {aid, and rear‘d his {ceptre to the tky. 
To facred Troy, where all her princes lay 
‘To wait th’ event, the herald bent his way. 
He came, and ftanding in the midft, explain’d 
The peace rejected, but the truce obtain'd. ‘ 
Straight to their feveral cares the Trojans move ; 
Some fearch the plains, fome tellthe founding grove: 
Wor lefs the Greeks, defcending on the fhore, 
Hlew'd the green forefts, and the bodies bore. 
And now from forth the chambers of the main, 
‘To thed his facred light on earth again, : 
#rofe the golden chariot of the day, 
And tipt the mountains with a purple ray. 
In mingled throngs the Greek and Trojan train 
‘Through heaps of carnage fearch the mournful 
plain. [plore, 
Scarce could the friend his flaughter'd friend ex- 
With duft difhonour’d, and deform’d with gore. 


‘The wounds they wath’d, their pious tears they thed, 


And, laid along their cars, deplor’d the dead; 
Sage Priam check'd their grief: with filent hafte 
The bodies decent on their piles were plac'd: * 
With melting hearts the ceid remains whey burn’d; 
Asd fadly flow to facred Troy return’d. : 
War lefs the Greeks their pious forrows thed, 

And decent on the pile difpofe the dead ; 


The cold remains confume with equal care : 

And, flowly, fadly, to their fleet repsir, “[light 
Now, ere the morn hed ftreak’d with reddening” 
The doubttul confines of thé day and night ; 
About the dying flames the Greeks appear’d, 

And round the pile a general tomb they rear’d. 
Then, to fecure the camp and naval powers, 

They rais’d embattled walls with lofty towers : 
From fpace to {pace were ample gates around, 

For paffing chariots, and a trench profound, 

Of largeextent; and deepiacarth, below,  , 
Strong piles infiz’d ftood adverfe to the foc. 

Sotoil’d the Greeks: mean while the Gods above 
In fhining circle round their father Jove, 

Amaz’d beheld the wondérous warks of man: 
Then he, whote trident thakes the earth, began: 

What mortals henceforth fhall our power adere, 
Our fanes frequent, our oracles implore, 

If the proud Grecians thus fuccefsful boaft 

Their rifing bulwarks on the fea-beat coatt ? 

See the long walls extending to the main, 

No God confulted, and no victim flain ! 

Their fame fhall fill the world’s remateft ends ; 
Wide as the morn her golden beam extends, * 
While oj]d Ladmedon’s divine abodes, 

Thofe radiant structures rais’d by labouring Gods, 
Shall, raz’d and loft, in long oblivion fleep. 

Thus {poke the hoary monarch of the deep. 

Th’ Almighty Thunderer with a frown replies, 
That clouds the world, and blackens half the fkies: 
Strong God of Ocean! thou, whofe rage can make 
The folid Earth’s eternal bafis fhake : 

What caufe of fear from mortal works could move 

The meaneft fubject of our realms above? « 

Where’eé the fun’s refulgent rays are cait, 

Thy po Wer is honoue’d, and thy fame thall Jaft. 

But yon proud work no future age fhall view, é 

No trace remain where once the glory grew, 

The fapp’d foundations by thy force thalt fall, 

And, whelm’d beneath thy waves, drop the huge 
wall: 

Vaft drifts of fand fhali change the former hore ; 

The ruin vanifh’d, and the name no more. 

Thus they in heaven: while o’er the Grecian 

The rolling fun defcending to the main [train, 

Beheld the finifh’d work. Their bulls they flew: 

Black from the tents the favoury vapours flew. 

And now the fleet, arriv'd from Lemnos’ ftands, 

With Bacchus’ bletfings cheer’d the generous bands. 

Of fragrant wine the rich Eunzus fent 

A thoufand meafures to the royal 

_ wus, whom Hypfipyle of yore 

‘To Jafon, fhepherd of his people, bore) 

The reft they purchas'd at their proper coft, 

And well the plenteous freightdupply'd the hoft 

Each, inexchange, propertion’d treafares gave : 

Some brafs, or iron ; fome’an ox, of flave. 

Allnight they feait, the Greek and Trojan powers; 

Thofe on the fields, and thefe within their towers. 

But Jove averle the figns of wrath difplay'd, 

And hot red lightnings through the gloomy fhade: 

Humbled they ftood ; pale horror feiz’d on all, 

While the deep thunder fhook th’ aérial hall. 

Each pour’d to Jove, before the bow! was crown’d: 

And large libations drench’'d the thirfty ground : 

Then late, refreth’d with fleep from toils of fight, 

Enjoy’ the balmy bleilings of the night. : 
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BOOK VII.’ 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The fecond Battle, and the Diftre/s of the Greeks. ' 


- @ 

Jopiter affembles a council of the Deities, and threatens them with the pains or Tartarus if they ati 
ejther fide: Minerva only obtains of him that fhe may direct the Greeks by her counfels. The ar. 
"rm es join battle: di on Mount Ida weighs in his balances the fates of both, and affrights the 
Greeks with his thunders and lightnings. Neftor alone continues in the field, in great danger; 
Diomed relieves him; whofe silat, and thofe of Hetor, aré excellently defcribed. Juno endea~ 
vours to animate Neptune to the aiffiftance of the Greeks, But in vain. The acts of Teucer, who is 
at length wounded by He‘tor, and carried off. Juno and Minerva prepare to aid the.Grecians: 
but are reftrained by Iris, fent from Jupiter. The night puts an énd tothe battle. Hector con. 
tinnes in the field (the Greeks being driven to their fortifications before the fhips) and gives orders 
to keep the watch all night in the camp, to prevent the enemy from reimbarking and efcaping by 


flight. ‘They kindle fires through all the field, and pafs the night under arms. 
The time of feven and twenty days is employed from the opening of the poem to the end of this 
book. The fcene here (except of the celeftial machines) lies in the freld toward the fea-fhore. 


® 

Acvgora now, fair daughter of the dawn, 
Sprinkled with rofy light the dewy lawn; 
When Juve conven’d the fenate of the fhies, 
Whére high Olympus’ cloudv tops arife. 
The Sire of Gods his awful filence bruke, 
The heavens attentive trembled as he {poke : 

Celeftial ftates, immortal Gods! give ear, 
Hear our decree, and reverence what ye hear; 
Theelix’d decree, which not all Heaven can move 5 
Thou Fate: fulfil it; and, ye Powers, 4pprove ! 
What God but enters yon forbidden field, 
Who yields affiftance, or but wills to yield ; 
Back to the fkies with fhame he fhall be driven, 
Ga‘h’d with difhoneft waunds, the fcorn of heaven: 
Or far, oh far from fteep Olympus’ thrown, 
Low in the dark Taitarran gult fhall groan, 
With burning chains fix’d to the brazen floors, 
And lock’d by hell’s inexorable doors ; 
As deep beneath th’ infernal centre hurl*d, 
As from that centre to th’ ethereal world. 
Let him who tempts me, diead thofe dire abodes; 
And know, th? Almighty is the God of Gods. 
League all your forces then, ye Powers abvve, 
jon all,and try th’ omnipotence of Jove; 

et down our golden everlafting chain, 

Whole ftrong embrace holds heaven, afid earth, and 

Strive all, of mortal and immortal birth [main: 

To drag, by this, the Thundcrer down to earth : 

Ye ftrive in vain! If I but ftretch this hand, 

I heave the Gods, the ocean, and the lard; 

I fix the chain to great Olympus’ height, 

And the vaft world hangs trembling in my fight! 

For fuch I reign, unbounded and above’; 

And fuch are men and Gods, compar’d to Jove. 
Th’ Almighty fpoke, nor dur the Powers re- 

A&A reverend horror filenc’d all the fky ; (ply, 

‘Frembling they ftood before their Sovereign's look : 

At oe beft-belov’d, the Power of Wifdom 

poke : 

_Oh firtt and greateft! God, by Gods ador'd !: 
We own thy might, our Father and ~*~" 
Bet ah! permit to pity human ftate ; 

If uot to help, at icaft lament their fate. 


From fields forbidden we fubmifs refrain, 

With arms ee mourtr our Argives flain ; 
Yet grant my counfels ftill their breafts may move, 
Or all muft perifh in the wrath of Jove. 

The cloud-compelling God her fuit approv’d, 
And finil’d fuperior an his beft-belov’d. 

Then call’d his courfers, and his chariot took ; 
The {tedfaft firmament beneath him fhook : 

Rapt by th’ ethereal fteeds the chariot roll’d ; 
Biafs were their hoofs, their curling manes of gold. 
Of heaven’s undroffy gold the God’s array 
Refulgent, flath’d intolerable day. 

High on the throne he fhines: his courfers fly 
Between th’extended earth and ftarry fky. 

But when to Ida’s topmoft height he came, 

(Fair nurfe of fountdins, and of favage game) 
Where, o’er her pointed fummits ptoudly rais’d, 
His fane bieath’d odours, and his altars blaz’d ; 
There, from his radiant car the facred Sire 

Of Gods'and men releas’d the fteeds of fire: 

Btue’ ambrent mifts th’ immortal fteeds embrac’d: 
Fgh on the cloudy point his feat he plac’d; 
Thence his broad eye the fnbject world furveys, 
The town, and tents, and navigable {eas. 

Now had the Grecians f{natch’d_a fhort repatk, 
And buckled on their thining arms with hafte. 
Troy rouz'd as fvon; for on this dreadful day 
The fate of tathérs, wives, and infants lay. 

The gates unfolding paur forth all their train s 

Squadrons on fquadrons cloud the dufky plain : 

Men, pons chariots thakée the trembling 
ground ; 

The tumult thickens, and the fkies refound. 

And now with fhouts the fhotking armies clos’d2 

To lances lances, fhields to thields oppos’d, 


‘Hof againft hot with thadowy legions drew, 


The founditg darts in iron tempeits flew, 
Victors and vanquifh’d join promifcuous cries, 
Triumphant thouts and dying groans arife ; 
With ftreaming blood the flippery fields are 
And flaughter'’d heroes {well the dreadful ~ 
Long as the morring beams encreafing brij 
Over heaven’s clear agure {pread the facrec 


_ 
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Commutual death the fate of war confounds, 
Each adverfe battle gor'd with equal wounds. 
But when the fun the height of heaven afcends; 
The Sire of Gods his golden {cales fufpends, 
With equal hand: in thefe explor’d the fate 

Of Greece and Troy, and pois’d the mighty weight. 
Pref;'d with its load, the Grecian balance lies 
Low funk on earth, the Trojan ftrikes the fktes, 
Then Jove from Ida’s top his horror {preads ; 
The clouds burit dreadful o’er the Grecian heads: 


Thick lightnings flath; the muttering thunder rolls. 


Their ftrength he withers, and unmany their fouls. 
Before his wrath the trembling hofts retire ; 
The God in terrois, and the fkies on fire, 
Nor great Idomeneus that fi; ht could bear, 
Nor each ftern Ajax, thunderbolts of war : 
Nor he, the king of men, th’ alarm futtain‘d ; 
Neftor alone amidit the ftorm remain’d. 
Unwilling he remain’d, for Paris’ dart 
Had pierc’d his courfer in a mortal part: 
Fix’d in the forehead where the fpringing mane 
Curi’d o’er the brow, it flung him to the brain: 
Mad with his engurth, he begins to rear, 
Paw with his hoofs aloft, and lafh the air. 
Scarce had his faulchion cut the reims, and freed 
Th’ encumber’d chariot from the dying feed, 
When dreadful Hector thundering thro’ the war, 
Pour'’d to the tumult on his wh rling car. 
That day had ftretch’d beneath his matchlefs 
hand 
The hoary monarch of the Pylian band: « 
But Diomed beheld * from fogth the crowd 
He rufh’d and on Ulyfius call’d aloud. 
Whither, oh whither does Ulyffus run? 
Oh flight unworthy great Laertes’ fon! ‘ 
Mix’d with the vulgar thall thy fate be found, 
Pierc’d in the back, a vile, difhoneft wound ? 
Oh turn and fave from Heétor’s direful rage 
The glory of the Greeks, the Pyhan fage. 
His fruitlefs words are loft unheard in air, 
Ulyffes feeks the thips, and fhelters there. 
But bold Tydides to the refcue goes, 
A fingle warrior *midit a hoft of foes; 
Before the couriirs with a fudden {pring 
#ie leap’d, and anxious thus befpoke the king: 
Great perils, father! wait th’ unequal fight ; 
Thefe younger champions will opprels thy might. 
Thy veins no more with ancient vigor glow; 
Weak is thy f{crvant, and thy courfers flow. 
‘Then hafte, afeend my feat, and from the car 
Obferve the fteeds ot Tros, renown’d i. war, 
Practis’d alike to turn, to ftop, to chaiz, 
To dare the fight, or urge the rapid race: 
Thefe late obey’d Atneas’ guiding rein, 
Leave thou thy chariot to our faithful train; 
With thefe againft yon Trojans will we go, 
Nor fhall great Hector want an equal foe ; 
Fierce as he is, ev'n he may learn to fear 
The thirfty fury of my flying fpear. 
Thus faid the chief; and Neftor, fkill’d in war, 
Approves his counfel, and afcends the car: 
The fteeds he left, their trutty fervants hold; 
Eurymedon, and Sthenclus the bold : 
The reverend charioteer directs the courfe, 
And ftrains his aged arm to lath the horie. 
Hector thy face; unknowing how to fear, 
Fierce he drove on; Tydides whirl'd his fpear. 
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The fpear with erring haite.miftook its way; 
But plung’d in Eniopsus’ befom lay, 
His opening hand in death forfakes the rein ; 
The fteeds fly back : he falls, and fpurns the ~ 
Great Hector forrows for his fervant kill’d, / 
Yet unreveng’d permits to prefs the field ; 
Till, to fupply his place and rule the car, 
Rofe Archeptolemus, the fierce in war. 
And now had death and horror cover'd all; , 
Like timorous flocks the Trojans in their wall 
Enclos’d had bled: but Jove with awful found 
Roll’d the big thunder o’er the vaft profound ; 
Full in Tydides face the lightning ‘flew ; 
The ground before him flam’d With fulphur Blue ; 
The quivering fteeds fell proftrate at the fight ; 
And Neftor’s trembling hand confefs’d his fright ; 
He dropp’d the reins; and, fhook with ~ — 
dread, 
Thus, turning, warn’d th’ intrepid Diomed : 
O chief! too daring in thy friend's defence, 
Retire advis’d, and urge the chariot hence. 
This day, averfe, the Sovereign of the fkies 
Affifts great Hector, and our palm denies. 
Some other fun may fee the happier hour, 
When Greece thall conquer by his heavenly power. 
°Tis not in wan his fix’d decree to move : 
The great will glory to fubmit to Jove. 
© reverend prince ! (Tydides thus replies) 
Thy years are awful, and thy words are wife. 
But ah, what prief, fhould haughty Hector b 
I fled ingloriousto the guarded coatt ! 
Before that dire difgrace fhall blaft my fame, 
O’erwhclm me, earth ; and hide a warrior’s fame. 
To whol Gerenian Neftor thus reply’d ; ; 
Gods ! an thy courage fear the Phrygian’s pride ? 
Hector may vaunt, but who fhall heed the boaft? 
Not thofe who felt thy arm, the Dardan hoft, } 
Nor ‘Troy, yet bleeding in her heroes loft ; 
Not ev’n a Phrygian dame, who dreads the {word 
That laid in duft her lov’d, lamented lord. 
He faid, and hafty o’er the gafping throng 
Drives the fwift fteeds ; the chariot frackes along. 
The fhouts of Trojans thicken in the wind ; 
The ftorm of hiffing javelins pours behind. 
Then, with a voice that fhakes the folid fkies, 
Pleas’d Hector braves the warrior #s he flies. 
Go, mighty hero, grac’d above the reft 
In feats of council and the fumptuous feaft ; 
Now hope no more thofe honours from thy train; 
Go, lefs than woman, in the form of man ! 
To {cale our walls, to wrap our towers in flames, 
To lead in exile the fair Phrygian dames, 
Thy once proud hopes, prefumptuous aaa) oh 
e100, Cade 
This arm fhall reach thy heart, and firetch thee 
Now fears diffuade him, and now hopes invite, 
To ftop his courfers, and to ftand the fight ; 
Thrice turn’d the chief, and thrice imperial Jove 
On Ida’s fummits thunder’d from above : 
Great Hedlor heard; he faw the flafhing light, 
(The fign of conqueft) and thus urg’d the fight: 
Hear,every Trojan, Lycian, Dardan band, 
All fam’d in war, and dreadful hand to hand. 
Be mindful ofthe wreaths your arms have won, 
Your great forefathers’ glories, and your own. 
Heard ye the voice of Jove ?: Succefs and fame 
Await on Troy, en Greece eternal fhame. 
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In vain they fkulk behind their boafted wall, 

vem ear ees en we -l§ arm to fall. 

High o'er their flighted 
bound ; 

And pafs victorious o’er the levell’d mound. 

Soon as before yon hollow fhips we ftand, 

Fight each with‘ flames, and tofs the blazing 
brand ; 

Till, their proud navy wrapt in fmoke and fires, 

' All Greece, encompais’d, in one blaze expires. 

Furious he faid ; then, bending o’er the yoke, 


Encourag’d his proud fteeds, while thus he {poke: | 


Now, Xonthus, A&thon, Lampus ! urge the chafe, 
And, thou, Podafgus! prove thy generous race: 
Be fleet, be fearlefs, this important day, 
And all your mafter’s well-{pent care repay. 
For this, high-fed in plenteous ftalls ye ftand, 
Serv’d with pure wheat, and by a princefs’ hand ; 
For this my tpoufe, of great Aétion’s line, 
So oft has fteep’d the ftrengthening grain in wine. 
Now {wift purfue, now thunder uncontroul’d ; 
Give me to feize rich Nettor’s fhield of gold; 
From Tydeus’ fhoulders ftrip the coftly load, 
‘Vulcanian arms, the labour of aGod: | 
Thefe if we gain, then victory, ye powers ! 
This night ; this glorious night, the fleet is ours. 
That heard, deep anguifh ttung Saturnia’s foul, 
She fhook her throne that fhook the ftarry pole : 
And thus to Neptune: Thou, whofe force can make 
The ftedfatt earth from ber foundations fhake, 
See’ft thou the Greeks by fates unjuit opprett, 
Nor {wells that heart in thy immortal breatt ? 
Yet di-ge, Helicé, thy power obey, 
And gifts unceafing on thine altars lay, 3 
Would all the Deities of Greece combiné, 
An vain the gloomy Thundcrer might repine : 
Sole fheuld he fit, with {carce a God to friend, 
And fee his l’rojans to the fhades defcend : 
Such be the fcene from his Idgan bower ; 
Ungrateful pro{pect to the fullen Power! 
Neptune with wrath rejects the rath defign: 
What rage, what madnefs, furious Queen, is 
I war not with the Higheft. Allabove (thine! 
Submit and tremble at the hand of Jove. 
Now godlike Hector, to whofe matchlefs might 
Jove gave the glory of the deftin’d fight, 
= orig on fquadrons drives, and fills the fields 
ith clofe-rang’d chariots, and with thicken’d 
ihields, 
Where the deep trench in length extended lay, 
Compacted troops ftand wedg'd in firm array, 
A dreadful front ! they {hake the brands, and threat 
With long-deftroying flames the hoftile fleet. 
he king of men, by Juno’s felf infpir’d, a 
oil’d through the tents, and all his army fir'd. 
Swift as he mov’d he lifted in his hand 
JLlis purple robe, bright enfign of command. 
High on the midmott bark the king appear’d ; 
There, from Ulyffes’ deck his voice was heard : 
To Ajax aud Achilles reach'd the found, 
Whofe diftant fhips the guardéd navy bound. 
Oh Argives ! fhame of human race, he cry’d ;. 
(The hollow veffels to his voice reply’d) 
Where now are all your glorious boufts of yorey 
Your haity triumphs on the Lemnian fhore ? 
Each fearlefs hero dares an hundred fues, 
While the feait lafts, and while the gublet flows ; 


trench ovr feeds fhall 


a 
But who to meet one martial man is found, 
When the fight rages, and the flames {urround ? 
O mighty Fore 1 oh fire of the diftre{s’d ? ae 
Was ever king hke me, like me opprefs’d ? 
With power immenfe, with juftice arm’d in vaing! 
My glory ravifh’d, and my people flain ! 
To chee my vows were breath’d from every fhore; 
What altar fmok’d not with our victims’ gore?‘ 
With fat of bulls I fed the conftant flame, 
And afk’d deftruction to the Trojan name. 
Now, gracious God ! far humbler our demand ! 
Give thefe at leaft t’ efcape from Hector’s nd, 
And fave the relics of the Grecian land ! 

Thus pray’d the king ; and Heaven's great, Fa~ 

ther heard 
His vows, in bitternefs of foul preferr’d ; 
The wrath appeas’d, by happy figns declares, 
And gives the people to their monarch’s prayers 
His eagle, facred bird of Heaven | he {ent, 
A fawn his talons trufs’d (divine portent !) 
High o’er the wondering hofts he fnar’d above, 
Who paid their vows to Panomphzan Jove ; 
Then let the prey before his altar tall, 
‘The Greeks beheld, and tranfport feiz’d on all.: 
Encourag’d by the fign, the troops revive, ; 
And fierce on Troy with double fury drive. 
Tydides firft of all the Grecian force, 
O’er the broad ditch impell’d his foaming horfe, 
Pierc’d the deep ranks, their ftrongeit battle 
tore, 

Af dy’d his javelin red with Trojan gore. 
Young Agelatis (Phradmon was hi fire) 
With flying courfers fhun’d his dreadful ire : 
Struck through the back, the Phrygian fell oppreft; 
dhe dart drove on, and :ffued at his breait : 
Headlong he quits the car; his arms refound : 
His ponderous buckler thunders on the ground. 
Forth rufh a tide of Greeks, the paflage freed ; 
Th’ Atridse firft, th’ Ajaces next fucceed : 
Meriones, like Mars in arms renown'd, 
And godlike Idomen, now pafs’d the mound : 
Evemon’s fon next iffues to the foe, 
And laft, young Teucer with his bended bow. 
Secure behind the Tclamonian fhield 
The fkilful archer wide furvey'd the field, 
With every fhaft fome hoftile victim flew, 
Then clofe beneath the feven-fold orb withdrew: 
The confcious infant fo, when fear alarms, 
Retires fur fafety to the mother’s arms. 
Thus Ajax guards his brother in the field, 
Moves as he moves, and turns the fhining fhield. 
Who firft by Teucer’s mortal arrows bled ? 
Orfilochus; then fell Oimenus dead : 
The god like Lycophon neat prefs'd the plain, 
With Chromius, Detor, Opheleftes flain : 
Bold Hamopaon breathlef, funk to ground ; 
The bloody pile great Menalippus crown’d, 
Heaps fell on heaps, fad trophies of his art, 
A Trojan ghoft attended every dart. 
Great Agamemnon views with joyful eye 
The ranks giow thinner as his arrows fly: 
Oh youth for ever dear! (the monarch cry’d} 
Thus, always thus, thy early worth be try’d; 
Thy brave example fhall retrieve our hott, 
Thy country’s faviour, and thy father’s boaft ! 
Sprung from an alien’s bed thy fire to grace, 
The vigorous offspring of a ftolen embrace, 
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Proud of his bby, he own'd the generous Jame, 
Abd the brave fon repays his cares with fame, 
Now bear a monafch’s vow: If heaven's high 
powers bao 
Give me to raze Troy’s long defended towers ; 
Whatever treafures Greece for me defign, 
The next rich honorary gift be thine: 
Some golden tripod, or diftinguifh’d car, 
With courfers dreadful in the ranks of war; , 
Or fome fair captive whum thv eyes approve, 
StralLrecompence the wsrrior’s toils with love. | -, 
Tosthis the chief: With praife the reft infpire, 
Wor urge a foul already All’d with fire. 
What @rength 1 have, be now in battle try’d, 
Till every thaft in Phrygian blood be dy’d. 
Since rallying from wus wall we forc’d the foe, 
Still aim’d at-Hetor have I bent my bow: 
Haight forky arrows from his hand have fled, 
And eight bold heroes by their points lie dead: 
But fure fome God denies me to deftroy 
This fury of the field, this dog of Troy. id 
He (aid, and twang’d the ftring. The weapon 
Ah flies ee ' % 
At Hettor’s bread, and fings along the fkies: . 
He mifs’d the mark; but ee Gorgythio’s heart, 
And drench’d in royal blood the thirfty dart. 
(Fair Caftianjra, nymph of form divine, 
This offspring added.to king Priam’s line). 
As full blown poppies, overcharg’d with rain, 
‘Decline the head, and drooping kifs the plain : 
So finks the youth: his beauteous head, deprefty 
Beneath his helmet, drops upon his breaft. 
Another fhaft the raging arcHfer drew : 
‘That other shaft with erring fury flew, ' 
(From Hector Phoebus turn'd the fying wound), 
Yet fell not dry or guiltlefs to the ground : 
Thy breaft, brave Archeptolemus! it tore, 
And dipt its feathers in no vulgar gore. 
Headlong he falls: his fudden tall alarms 
The fteeds, that ftartle at his pan arms. 
Hector with grief his charioteer beheld, 
All pale and breathlefs on the fanguine field. 
"Then bids. Cebriones dirgét the rein, 
Quits his bright car, and iffues on the plarn. 
Dreadful he thouts: from earth a ftone he took, 
And rufh’d on Teucer with the lifted rock, =~ 
The youth already ftrain’d the forceful yew : 
The thaft already to his fhoulder diew : 
The featheg in bis hand, juft wing’d for flight, 
*Touch’d where the neck and hollow cheft unite ; 
There, where the juncture knits the channel boue, 
The furious chief difcharg’d the cragsry ftone ; 
‘The bow-fring burft beneath the ponderons blow, 
And his numb’d hand difmi(s’d the uf h fs bow. 
He fell: but Ajax his broad thield difplay'd, 
And fcreen'd his brother trith a mighty ihade ; 
Till great Alaftor, and Meciftheus, bore 
The batter’d archer groaning to the fhore. 
Troy yet found grace before th’ Oly mpian Sire, 
He arm’d their hands, and fill’d their breafls with 
fire 


The Greeks, repuls’d, retreat behind their wall, 
Or in the trench on heaps confus‘dly fall. 

Firft of the foe, great Hector march’d*along, 
With terror cloth’d, and more than mortal ftrong. 
As the bold hound, that gives the lion chale, 
With peating bofém, and with eager pace. 


Hangs on his haunch, or faftens on bis My. - 
Guards as he turns, and circles as he wheels: , ; 
Thus oft the Grecians torn'd, but fill they flew 
Thus following Hector fill the hindmiott flew. , 
When flying tye? had pa(sd the trench profound, 
And many 4 chief lay gafping on the ground ; 
Before the fhips a defperate ftand they made, 
And fir'd the troops, and call'd the Gods to aid. 
Fierce onvhis rattling chariot Hector came ; 

His eyes like, Gorgon thot a fanguine flame 
That wither'd all their hoft: like Mars He ftobd ; 


‘Dire qt the monfter, dreadful as the God! 


Their ftrong diftrefs the wife of Jove firvéy'd ; 
Then peas thus, to wars triumtphant maid / 

Oh daughter of that God, whofe grm czn wiel 
Th’ avenging bolt, and fhake the fable fiteld ! 
Now, in this, moment of her laft defpair, e 
Shall wretched Greece no more confefs our care, 
Condemn‘d to fuifer the full force of fate, 

And drain ie dregs of Heaven's relentlefs hate? 
Gods! fhall one raging Hand thus level all ! 
What numbers fell! what numbers yet-fhall fall ! 
What power divine thall Hector’s wrath affuage ? 
Still (wells the flaughtes, and {till grows the rage ! 

So fpake th’ imperial Regent ae the tkies. 

To whom the Goddefs with the azure eyes: 

Long fince had Hector ftain’d thefe fields with 
sore, 28 e ’ 

Stretch’d by fome Argive on his native fhore ; 

But he above, the fire of heaven, withftands, 

Mocks ou attempts, and flights our juft demands. 

The ftubborn God, inflexible and hard, 

Forgets my fervice and deferv’d reward: ¢ 

Sav'd I, for this, his favourite § fon diftrefe'd. 

By fterneEuriftheus with long labours prefs'd? , 

He hegg’d, with tears he bege’d, in deep difmay § 

I fhot fiom heaven, and gave his.arm the day. 

Oh had mv wifdom known this dire event, 

When to grim Pluto's gloomy gates he went ; 

The triple dog had never felt his chain, 

Nai §tyx been crofs’d, nor hell explor’d in vain. 

Aveife ta me of all his heaven of Gods, 

At Thetis’ fuit the partial Thunderer nods. 

To grace her gloomy, fierce, refenting fon, 

My hope are fiuftrate, and my Gieeks undone. 

Some future day, perhaps, he may be mov'd 

To call his blue-ey’d maid his beft belov’d. 

Hafte, launch thy chariot, thro’ yon ranks to ride é 

Myftelf will arm, and thunder at thy fide. 

Then, Goddefs! fay, fhall Hector glory, then, 

(That terror of the Greeks, that man of men) 

When Juno’s felf, and Pallas fhall appear, 

All dreadful in the crimfon walks of war ! 

What mighty Trojan then, on yonder fhore, 

Expiring, pale, and terrible no more, — [gore t 

Shall featt the fowls, and glut the dogs with 

She ceas’d,and Juno enna the fteeds with care; 
(Heaven’s awful emprefs, Saturn's other heir) 
Pallas, mean while, her various veil unbound, 
With floweis adorn'd, with art immortal crown’d ; 
The radiant robe her facred fingers wove 
Floats in rich waves, and fpreads the court of Jove. 
Her father’s arms her mighty limbs inveft, 

His cuirals blazes on her ample breatt. 
The vigorous power the trembling car afcends ; 
Shook by her,arm, the mufly javelin bends; 

§ Lercules. 


ELIA, Boox VAI. 
Huge, rous, ftrong! thet, when her fury | The penfive Goddefles, ahath’d, control'd, 


od 
Proyd tyrants humble, and whole holts o‘ert-—- 

Saturnia lends the lath; the courfers By ; 
Smooth glides the chariot through the liquid fky, 
Heaven’s gates {pontanegus apen fo the powers, 
Heaven's golden gates, kept by the wiaged hours. 
Commiffion’d in alternate watch they ftand, 

The fan's bri ht portals and the fkies command ; 
, Clofe, or unfold, th‘ eternal gates of day, 

Bay heaven with clouds, or roll thafe clouds away. 
The founding hinges ring, the cloud divide ; 
Prone down the Gecp af heaven their courfe they 
But Jove incens'd, from Ida's tep furvey'd, [guide. 
And thus enjoin'd the many-colour'd maid: [car; 

Thaumantia | mount the winds, and ftop their 

Againit the higheft who fhall wage the war? 

]f furious yet they dare the vain debate, 

Thus have J {poke, and what I {peak is fate. 
Their courfers crufh’d beneath the wheel fhalllir, 
Their car in fragments {catter’d o’er the fky ; 
My lightning thefe rebellious thall confound, 
Aad hurl them flaming, headlong to the ground. 
Condemn’'d for ten revolving years to weep 

The wounds imprefs’d hy burning thundes deep. 
So thall Minerva learn te fear our ire, 

Nor dare to combat her’s and nature’s fire. 

For Juno, headftrong and imperious fill, 

She claims fome title to tranfgrefs our will. 

Swift as the wind, the various-colour’d maid 
From Ida’s top her golden wings difplay’d ; 

To great Olympus’ fhining gates the flies, 
There meets the chariot rufhing down the fkies, 
Reftrfins their progrefs from the bright abodes, 
And fpeaks the mandate of the Sire of Gus, 

What frenzy, Goddefies! what rage can move 
Celeftial minds to tempt the wrath of Jove ? 
Defift, obedient to his high command ; 

This is his word: and know, his word fhall ftand. 
His lightning your rebellion fhall confound, 
And hurl you headlong, flaming to the ground : 
Your horfes cruth’d beneath the wheels fhall lie, 
Your car in fragments icatter’d o’er the fky : 
Yourfelves condemn'd ten rolling years to weep 
The wounds imprefe’d by burning thunder deep. 
So fhall Minerva learn to fear his ire, 

Nor dare to combat her’s and nature's Sire. 

For Juno, headftrong and imperious ftill, 

She claims fome title to tranfgrefs his will. 

But thee what defperate infoleace has driven, 
To lift thy lance againft the King of heaven ? 
Then, mounting on the pinions of the wind, 

She ftew; and Juno thus her rage refign’d : 

O daughter of that God, whofe arm can wield 
Th’ avenging bolt, and thake the dreadful thield ! 
No more tat bemngeof an i birth 
Contend with Jove for this low race of earth, 
Triumphant now, now miferably flain, 

They breathe or perifh as the fates ord 
But Jove’s high counfels full effect thall find ; 
And, ever canftant, éver rule mankind. _flight. 

She {poke, and backward turn’d her feeds of 
Adorn’d with manes of gold, and heavenly bright. 
The hours unloos’d them, panting as they ftood, 
And beap’d their mangers with ambrofial food. ° 
"J here ty’d, they reft in high celeftial ftalls ; 

‘ihe chariot propt again the chryftal walls. 
TRANQ, 


Mix with the Gods, and fill their feats of gold. 
And now the thanderer meditates his fiehe 


‘From Ida's fummits to th’ Olympian height, 


Swifter than thought the wheels inftinctive fly, 
Flame through the vaft of air, and reach the fky. 
"Twas Neptune’s charge his courfers to unbrace, 
And fix the car on its immortal] bafe : 

There ftood the chariot, beaming forth its rays, 
Till with a fnowy veil he fcreem'd the blaze. 
He, whofe all-confcious eyes the world behold, 


‘Th’ eternal thunderer fat thron’d in gold; 


High heaven the footftool of his feet he makes, 
And wide beneath him al! Olympus fhakes. 
Trembling afar th’ offending powers appear’d, 
Confus'd and filent, for his frown they fear’d. 
He faw their foul, and thus his word imparts: 
Pallas and Juno! fay, why heave your hearts ? 
Soon was your battle o’er : proyd Troy retir’d 
Before your face, and in your wrath expir’d. 
But know, whoe'et almighty power withftand! . 
Unmatch'd our force, uncenquer’d is our hand : 
Who fhall the fovereign of the fkies controul ? 
Not all the Gods that crown the ftany pole. 
Your hearts fhall tremble, 1f our arms we take, 
d each immortal nerve with horror fhake. 
or thus I fpeak, and what I {peak fhall ftand ; 
What power foe’er provokes our lifted hand, 
On this our hill no more fhall hold his place ; 
Cut off, and exil’d, from th’ xthereal race. 
uno and Pallas, grieving, hear the dodm, 
But feaft their fouls on Ihion’s woes to come. 
Though fecret angew{well’d Minerva’s breail, 
The prudent Goddefs yct her wrath repreft s 
But Juno, impotent of rage, 1eplies: 
What haft thou faid, Oh tyrant of the thies ! 
Strength and omnipotence inveft thy throne > 
’ is thine to pusifh; ours to prieve alone. 
For Greece we grieve, abanton’d by her fate, 
To drink the dregs of thy unmeafur’d hate: 
From fields forbidden we fubmi(fs refrain, 
With arms unaiding fee our Argives flain ; 
Yet grant our counfels ftill their breafts may 
Left all fhould peiith in the rage of Jove. [move, 
The Goddefs thus, And thus the God replies = 
Who {wells the clouds, and blackens all the tkies s 
The morning fun, awak’d by loud alarms, 
Shall fee th’ Almighty thunderer in arms. 
What heaps of Argives then fhall load the plain, 
Thofe radiant eyes fhall view, and yiew in vain. 
Nor fhall great Hector ceafe the rage of fight, 
The navy flaming, and thy Greeks in flight, 
Ev’n till the day, when certain fates ordain 
That ftern Achilles (his Patroclus flan) 
Shall rife in vengeance, and lay waite the plain.. 
For fuch is fate, nor canft thou turn its courfe 
With all thy rage, with all thy rebel force. 
Fly, if thou wilt, to earth’s remoteft bound, 
Where on her utmoft verge the feas refound ; 
Where curs’d Idpetus and Saturn dwell, 
Faft by the brink, within the fteams of hell ; 
No fun e’er gilds the gloomy horrors there ; 
No cheerful gales refreth the lazy aur ; 
There arm once more the bold Titanian band ; 
And arm in vain; for what I will thall ftand. 
Now deep in ocean funk the lamp of light, 
And drew behind the cloudy veil of night ; 


“FORR 


The conquering Trojans maurn his brangs deeay'd; 

The Greeks, rejoicing, biefs the friendly thade, 
The victors keep the field; ané Hector calls 

A martial counfel near the navy walls; 

Thefe to Scamander's banks apart he ted, 

Wheie, thinly {catter‘d, lay the heaps of dead. 

Tt’ affembled chiefs, defcendiug on the ground, 

Attend his order, and their prince furround. 

A maffy {pear he bore pf mighty ftren th, 

Of full ten cubits was the lance’s length ; 

The point was brafs, refulgent to behold, , 

Fix'd to the wood with circling rings of gold; 

The noble Hector on this lance reclin’d, 

And, bending forward, thus reveal’d his mind : 
Ye valiant Trojans, with attention hear ! 

Ye Dardan bands, and generous aids, give ear ! 

‘Thus dav, we hop’d, would wrap in conquering 

flame 

Greece with ‘her fhips, and crown our toils with 

Bur darknefs new, to fave the cowards, falls, (fame. 

And guards them trembling in Shelr wooden walls. 

Obty the night, and ufe he: peaceful hours 

Oar feeds to forage, and retrefh our powers, 

Straight from the town be fheep and oxen fought 

And ftrengthening bread, and generous wine be 

brought. : 

Wide o’er the field, high blazing to the fiy, 

Let numerous fires the abfent fun fupply, 

The flaming piles with plenteous fuel raife, 

‘Tall the bright morn her purple beam difplays ; 

Left, in the tilence and the hades of night, 

Greece on her fable thips attempt her Right. 

Not unmoletted let the wretches gain 

J heir lofty decks, or fafely cleave the main; 

Sorse hoftile wound let every dart beftow, 

fume iafting token of the Phrygian foe; —_[care, 

Wounds, that long hepce may afk their fpoules’ 

And warn their cbildicn from a Trojan war. 

Now through the circuit of our Ilion wall, 

Let .acred heralds found the fclemn call; 

Yo bil the fires with hoary honours crown’d, 

And beardlefs youths, our battlements furrourd. 

Yirm be the guard, while diftant he our powers, 

And It the matrons hang with lights the towers : 

Left, under cover of the midnight thade, 

7h? infidious foe the naked town invade. 

Suffice, to night, thefe oiders to obey ; 

A nobler charge fall rouze the dawning day. 

The Gods, I truit, fhall give to Hector’s hand, 

From thefe detefted foes to tree the land, 

Who plough’d, with fates averie, the watery way ; 

Jor ‘Lacjan vultures a picdeffit'd prey. | 


HOMER. 


Oar common fafety muft be now the cates 

Bat {oon as morning paints the fields of sir, 

Sheath'd jp bright arms Jet every trodp engage, 

And the fir'd Beet behold the battle rage, : 

Then, then thall Hector and Tydides prove, 

Whofe fates are henviett in the fcales of Jove: 

To-mortow’s light (oh hafte the gloriows morn ') 

Shall fee his bloody fpoils in triumph borne ; 

With this keen jivélin thall his breaft be gor’d, 

And proftrate heroes bleed around theit lord. 

Gertain as this, oh } might my days endure, « 

From age inglorious, and black death fecure ; 

So sight my life and glory know no bound, 

Like Pallas worthipp’d, ltke the dun rencovn'd | 

As the next dawn the laft they thall enjoy, 

Shall cruth the Greeks, and end the woes of Troy. 
The leader fpoke. From all his hoft around 

Shouts of applaufe along the fhores refound. 

Each from the yoke the fmoking fteeds unty’d, 

And fix'd their headftalls to his chariot fide. 

Fat fheep and oxen from the town are led, 

With generous wine, and all-fuftaining bread. 

Full hecatcombs lay burning on the fhore ; 

The winds to heaven the curling vapours bore. 

Ungrateful offering to th’ immortal powers ! 

Whofe wrath hung heavy o’er the Trojan towers ; 

Nor Priam nor his fons obtain’d their grace; 

Proud Troy they hated, and her guilty race. 
The troops exlting fat in order round, 

And beaming fires illumin’d all the ground ; 

As when the moon, refulent lamp of night ! 

O'er heaven's clear azure fpreads her facred light, 

When not 2 breath diturbs the deep ferene, 

Amd notga cloud o’ercafts thé folemn fcene; 

Aroundéier throne the vivid planets roll, 

And ftars unnumber'd pid the glowing pole; 

O’er the datk trees a yellower verdure fhed, 

And tip with filver every mountains head ; 

Then fhine the vales, the rocks in profpect rife, 

A flood of glory burfts from ali the fkies: 

The con{cious {wains, rejoiciig in the fight, 

Eye the blue vault, and ble{s the ufeful light: 

So many flargs before proud Tlion blaze, 

And lighten glimmering Xanthus with theit rays: 

The long reflections of the diftant fires 

Gleam on the walls, and tremble on the {pires. 

A thoutand piles the dufky horrers gild, 

And fhout a fhady luftre o’er the field. 

Full fifty guards each flaming pile attend, 

Whofe umber'd arms, by fits, thick flafbes fend ; 

Loud neigh the courfers o’er their heaps of corn ; 

And aident warriors wait the rifmg morn. 


BOOK I& 


TRE ARGUMENT. 
The Embaffy to Achilles. 


Afapemnon, after the laf day's defeat, propofes to.the Greeks to 


quit the fiege, and return to theig 


ccunt y Divred pppofes this; and Neftor fecords him, praifing his wifdom and refolution; he 
orders he guard to be itrengthcner, and a cuuncil {ummoned to deliberate what meafures are to be 
folluwed im this emergency. Agamemnon puifues this advice: and Neftor farther prevails 


ELLAD, Boor’ 
him % fénd soibzMadors ‘to Achilles, in order to move him 


are mad 


Phoertiz in 


; ‘ 
C reconciliation. Ulyfies and Ajax 


e choice of, who,are accompanied by old Phoenix. They make, each of them, tery moving 
ahd prelin tseeches; buk are reiected, with roughnefs, by Achilles, wh 

Aittent. i 
stent. The ambatladors return un 


o, notwithitanding, retains 
uccefsfully to the camp; and the troeps betake 


— to fleep. : 
This arid the next following, take up the {pace of one night, which is the twenty-feventh from 


the beginning of the poem. ‘The fcene Kes on the fea-fhore, the ftatiun of the Grecian fhips. 


i\ 
. Envej 1 Troy maintaia’d the watch of night; 
While fear, pale comrade of inglorious flight, 
And heaven-bred horror, on the Grecian part, 
Sat on each face, and {adden’d every heart. 
As, from.its cloudy dungeon iffuing forth, 
A double tempelt of the weft and north 
Swells o’er the fea, from Thracia’s frozen fhore, 
Heaps- waves on wavta, and bids th’ A.gean roar ; 
This way and that, the boiling deeps are tof ; 
Such various paffions urge the troubled hott. 
Great Agamemnon griev’d above the reft ; 
Superior forrows {well’d his royal breaft ; 
Himfelf his orders to the heralds bears, 
To bid to council all the Grecian peers; 
But bid in whifpers: thefe furround the chief, 
In folemn fadnefs, and majeftic grief. ¢ 
The king amidft the mournful circle rofe ; 
Down his wan cheek a briny torrent flows: 
So filent fountains, from a rock’s tall head , 
In fable ftreams foft trickling waters fhed. 
With more than walgar grief he flood opprett, 
ee with fighs, thus burfting from his 
reat ; 

Ye fons of Greece! partake your leader’s care; 
BetloWs in arms, and princes of the war ! 
Of partial Jove too juftly we complain, ¢ 
And heavenly oracles beliewv’d in vain. 
A fafe return was promis’d to our toils, 
With conqueft honour’d, and enrich’d with fpoils : 
Now fhameful flight alone can fave the hott; 
Our wealth, our people, and our glory loft. 
So Jove decrees. Almighty Lord of all! 

ove, at whofe nod whole empires rife or fall, 

ho thakes the feeble props of human truft, 
And towers and armies humbles to the duft. 
Hafte then, for ever quit thefe fatal fields, 
Hafte to the joys our native country yields; 
Spread all your canvas, all your oars employ ; 

or hope the fall of heaven-defended Troy. 

He faid; deep filence held the Grecian band, 
Silent, unmov’d, in dire difmay they ftand, 
A penfive fcene! till Tydeus’ warlike fon 
Roll’d on the king his eyes, and thus begun : 

When kings advife us to renounce our fame, 
Firft let lim fpeak, who firft has fuffer’d fhame. 
if I oppofe thee, prince, thy wrath with-hold, 
The laws of council bid my tongue be bold. 
Thou frft, and thou alone, in fields of fight, 
Darft brand my courage, and defame my might: 
Nor from a friend th’ unkind reproach appeai‘d, 
The Greeks ftood witnefs, all our army heard. 
The Gods, Ochief ! from whom our honours {pring, 
The Gods have made thee but by halves a king. 
They gave thee fceptres, and a wide command, 
‘They gave dominion o’er the {eas and land ; ' 
The nobleft power that might the world controul 
They gave thce not—a brave and virtuous foul. 
Ts this a general’s voice, that would fugge ft 
Fears like his own to every Grecian bicaft? 


‘ 


Confiding in our want of warth he ftands ; 
And if we fly, *tis what our king commands. 
Go thou, inglorious! from th’ embattled plain ; 
Ships thou haft ftore, and neareft to the main ; 
A nobler car the Grecians fhall employ, 
To combat, conquer, and extirpete Troy. 
Here Greece thall flay; or, if all Greece retire, 
Myfelf will fray, till Troy or I expire ; 
Myfelf and Sthenelus will fight for fame ; 
God bade us fight, and "twas with God we came. 
He ceas’d; the Greeks loud acclamations raife, 
And voice to voice gelounds Tydides praife. 
Wife Neftor then his reverend figure reai'd ; 
He fpoke; the hoft in ftill attention heard : 
O truly great! in whom the Gods have join’d 
Such ftrength of body with fuch force of mind ; 
In conduct, as in courage, you excel, 
Still firft to aét what you advife fo well. [moves, 
Thofe wholefome counfels which thy wifdoin 
Applauding Greece, with common voice approves. 
Kingsthoucanf blame; a bold, but prudent youth; 
' “"‘ame ev'n kings with praife, becaule witn 
truth. . 
And yet thofe years that fince thy birth have run, 
Would hardly ityle thee Neftor’s youngeit fon. 
Then let me add what yet remains behin4, 
A Thought unfinifh'd in that generous mind ; 
Age bids me fpeak ; nor fhall th’ advice 1 bring 
Diftafte the people, or offend the king: 
Curs’d is the man, and void of law and right, 
Unworthy property, unworthy light, 
Unfit for public rule, or private care ; 
That wretch, that monfter, who delights in war 
Whofe luft is murder, and whole horrid joy, 
To tear his country, and his kind deftroy: 
‘This night, refrefl and fortify thy train ; 
Between the trench and wall let guards remain ; 
Re that the duty of the young and bold ; 
But thou, O king, to council call the old: 
Great is thy fway, and weighty aie thy cares; 
Vhy high cé6mmands muft {pifit all qur wars. 
With Thracian wines recruit thy honour’d guefts 
For happy counfels flow from fober featts. 
Wife, weighty counfels, aid a ftate diftreft, 
And fuch a monarch us can choofe the bef. 
See! what a.blaze from hoftile tents afpires, 
IJow near our fleet approach the ‘Trojan fires ! 
Who can, unmov’d, behold the dreadtul light ? 
What eye beholds them, and can clofe to-night : 
Chis dreadful interval determines all ; 
To-morrow, Troy muft flame, or Greece mutt fal 
‘Thus fpoke the hoary faye: the reft obey ; 
Swift through the gates the guards direct the 
His fon was firft to pafs the lofty mound, —[wa. 
Vhe generou€ Thraiymed, ir arms renown'd : 
Next him, Afcalaphus, Iaimen, ftood, 
rhe double offspring of the Warriur-God, 
Deipyrus, Apharius, Merion, join, 
~*~ d, of Creon’s neble line. 


Seven were the legders of the nightly i ; 

And each bold chief a hundred {pears commands. - 

"the fires they light, to thort repatts they fall; 

Some line the trench, and others man the wall. 
The king of men on public counfels bent, 

Conven'd the princes in bis ample tent; 

Hach feiz’d a portion of the kingly featt, 

But flaid his hand when thirft and hunger ceas’d. 

‘Then Nettor {poke, for wifdum long approv'd, 

And, flowly rifing, thus the council aievdl 
Monarch of nations! whofe fuperior {way 

Aifembled {tates and“lords of eatth obey, 

“Lhe laws and {ceptres to thy hand are given, 

And millions own the care of thee and Heaven. 

© king ! the counfels of my age attend ; 

With thee my cares begin, in thee muft end ; 

Thee, niince ! it fits alike to {peak and hear, 

Proncunce with judgment, with regard give ear, 

"ly fe no wholefome motion be withftood, 

Ard satify the beit for public gaod. 

Nor, though a meaner give advirc, repine, 

Sut follow it, and make the wifdom thine. 

Tear then a thought, not now conceiv’d in hafte, 

At once ny prefeut judgment, and my patt : 

When from Pelides’ tent you jore’d the maid, 

} firft oppos’d, and faithful durft diffuade ; 

Jat boid of foul, when headiong fury fir’d, 

‘You wrong’d the man, by men and Gods admir'd: 

Now seek fome means his fatal wrath to end, 

Wita praycrs to move him, or with gitts to bend, 
‘Towhom the king « With juftice haft thoafown 

A punce’s faults, and I with eeafon own. 

"That happy man, whom Jove fill hououts mot, 

ds moe than armies, and himiclf an pott. 

sdlett in his love, this wond’rous hero ftands; ¢ 

Tieaven fights his war, and humbies all pur bands, 

Fara woud my heart, which eri'd through frantic 


rage, 
‘The wrathiul chief and angry Gods affuage. 
Jf gifts immenfe tas mighty joul can bow, 
stear, all yc Greeks, and witnefs what [ vow; 
‘len weighty talents of the pmeit gold, 
And twice ten vafes of refulgent mold ; 
Seven facred tripods, whofe unfully’d frame 
Yet knows no office, nor has felt the flame ; 
S weave fteeds unmatch'd in fleetnefs and in force, 
And full vittorious in the dufty courfe ; 
(Rich were the man whofe ample ftores exceed 
‘She prizes pugchas'd by their winge« » ced). 
Seven lovely captives of the Lefbian kne, 
Skill’ in each art, unmatch'd, in form divine ; 
The fame J chofe for more than vulgar charms, 
When Lefbos funk beneath the hero s arms: 
All thefe, to buy his friensithip, thall be paid, 
And, join’d with thele, the long-contetted maid ; 
With all her cham, Brifess T tetign, 
And folemn fv ear thufe charms were never mince: 
Untouch'd the Ray'd, uninjur’d fhe removes, 
Pure from my ayms, and guiutlefs cf my loves. 
Thefe, inant, fhall be his; and if the Powers 
fave tu cur arms proud I. n’s hoftile towers, 
‘Loe. flelihe ftore (when Greece the {poil divides) 
With gold and brats his Joaded navy’s fides, 
Be fides, full twenty nymphs of Trozan ace 
“Wath copious love fhall crown his werm quabrace 3 
Sich as binfelt will choofe ; who yield to nune, 
Oe yotid to sdeeu’s heavenly 


PE’S HOMER. 
| Yet hear me fatther: when our wars ate o'er, 


If fafe. we land on Argos’ fruitful fhore, ‘ 
There thall he imee fon, our honours thare, 
And with Oreftes’ felf divide my care. 

Yet more-—three daughters in my coprt are bred, 
And each well worthy of g royal bed ; 

Laodicé and Iphigenia fair, 
And bright Chryiothemis with pollen hair; 

Her let him choofe, whom most his 

I afk no prefents, no reward for love: 

Myfelf will give the dqwer ; fo vat a fare 

As never father gave a child before, 

Seven ample cities fhall confefs pis {way,, .. 

Him Enopé, and Phere him obey, ' 
Cardantylé with ample tuyrets crown'd, 

And facred Pedafus for yines renown'd ; 

&pea fair, the pattures Hira yields, 

And rich Antheia with her flowery fields; 

The whole extent to PyJos’ fandy plain, 

Along the verdant margin of the main. 

There heifers graze, and labouring oxen toil ; 
Bold are the men, and gengrousis thefoil; 
There fhall he reign with power and juttica 
And rule the tributary realms around. [crown’d, 
All this I give, his vengeance ta controul, 

And fure all this may move his mighty foul. 
Pluto, the grilly God, who never f{pares, 

Who feels no mercy, and who hears no prayers, 
Lives dark and dreadful in deep hell's abodes, 


bAnd mortals hate hing as the worft of Gods. 


Great though he be, it fits him to obey ; 
Since more than his my years, and more my fway. 

The monarch thus. The reverend Neftor ‘cher ; 
Great Ae emencon' glorious king of men. 
Such are thy offers as a prince may take, 
And fuch as fits a generous king to make. 
Let chofen delegates this hour be tent, 
(Myfelf will name them) to Pelides’ tent ; 
Let Phoenix lead, rever’d for hoary age, 
Great Ajax next, and Ithacus the /age. 
Yet more to fancuuty the word you tend, 
Let Hodius and Eurybates attend. 
Now pray to Joye to grant what Greece demands; 
Pray, in deep filence, and with pureft hands. 

He faid, and all apprav‘'d. The heralds bring 
The cleanfing water from the living {pring. 
The youth with wine the facred goblets crown’d, 
And large libations drench’d the fands around. 
The rite pertorm’d, the chiefs their thirft allay, = 
Then from the royal tent they take their way ; 
Wife Neftor turns on each his careful eye, 
Forbids t’ offend, inflructs them to apply : 
Much he advis'd them all, Ulyiles moit, 
To defecate the chief, and fave the hott. [roar 
Through the ftill night they march, and hear the 
Of murmuring billows on the founding fhore. 
To Neptune, ruler of the feas profound, 
Whole liquid arms the mighty globe furround, 
They pour forth vows, their embaffy to bleis, 
And calm the rage of ftern Avacides. 
And now, arriv’d where on the fandy bay 
The Myrmidonian tents and veffels lay, 
Amus’d at eafe the godlike man they found, 
Pleas’d with the folemn harp’s harinonious found: 
(‘Vhe well-wrought harp irom conquer’d ‘Theta 

came, 

Of polith’d filver was its coftly frame)s 


eychapprove; 
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Witte this he foothes his angry foul, aud fings 
h’ immortal deeds of heroes and of kings. 
Patroclys onty of the royal train, 
Plac’d in his'tent, attends, the y ftraig: 
Full oppofite he fate, and liften’d jong, 
In filence writing till be ceas'd the fong. 
Unfeen the Grecifin embatly proceeds 
To his high tent; the great Ulyifes leads. 
Achilles, ftarting, as the chiefs he {py'd, 
. Leap'd from his feat, and laid the harp afide. 
With like furprize arofe Menastius’ {on : 
Pelides pra(p’d their hands, dnd thus begun: 
Princes, all hail! whatever brought you here, 
Or ftreag necefliay, or urgent fear ; 
“Welcome, though Greeks! for not as foes ye came; 
To me more dear that all that bear the name. 
With that, the chiefs beneath his roof he led, 
And plac’d in feats with purple carpets fpread. 
Then thus—Patroclus, crown a larger bowl, 
Mix purer wine, and open every foul. 
Of all the warriors yonder hoft can fend, 
Thy friend moft honours thefe, and thefe thy friend. 
He faids Patroclus o’er the blazing fire, 
Heaps in a brazen vale three chines entire : 
The brazen vafe Automedon fuftains, _ © 
Which fleth of porket, theep, and goat, contains : 
Achilles at the genial feaft prefides, 
The parts transfixes, and with fkill divides. 
Mean while Patroclus {weats the fire to raife ; 
The tent is brighten’d with the rifing blaze : 
Then, when the languid flames at length fubfide, 
He ftrows a bed of glowing embers wide, 
Above the coals the {moking fragments turns, 
prinkles facred {alt from lifted urng; 
‘With bread the glittering cannifters the§ load, 
Which round the buatd Mencetius’ fon beflow'd ; 
Himfelf, oppos’d t* Ulyffes full in fight, 
Each portion parts, and orders every rite. 
The firft fat offerings, to th' Immortals due, 
Amidtt the greedy flames Patroclus threw ; 
Then each, indulging in the focial featt, 
His thirft and hunger foberly repreft. 
That done, to Phoenix Ajax gave the fign ; 
Not unpeétceiv’d ; Ulyffes crown’d with wine 
‘she foaming bowl, and inftant thus began, 
His fpeech addreffing to the godlike man: 
Health to Achilles! happy are thy guefts!  - 
Not thofe more honour’d whom Atrides feats ; 
Though generous plenty crown thy loaded boards, 
‘That Agamemnon's regal tent affurds, 
But greater cares fit heavy on our fouls, 
Not eas’d by banquets or by flowing bowls. 
What {cenes of flaughter in yon fields appear ! 
The dead we mourn, and for the living fear ; 
Greece on the brink of fate all doubtfut (ands, 
And owns no help but from thy faving hands : 
‘Troy, und her aids, for ready vengeance call ; 
Their threatening tents already fhade our wall : 
Hear pa with thouts their congueft they pro- 
claim, 
And point at every thip their vengeful flame | 
For them the Father of the Gods declares, 
Theirs are his omens, and his thunder theirs. — 
See, full of Jove, avenging Hector rife ! . 
See, heaven and earth the raging chief defies; 
What fury in his bieaft, what lghtning 1n his 
eyes | 


f rh 
He rica for the morn, to fink in flame * 
The fhips,"the Greeks, and all the Grecian name. 
Heavens! how my country’s woesdiftract my naind, 
Left fate accomplith all his rage defign'd. 
And muft we, Gids! our heads inglorious lay 
In Trojan duit, and this the fatal day ?° 
Return, Achilles! oh-return, though late, 
To fave thy Greeks, and ftop the courte of fate ; 
If in that heart or grief or courage lics, 
Rifle toredeem ; ah yet, to conquer, rife ! 
The day may come, when, all our warriors flain, 
That heart fhall melt, that courage rife in vam. 
Regard in time, O prince divinely brave ! 
Thole wholefome couniels which thy father gave. 
When Peleus in his aged arms embrac'd 
His parting fon, thefe accents were his lait: 
My child! with ftrength, with glory and fuccefs, 
Thy arms may Juno and Minerva biefs! 
Truft that to Heaven: but thou, thy cares engage 
To calm thy paffions, and fubdue thy rage: 
From gentler manners let thy glory grow, 
And fhun contention, the fure fource of woe; 
That young and old may in thy praife combine, 
The virtues of humanity be thine-— 
This, now deipis’d, advice thy father gave ; 
Ah, check thy anger, and be truly brave. 
If thou wilt yield to great Atrides’ prayers, 
Gifts worthy thce his royal hand prepares , 
If not---put hear me, while T number o’er 
TVhe. profier’d prefents, an exhauttlefs ftore : 
Tgn weighty talenis‘of the pure gold, 
And twice ten vafes of refulgent mould ; 
Seven iacred tripods, whole urtully'd trame 
Yet knows no office, vor has felt the dame: 
Twelve itceds unmatch'd in‘fleetnefs and in force, 
And ftull victorious in the dufty courte; 
(Rich were the man whole ample ftores exceed 
he prizes purchas'd by their winged 1pecd). 
Seven lovely captivesot the Lefbian line, 
Skill‘d in each art, unmatch’d, m form divine ; 
‘l’he fame he chofe for more than vul gar charms, 
When Lefbos funk beneath thy conguenny arms, 
All thefe, to buy thy friendihip, fhall be paid, - 
And, join’d with thefe, the long-cuntetled maid 5 
With all her charms, Brifets he'll refign, 
And folemn {wear thole charms were on!y thine; 
Untouch’d fhe ftay’d, uninjur’d the removes, 
Pure from h s arms, and guiltiefs of his loves. 
Thefe, inftant, fhall be tnine; and ifthe Powers 
Give to ovr arms proud Thon’s hoftjle towers, 
Then thalt thou fore (when Greece the fpoil di- 

vides) 

With gold and brafs thy loaded navy’s fides, 
Befides, full twenty nymphs of Trojan race 
With copious love fhall crown thy warm embraces 
Such as thyfelf fhall choofe ; who yield to none, 
Or yield to Helen’s heavenly charms alone. 
Yet hear me farther: when our wars are o’er, 
If fafe we land on Argos’ fruitful thore, 
There fhalt thou live his fon, his honours fhare, 
Aud with Oreftes’ (elf divide his care. 
Yet more---three daughters in his court are bred, 
And each well worthy of a royal bed ; 
Laodicé ark Iphigenia fair, 
And bright Cryfothemis with golden hair ; 
Her thalt thou wed whom molfthy eyes aporove 3 
He afks no prefents, no reward for love : 
D iif, 
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Himfelf will give the dower; fo vatt a ftore 
As never father gave a chitd before. 
Seven ample cities faall catefs thy fway, 7 
Thee Enopé, and Phere thee obey, 
Cardalnylé with ample turrets crown’d, 
And facred Pedafus, for virtesrenown’d ; 
Aepea fair, the paftures Hira yields, 
And rich Antheid with ‘her flowery fields : 
The whele extent to Pylos’ fandy plain 
Along the verdant margin of the main. 
There heifers graze, and labourg oxen teil ; 
Bold are the men, and generous is the foil. 
There thalt thou reign with power and juftice 
crown'd, 
And rule the tributary realms around. 
Such are the profers which this day we bring; 
Such the repentante of a fuppliant king, 
But if all this, relentlefs, thou difdain, 
It honour, and if intereft, plead in vain ; 
Yet fome redrefs to fuppliant Greece afford, 
And be, amongft her guardian Gods, ador’d. 
Jt no regard thy fuffering countiy claim, 
Heer thy own glory, and the voice of fame: 
For know that chief, whofe unrefifted ire 
Made nations tremble, and whole hofts retire, 
l'roud Hector, now, th’ unequal fight demands, 
And only triumphs to deferve thy hands, 
Then thus the Goddefs-born: Ulyffes, hear 
A faithful fpeech, that knows not art, nor fear ; 
What in my fecret foul is underftood, 
My tongue thail utter, and my deeds make goof. 
Let Greece then kno, my purpofe I retain: 
Nor with new treaties vex my peace in vain. 
Who dares think one thiag, and another tell, 
My heart detefts him as the gatusof hell. 
Then thus, in fhort, my fixt refolves attend, 
Which nor Atrides, nor his Greeks, can bend ; 
Long toils, long perils, in their caufe I bore, 
But now th’ unfruitful glories charm no more. 
Fight or fight not, alike reward we claim, 
The wretch and hero find their prize the fame ; 
Alike regretted in the duft he lies, - 
Who yields ignobly, or who bravely dies, i 
Of all my dangers, all my glorious pains, 
A life of labours, lo ! what fruit remains ? 
As the bold bird ber helplefs young attends, 
From danger guards them, and from want defends: 
In fearch of prey the wings the {pacious aur, 
And with th’ uetafted food fupplies her care: 
For thanklefs Greece {uch hardthips have I brav'd, 
ker wives, her infants, by my labours fav’d ; 
Long fleeplefs nights in heavy arms I ftood, 
And fweat laborious days in duft and blood. 
t fack'd twelve ample cities on the main, 
And twelve lay fmcking on the Trojan plain : 
Then at Atrides’ haughty feet were laid 
The wealth f gather'd, and the {poils 1 made. 
Your mighty monarch thefe in peace poflett ; 
Some few ary {¢ldiers had, bimfelf the reft. 
Some prefent too to every prince was paid ; 
And every ptince enjoys the gift he made ; 
d only muft refund, of a!) his train ; 
Sce what preetiinence our merits gain! 
My fpoil alone his greedy foul delights ; 
My fpoufe alone mutt blefs bis luitful nights: 
‘The #oman, let him (+s he may) enjoy ; 
But what's the quarrel then of Greece to Troy? 
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What to theft thotes th’ effemble? natices dead, 

Hap apedal vengeadce rr x Wikniin’s cate ? 
te fair endowmentt, wnths bekiteous fete, * 

Belov’d by none bat tholt of Atteus’ tiibe : 


The wife whom thoice and hoth approve, 
Sure every ‘wife ‘and w men will love. 
Nor did my fair.one lefs Claim ; 


Slave asthe was, my foul ador'd the dame. 
Wrong’d in my lave, ull proffers P'difdain ; 


Deceiv'd for once, I trust not dings aguin. 7 # 
Ye have my adfwer-.what rani do, ° 
Your king, Ulyffes, may confult with you. 

What reeds he the defence this arm can make 4 


Has he not walls no human forc€ can fhakt? 

Has he not fenc'd his guarded navy round, 

With piles, with ramparts, and @ french profound ¢ 

And will not thefe (the wonders he has done) 

Repel the rage of Priam’s fingle fon? 

There was atime (twas when for Greece I fought) 

When Hector’s prowefs no fuch wonders wrought: 

He kept the verge of Troy, ner dar’d to wait 

Achilles fury at the Sczan gate ; t 

He try’d it once, and fcarce was fav'd by fate. 

But now thofe ancient enmities are o’er ; 

To-morrow we the favouring Gods implore ; 

Then fhali you fee our parting veflels crown’d, 

And hear with oars the Hellefpout refound. 

The third day hence, thall Pthia greet our fails, 

If mighty Neptune fend propitious gales; 

Phthia to her Achilles fhall reftore 

The wealth he left for this detefted fhore : 

Thither the fpoils of this long war fhall pafs, 

The ruddy gold, the fteel, and fhining brafs¢, 

My beayfreous captives thither I'll convey, 

And all that refts of my unravifh’d prey. 

One only valued gift your tyrant gave, 

And that refum’d, the fair Lyrneffian flave. 

Then tell him, loud, that all the Greeks may hear, 

And learn to fcorn the wretch they bafely fear; 

(For, arm’d in impudence, mankind he braves, 

And meditates new cheats on all his flaves; 

Though fhamelefs as he is, to face thefe eyes 

Ts what he dares not; if he dares he dies) 

Tell him, all terms, all commerce, I decline, 

Nor fhare his council, nér his battle join ; { 

For once deceiv'd, washis; but twice, were mine. 

No--.let the ftupid prince, whom Jove deprives 

Of fenfe and juftice, run where frenzy drives ; 

His gifts are hateful: kings of fuch a kind 

Stand but as flaves before a noble mind. 

Not though he proffer’d all himfelf poffett, 

And all his rapine could from others wrett ; 

Not all the golden tides of wealth that crowa 

The meuy-peopled Orchomenian town ; 

Not all proud Thebes’ unrivall’d walls contain, 

The world’s great emprefs on th’ Abgyptian plain, 

(That fpreads her coriquefts o’er a thoufand ftates, 

And pours her heroes through a hundred gates, 

Two hundred horfemen, and two hundred cars 

From each wide portal iffuing to the wars) 

Though bribes were heap’d on bribes, in numbey 
. more 

Than duff in fields, or ‘fand along the shore ; 

Should all thefe offers for my friendfhip call; 

*Tis he that offers, and I fcorn them all. 

Atrides’ daughter never fhall be Jed 

(An ill-match’d confort) to Achilles’ bed ; 


ee 
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do charm'd the-heart, 
' 


guided Venus 
And vy'd with Pallas in the works of ayt. 
Some greater Greek idt thafe high nuptials grace, 
T haté alliance with atyrant's ice. 
Eee relbore me to nvy realnes with life, 

, reverend Peleus fhall eled&t my wife. 
Theflalien nymphs there ave, of form divine, . 
Arid Kings thet fue to mix their blood with mine. 
Bleft in kind love my years fhall glide away, 
Cantent with juft hereditary fway; — - 

‘Phere, deaf for ever to the martial ftrife, 
Enjoy the dear prerogative ef life, 
ifé is not to be bought with heaps of gold ; 
et eitA pollo’: Pythian treafures hold, 


Gt Troy once held, in peace and pride of {way, 
Can bribe the poor poftefion of a day ! 


Loft-herds and treafures, we by arms regain, 
And fteeds unrivail’d on the dufty plain : 
But from our lips the vital {pirit fled, 
Returns no more to wake the filent dead. 

‘My fates long fince by Thetis were difclos’d, 
And each alternate, life or fame, propos'd ; 
Here, if I ftay, before the Trojan town, 

Short is my date, but deathlefs my renown ; 
‘If E return, I quit immortal praife °° - 
For years on years, and long-extended days. 
Convine'd, though late, I find my fond mitake, 
And warn the Greeks the wifer choice te make: 
"Fo quit thefe thores, their native feats enjoy, 
Nor hope the fall uf heaven-defended Troy. 
ove’s arm difplay’d afferts her from the fkies ; 

‘Her hearts are ftrengthen'd, and her glories rife. 

re then, to Greece report our fix'd defiga ; 

id all your Gounfels, all your armies goin, 

Let all‘your forces, all your arts mains 

To fave the thips, the troops, the chiefs from fire. 
One‘ftratagem has fail’d, and others will: 

Ye find, Achilles is unconquer'd ftill. 

Go then.--digeft my meflage as ye may—— 

But here this night let reverend Phoenix tay : 

His tedious toils and hoary hairs demand 

\A peaceful death in Pthia’s friend.» land. 

But whether he remain, or fail with me, 
His age be facred, and his will Le free. 

The fon of Peleus ceas’d: the chiefs around 
In filence wrapt, in confternation drown’d, 
Attend the ftern reply, Then Phoenix rofe ; 
(Down his white beard a ftream of forrow flows) 
And while the fate of fuffering Greece he mourn’d, 
With accent weak thefe tender words return’d ; 

Divine Achilles! wilt thou then retire, 

And leave our hofts in blood, our fleets on fire ? 
If wrath {0 dreadful fill thy ruthiefs mind, 

How fhall thy friend, thy Phoensx, ftay behind? 
The royal Peleus, when from Pthia’s coaft 
He fent thee early to th’ Achaian hoft ; 

Thy youth, as then in fage debates unfkill’d, 
And new to perils of the direful Geld : 

Ho hade me teach thee all the ways of war; 
To fhine in councils and in-camps to dare. 
Never, ah never Iet me leave thy fide ! 

No time fhall part us, and no fate divide. . 

Not though the God, that breath’d my life, re- 

re . 
ats bloom I boasted, and the port I bore, 

‘When Greece of old beheld my youthful flames, 
(Delightful i the land of loyely dames ') 


. 
My father, Feithlefs to aty mother’s arate, 
Old as he was, ador’d adtranger’s charms, 
I try’d what youth could do (at her defire) 
To win the damlel, and prevent my fire. = * 
My fire with curfes loads my hated head, 
And cries, “ Ye furies 1 barren be his bed.” 
Infernal Jove, the vengeful fiends below, 
And rathle(fs Proferpine, confirm d his vow. 
Defpair and gtief diftra& my labouring mind ! 
Gods ! what a crime my impious heart defign’d | 
Ithought (but foe kind God that thought fup- 
preir) 
To plunge the poinard in my father's breaft : 
Then meditate ny So ght; my fridnds in vain 
With prayers eutreat me, aud with force detain. 
On fat of rams, black bails, and brawny {wine, 
They daily feaft, with draughts of fragtant wine : 
Strong guards they plac’d, and watch’d nine nights 
entire ; ‘ 
The roofs and porches dam'd with conftant fire. 
The tenth, I fure’d the gates unfeen of all ; 
And, favour'd by the night, o’erleap’d the wall. 
My travels thence thro’ {pacious Greece extend ; 
In Pthia’s court at lat my labours end. 
Your fire receiv’d me, as his fon care(s'd, 
With gists enrich’d, and with pofledions blef.'d. 
The ftrong Dolopians thenceforth own'd my reizo, 
And all the coaft that runs along the mala, 
By love to thee his bounties I repaid, 
And early wifdom to thy foul convey’d : 
Great as thon art, my lefluns made thee brave, 
A child I took thee, but @ hero gave. 
Thy infant breatf, u like affection fhow’d ; 
Still in my arms (an ever-pleafing load) 
Or at my knee, by Phoenix would’ft thou ftand ; 
No foud was gratetul but from Phoenix? hand. 
T pafs my watchings over thy helplefs ycars, 
The tender labours, the compliant cates ; 
The Gods (I thought) revers’d their hard decree, 
And Phoonix felt a father’s joysin thee: 
Thy giowing virtues juftify’d my cares, 
And promis'd comfort to my filver hairs. 
Now be thy rage, thy fatal rage, refign’d ; 
A cruel heart ill fants a manly nund : 
The God: (the only great, and only’ wife) 
Are mov'd by offerings, vows, and facrifice 5 
Offending man their igh compafiion wins, 
And daily pravers atone for daily fxs, 
Prayers are Jove’s daughters, of celeftial race, 
Lame are their feet, and wrinkled is their face; 
With humble mien and with dejected eyes, 
Conftant they follow, where injuftice flies: 
Injuftice, fwift, erect, and unconfin'd, 
Sweeps the wide earth, and tramples o’er man- 
ind, fochind. 
While prayers, to heal her wrongs, move flow 
Who hears thele daughters of almighty Jove, 
For him they mediate to the throne dbove : 
When man rejects the humble fuit they make, 
The fire revenges for the daughter's fake ; 
From Jove comamifiion'd, fierce injuftice then 
Defcends, to panify untelenting m 
Oh, Ict not headlong paffion bear ibe {way 3 
Thele fecenciling Sr Mbey : 
Due hononrgto the feed of fove belong: 
Due err calm the fierce, and bend the 
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Werefthefa not paid thee-hytionterms we biing, | Th'- Asolbans Aitlaind, wow thok thébt 
wae rage fill are pop napa Pal ing ¢ . ture, bid - % s oy 
Nor Greece, nor all her forpunes, fhould engdge And left:the chief their brokean.fgith to soura * 
Thy friend to plead againt fo juit'a r Learn ‘hence, berimies to curb pernicious 

But finge what honour afks, the general fends, Nor ftay, till yonder fleets alcend in fire: 

And fends by thefe whom moft thy heart com- | Accept the prefents ;.draw thy conquering fwords 


mends, And be am our ador’d. 
‘The bet and nobleft of the Grecian train ; Thus he. . fern Achilles thus reply’d: 
Permit not thefé to fue, and fue in vain ! My facond father, avd my reverend t 
Let me (my fen} an ancient fac unfold, Thy friend, believe me, ne fuch gifts demands, 
A. great example drawn from times of old ; And aiks ny hanours from a mortal's hands; ¢ 


Hear what our fathers wete,and what their praife, | Jove honours me, and favours my defigns ; 

Who conquer’d their revenge in former days. is pleature guides me, and his willconfines: 
Wher® Calydon on rocky mountains ftands, And here I ftay (if fuch his highhehst)as *- 

Once fgught th’ Atolian and Curetian bands ; While life’s warm fpirit beats within my breatt, 

To guard it thofe, to conquer thefe advance ; Yet heer one word, and veri Sg in thy heart ; 


And mutualdeaths were dealt with mutual chance. 1 No more moleft me on Atrides’ part ; -_ 

The filver Cynthia bade Gontention rife, Is it for him thefe tears are taught to flow, 

In vengeance of neglected facrifice ; For him thefe forrows? for my mortal foe? 

On Oeneus’ field fhe fent a monftrous boar, A generous friendthip no cold medium knows, 
‘That levell’d harvefts, and whole forefts tore ; Burns with one love, with one refentient glows; 
This bead (when many a chief his tufks had fidin) | One fhould our interefts and our paffions be; 
Great Meleager ftretch'd along the plain. My friend muft hate the man that injures me. 
Then, for his {poils, a new debate arofe, Do this, my Phoenix, ’tis a generous part; 

‘The neighbour nations thence commencing foes. | And thaghmy realms, my honours, and my heart. 
Strong as they were, the bold Curetes fail'd, Let thefe return: our voyage, or our flay, 

While Meleager’s thundering arth prevail’d : Reft undetermin'd till the dawning day. 

Till rage at length inflam’d his lofty breaft He ceas’d: then ordei'd for the fage’s bed 
(For rage invades the wife and the beft). . A warmer conch with numerous carpets {pread. 


Curs’d by Althea, to his wrath he yields, With that, fern Ajax his lang filence broke, : 

And in his wife’s embrace forgets the fields. @ | And thus, impatient, to Ulyfies {poke : : 

** (She from Marpefla Sprung, divinely fair, Hence let us go—-why wate we time in vain? 

‘* And matehleis Idas, more th@n man in war; See what effect our low fubmiffions gain! =| 

** The God ot day ador’d the mother’s charms: | Lik’d or not lik’d, his words we muft relate, ““™. 

** Agaift the God the father bent his arms: =+| The Gree expect them, and our heroes wait. 

* Th’ afflicted pair, their forrows to proclaim, Proud as he is, that iron-heart retains 

“ From Cleopatra chang’d this daughter's name, _Its ftubbory purpofe, and his friehds difdains: 

** And call’d Alcyene; a name to show Stern and unpitying ! if a brother bleed, 

* The father’s grief, the mourning mother’swoe.”) On juft atonement, we remit the deed; 

“fo her the chief retir’d from ftein debate, A fire the flaughter of his fen forgives ; 

But found no peace from ficrce Althwa’s hate: The price of blood difcharg’d, the murderér lives": 

Althza’s hate th’ unhappy warwor drew, The haught' st hearts at length their rage refign, 

Whofe lucklefs hand his royal uncle flew ; And gilts can conquer every foul but thine. 

She beat the ground, and call’d the powers beneath The Gods that unrelenting breatt have fteel’d, 

On her own fon to wreak her brother's death : And curs’d thee with a mind that cannot yield. 

Hell heard her curfes from the realms profound, § One women-flave was ravith'd from thy arms: 

And the red fiends that walk the nightly round, Lo, feven are offer’d, and of equal charms. 

In vain Atolia her deliverer waits, Then hear, Achilles! be of better mind ; 

War Shakes her walls, and thunders at her gates, Revere thy roof, and to thy gueits be kind; 

She fent seit a chofen band, And know thé men, of all the Grecian hoft, 

Pruefts of the Gods, and elders of the land ; Who honour worth, and prize thy valour moft. 

Befought the chief to fave the finking Rate : Oh foul of battles, and thy people’s guide ! 

Their pacnest urgent, andtheirprofiersgreat: (To Ajax thus the firit of Grecks reply'd) 

(Pull fifty acres of the richeft ground, [erown’d, Well hatt ghou fpoke; but at the tyrant’s name 

Half, pafture geen, and half with vineyards My rage rekindles, and my foul’s on flame; 
Tis juft refentment, and becomes the brave ; 


His fu pliant father, aged Oeneus, came ; 

Bake ters follow'd ; ev'n the vengeful dame Difgrae’d, difhonour’d, like the vileft flave ‘ 
Althza fues ; his friends before him fall: Return then, heroes! and our anfwer bear, 
He ftands relentlefs and rejects them all, The glorious combat is no more my Care ; 


Mean wihklte the victor’s fhouts afcend the fkies; | Not till, amjdft yon finking navy flain, 
The walls arg feal’d ; the rolling flames arife ; The blood of Greeks thall dye thedable main; 


At length his wife (a form divine) appears, Not till the flames, by Hector’s fury thrown, 
With piercing crids, and fupplicating tears ; Confume your veflels, and approach my own; 
She paints the horpors of @ conquer’d town, uft there, th’ impetuous homicide fhail ftand, 
The hesoes flan, the palaces o’erthrown, ere ceafe his battle, and,there feel our hand. 


The matrons ravith’d, the whole race edflav'd : This faid, each prince a double goblet crown’d, 
‘The warrior heard, And caft a large libation on the gyound ; 
: ‘ 
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en St eee the gloomy fhades, Such was his word: whet farther he declar'd, 
chiefs return ; divine Ulyffes leads. The facred heralds and great Ajax heard,, 
Mean time Achilles’ faves "da bed, But Phenix in his tent the chief retains, 
‘With fleeces, carpets, and {oft linen {pread + Safe to tranfpore him to his native plains, 
‘There, till che facred morn refterd the day, When morning dawns: if other he decree, 
In flumber fweet the reverend Phornix lay, His age is facred, and his choice is free. 
But in his inner tent, an ampler {pace, Ulyfies ceas'ds the great Achaian hoft, 
Achilles flept; and in his warm embrace With forrow feiz’d, in coniternation loft, 
Fair Diomede of the Lefbian race, Attend the ftern reply. Tydides broke 
» Laft, for Patroclus was the couch prepar’d, The general filence, and undaunted {poke : 
Whole nightly joys the beautecus Iphis thar'd;; | Why thould we gifts to proud Achilles fend? 
Achilles to his friend confign’d her charms, Or ftrive with prayers his haughty foul to bend 9 
. qvhen Scyros fell before kis conquering arms. His country’s woes he glories to deride, 
' th’ elected chiefs, w Greece had | And ahaha will burff that fwelling heart with 
ent, pride. 
Pais’d thro’ the hofts, and reach’d the royal tent. | Be the fierce impulfe of his rage obey’d ; 
*Fhentifing all, with goblets in their hands, Our battles let him, or defert, or aid ; 
" The peers and leaders of the Achaian bands, Then let him arm when Jove or he think fit s 
Hail’d their return, Atrides firft begun : That, to his madnefs, or to Heaven commit : 

Say what fuccefs? divine Laertes’ fon! What for ourfelves we can, is always ours ; 
Achilles high refolves declare to all ; This night, let due repaft refveth our powers 
Returns the chief, or muft our navy fall ? (For ftrength confifts in {pirits and in blood,§ 

Great king of nations! (Ithacus reply’d) And thofe are ow’d to generous wine andi 
Fix'd is his wrath, unconquer’d is his pride ; food) ; 

He flights thy friendthip, thy propofals fcorns, But when the rofy meffenger of day 
And, thus implor’d, with fovea ans burns; Strikes the blue mountains with her golden ray, 
To fave our army, and our fleets, to free, Rang’d at the fhips, let all our {quadrons thine, 

Is not his care; but left to Greece and thee. In flaming arms, a long emtended line : 


Your eyes fhall view, when morning paints the In the dread fiont let great Atrides ftand, 
Beneath his oars the whitening billows fly. [iky, The firit in danger, as in high command. 


Us too he bids our oars and fails employ, Ghouts of acclaim the liftening heroes raife, 
Nor hope the fall of heaven-protected Troy : Then each to Heaven the due libations pays; 
= eae o’erfhades her with his arm divine, Tull fleep, defcending o'er the tents, beftows 
iptres her war, and bids her glory Dine, The grateful bleffings of defir’d repofe- 
BOOK X. 


THE ARGUMENT. 
Phe Night Adventure of Diomed and Ulyfes. 


Upon the refufal of Achilles to return to the army, the diftrefs of Agamemnon is defcribed in the mofk 
lively manner, He takes no reft that night, but paffes threugh the camp, awakening the leaders, 
and contriving ali poffible methods for the public fafety. Menelaus, Neftor, Ulyffes, and Diomed, 
are employed in raifing the reft of the captains. They call a council of war, and determine to fend 
Scouts into the enemy's camp, to learn their pofture, and difcover their intentions. Diomed under- 
takes this hazardous enterprife, and makes choice of Ulyffes for his companion. In their paflage they 
furprife Dolon, whom He<tor had fent ona like defign to the camp of the Grecians. From him they 
are informed of the fituation of the Trojan and auxiliary forces, and particularly of Rhefus, and the 
Thracians who were lately arrived. They pafs on with fuccefs; kill Rhefus, with feveral of his of- 
ficers, and feize the famous horfes of that prince, with which they return in triumph to the camp. 

The fame night continues; the fcencalies in the two camps. 


Au night the chiefs before their verfels lzy, Now o’er the field, dejected, he furveys. 
And loft in fleep the labours of the day : From thoufand Trojan fires the mousting blagg ; 
All but the king; with various shoughits oppreft, Hears in the pafling wind their mufic blow, 
His country’s cares lay relling in his breatt. And marks diftinct the voices of the foe. 
As when, by lightnings, Jove’s etherial power Now looking backwards to the fleet and coaft, 
Foretells the rattling hau, or weighty fhower, Anxious he forrows for the endanger’d hoff. 
Or fends foft fnows to whiten all the thore, , He rends his hairs in facrifice to Jove, 
. Or bids the brazen throat of war to roar; "And fues to him that ever lives above : 
By fits one flath fucceeds as one expires, _  Inly he groans; while glory and defpair 
And heaven flames thick with momentary fires. Divide his heart, and wage a double war. 
So burfting trequent from Atrides’ breaft, A thoufand cares his labourmg breaft involves; 


Sighs following fighp his inward fears confett, To feck fage Neftor now the chigf retgives, 


*~ 


. 
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With him in wholefome coinisels, todebate : 
‘What yet remains to fave th’ afflicted ftate. 
He rofe,and firft he caft tus mantle round, 
Next dn his feet the fhining fandals bound ; 
A liott's yellow fpoils his back concesl’d; = * 
His waflike hand a pointed javelin held. : 
Mean while his brother, preft with equal woes, 
‘Alike deny’d the gifts of foft repole, 
Lamesits for Greece; that in his caafe before 
So muuch had fuffer’d, and mutt fuffer more. 
pA. Jeapard"s fpotted bide his thoulders fptead ; 
‘A. brazen et glitter’d on his head : 
‘Thus (with « jevelin in his hand) he went 
“09 walte Atrides in the royal tent. 
Already wak'd, Atrides he defury’d, 
Bis armour buckling at his veflel’s fide. 
Ithey met; the Spartan thus began’ 
ts my brother his bright armour on ? 
Senild ke fome fpy, amidét thefe filent hoats, 
To try yon camp, and watch the Trojan powers? 
But fay, what hero fhall fuitain that:tatk? / 
Such bold exploits ancommon courage afk ; 
Guitllefs, alone, through night’s dark fhade te go, 
And 'midft a hoftile camp explore the foe ! 
To whom the king: In fuch diftrefs we ftand, 
No vulgar counfels our affairs demand ; 
Greece to preferve, is now no eafy part, 
But aks high wifdom, deep defign, and art : 
For Jove averfe our humbie prayer denies, 
And bows his bead to Hector’s facrifice. 
What eye has witnefs'd, or what ear believ’d? 
In one great day, by one great arm achev'd, 
Such wond'rous deeds as Hettor’s hand has done, 
And we bebeld, the laft revolving fun. 
What honours the belov'd of Jove adorn ! € 
Sprung from no God, and of no Goddefs born, 
Yet fuch his acts, as Greeks unborn thall tell, 
And carfe the battle where their'fathers fell. 
Now {peed thy hafty courfe along the fleet, 
There call great Ajax, and the prince of Crete ; 
Ourfelf to hoary Neftor will repair ;. 
To keep the guards on duty be his care; 
(For Neftor's influence beft that quarter guides, 
* Whole fon with Merion o’er the watch prefides,) 
« To whom the Spartan: Thefe thy orders borne, 
Say thall I flay, or with difpatch return ? 
There thalt thow ftay (the king of meén reply’d) t 


wr 


Elfe may we mifs to meet, without a guide, 
‘The paths fo many, and the camp fo wide. 
Still, with your voice the dothful foldiers raife, 
Urge, by their father’s fanie, their future praife. 
Forget we ngw our ftate and lofty birth ; 
Not titles here, but works muft prove our worth. 
To labour is the lot of man below ; 
And when Jave gave us life, he gave ux woe. 
This faid, each parted to his feveral cares; 
* The king to Neftor’s fable {hip repairs; 
The fage protector of the Greeks he found 
Stretch’d in his bed with all his arms around ; 
various-colour’d {carf, the thield he réars, 
The ines Spine and the pointed (pears: 
The dreadful weapons of the warrior’s rage, 
That, old in arma, dildain’d the peace of age. 
Then, leaning on.his hand his watchful head, 
a he hoary monatch raie’d his eyes, and faid: 
What art then, fpeak, that on defigns unknown, 
While others fleep thus range the eamp alone f 
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Seek" thou fottte Mend, oralightly ceitinedh’?’ 

Stand off, approach. not, but thy ete, 
O fon of Neleus (thus the king ) ; 

Pride of the Greeks, and glory of thy Kind } 

Lo hete the wretched Agamemnon ftands, 

Th’ unhappy general of the Grecian bands; ‘ 

Whom Jove decrees with daily cares to bendy 

And woes, that only with his life ghait end ! 

Scarce can my Knees thefe trémbling limbs fuftaip, 

And fearce my heart fupport its load of pain. =‘ 

No tate of fleep thefe ‘heavy eyes have -knewn ; 

Confas'd, and fad, I wander thus alone, 

With fears diftracted, with ne fiz Se4 8 

And all ary people's miferies aré mine. . 

If aught of ufe thy waking thoughts faggett 

(Since cares, like mine, deprive thy foul of reft} 

Impart thy counfel, and afiift thy friend, 

Now let us jointly to the trench defeend, 

At every A ap the fainting guard excite, > 

Tir'’d with the toils of day and watch of night: 

Elfe may the fudden foe our works invade, 

So near, and fayour'd by the gloomy fhade. 

To him thus Neftor: Traft the Powers above, 
Nor ses proud Hector’¢hopes confirm’d by Jove: 
How ill agree the views of vain mankind, 

And the wife counfels of th’ Eternal Mind ! 
Audacious Hector! if the Gods ordain 

That great Achriles rife and rage again, 

What toils attend thee, and what woes remain! 
Lo faithful Neftor thy command obeys ; 

The ¢are is next our other chiefs to raife : 
Ulyfes, Diomed, we chiefly need ; 

Meges for aria Oijleus fam'd for fpeed__ 
Some qther be difpateh'd of nimbler feet, : 
To thofe tall thips, remoteft of the fleet, 
Where lie great Ajax, and the king of Crete. 
To roufe the Spartan I myfeif decree ; 

Dear as he is to us," and dear to thee, 

Yet muft I tax his floth, that claims no fhare 
With his great brother in this martial care: 
Him ut behov'd to every chief to fue, 
Preventing every past perform'd by you; 

For trong neceflity our teils demands, 

Claims ail our hearts, and urges all aur hands. 

To whom the king: With reverence we allow 
Thy jutt rebukes, yet learn to {pare them now. 
My genevaus brather is of gentle kind ; 
He ean remifs, but bears a valiant mind ; 
Through too much deference to our fovercige 
Content to follow when we dead the way. [{way, 
But now, our ills induftrigus to prevent, 
Long ere the reft, he rofe, and fought my tent. 
The chiefs yon nam’d, already at his call, 
Prepage to meet us near the navy wall; 
Affembling there, between the trench and gates, 
Near the night-guards, our chofen council waits. 

acai (faid Neftor) thal his rule with. 

and, 
For great examples juftify command. 
ith that the venerable warrior rofe ; 

The fhining greaves his manly legs inclafe ; 
Mus purple mantle golden buckles join’d, 
Warm with the fofteft wool, and doubly lin’d. 


‘Then, ruthing from his tent, he {natch'd in hafte 


His fteely lance, that lighten'’d ag he paft. 

The camp he travets’d through the fleeping crowd, 

Stopp'd at Wiyfies’ tent, on ee ale, =~ * 
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Whatever counfels can ay our thought, 
to 


‘Whatever methods, or or fight, 
° Al, all on this Ne lin ! 
* fle heard, return'd, and took his painted thield: 


Then join'd the chiefs, aqd follow'd through the 


a field. 
‘ WlOkarc his tent, bold Diomed they found, 
All fheath’d im arms: his brave companions 


rowid ; 
. Mucefank in fleep, extended on the field, 
“lig head reclining on his beffy shield. 
- — of ee aang ftood by, that, fix’d i i 
hat from their ing points a quivering light. 
A bull’s black hide compos'’d the hero's te : 
A {plendid carpet roll’d th his head. 
Then, with his foot, old Neftor gently thakes 
The flumbering chief, aad in thefe words a- 


$3 
Rife, fon of Tydeus! to the brave and ftrong 
Reft feems inglofious, and the night too long. 
But aorta now? whén from yon hal a 
oe w 
Hangs o’er the fleet, and thades our walls be- 
At this, foft flumber from his eye-lids fled : 
The warrior faw the hoary chief, and faid, 
Wandrous old man! whole foul no refpite knows, 
“Though years and honeurs bid thee feet; repofe, 
Let younger Greeks our fleeping warridts wake ; 
Ti Sts thy age thefe toils to undertake. 
My friend (he anfwer'd) generous is thy care, 
Thefe toils my fubjects and my fons might bear; 
Their loyal thoughts and pious loves confpire 
To eaie a fovereign, and relieve a fire. 
But now the laft defpair furrounds our hoft ; 
No hour muft pafs, no moment matt be loft ; 
Each fingle Greek, in this conclufive ftrife, 
Stands on the edge of death or life: 
Yet, if my years thy kind regard engage, 
Employ thy youth as I employ my age: 
Succeed te my cares, and rouge the reft : 
He ferves me moft, who ferves his country beft. 
This faid, the hero o’er his fhoulders flung ! 
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& lipn’s {poils, that to his ancles hung; {long. 
Then feiz'd his ponderous lance, and ftrode a- 
Mees the bold, with Ajax fam'd for {peed, 


The tr aa rouz'd, and to th’ entrenchments 


ed, 2 
And now the chiefs approach the nightly guard ; 
A wakeful fquadton, each in arms prepar’d : 
Th’ unweary'd watch their liftening leaders keep, 
And, couching clofe, repel invading fleep. 
So faithful dogs their fleecy charge maintain, 
With toil proteéted from the prowling train, 
When the gaunt lionefa, with hunger bold, 
Springs from the mountains tow’rd the guarded 
fold : {hear ; 
Throtgh breaking woods her ruftling courfe they 
Loud, agd more loud, the clamours ftrtke their ear 
Of hourids and men; they ftart, they gaze around, 
Witch evety Gdg) and turu te every found, 





_ 
ize, 


Thus watehd the €Irecians, cautious of 
Each voice, each motion, drew their eats aud eyes, 


Each ftep of paffing feet increas'd th’ adiight, 


And heftile Troy was ever full in . ‘ 
Nettor with Le the wakeful band yi, 

And thus ac through the gloomy fhade = 
"Tis well, my fons your nightly cares enrploy ¢ 
Elfe mult our hoft become the feorn of Troy. ° 
Watch thus, and Greece fhall live--The here 


faid 

Then o'er the trench the following chieftains led. 
His fon, and godlike Metin, ararch’d behind 
(For thefe the princes to their council soin'd) 5 
The trenches paft, th’ sflembled kings around 
In filent ftate the confiftery crown’d. 
A place there was yet undefil’d with gore, 
The {pot where Hector ftopp’d his rage before 3 
When night defcending, from his vengefal and 
Repriev’d the relicks of the Grecian bead : 
(The plain befide with mangled corple was {pread, 
And all his progrefs mark’d by heaps of dead.) 
There fat the mournful kings: when Neleus’ fom 
The council opening, in thefe words begun : 

Is there (faid he} a chief fo greatly brave, 
His life to hazard, and his country fave ? 
Lives there a man, who fingly dares to go 
To yonder camp, or feize fome ftraggling foe ? 
Or, favour'd by the night, approach i near, 
Their {peech, their counfels, and defigns, to hear 2 
If to befiege our navies they prepare, 
@r Troy once more muft be the feat of war? 
This could he learp, and t8 our peers recite, 
And pafs unharm'd the dangers of the night, 
What fame were his through all fucceeding days, 


4While nari fhines, or men have tongues te 
ife? 


e 

What cifts his grateful country would beftow ? 
What muft not Greece to her deliverer owe ? 
A fable ewe each leader fhould provide, 
With each a fable lambkin by her fide ; 
At every rite his fhare fhould be increas’d, 
And his the foremoft honours of the featft. 
Fear held them mute: alone, untaught to fear 
Tydides {poke--The man you feek, is here. 

ugh yon bleck camps to bend my dangeteus 


WARY, 

Some God within commands, and I obey. 
But let fome other chofen warrior join, 
To raife my hopes, and fecond my defign. 
By mutual confidence, and mutual aid, 
Great deeds are done, and great difcoveries made; 
The wife new prudence from the wile acquire, 
And one brave hero fans another’s fire. 

Contending leaders at the word arofe : 
Each generous breaft with emulation glows : 
So brave a tafk each Ajax firove to thare, 
Bold Merion ftrove, and Neftor’s valiant heir ; 
The Spartan with'd the fecond place to gain, 
And great Ulyifes with’d, nor with'd in vain. 
Then thus the king of men the conteft ends : 
Thon firk of warriors, and thou beft of friends, 
Undaanted Diomed ! what chief to join 
In this great enterprize, is age Aor 
Juit be thy choice, without affechon made ; 

o birth or office, no refpect be paid ; 
Let worth determine here. The monarch fpake, 
And inly*trembted for his brether'sfake, = - 


POPE'S 


Theh thus (the godlike Diomed rejain’d) : 
My choice declares the impulfe of my mind, 
How can I doubt, while great Ulyfles ftands 
To lend his counfels, and affift our hands? 
A chief, whofe fafety is Minerva’s care ; 
So fam’d, fo dreadful, in the works of war: 
Bleft in his conduct, I no aid require ; 
Wifdom like his might-pafs through flames of 
fire 


It fits thee not, before thefe chiefs of fame, 
(Reply the fage) to praife me, or to blame > 

raife from a friend, or cenfure from a foe, 
Are loft on hearers that our merits know. 
But let us hafte——-Night rolls the hours away, 
‘The reddening orient fhows the coming day, 
The ftars fhine fainter on th’ ethereal plains, 
And of Night’s empire but a third remains. 

Thus having {poke, with generous ardour preft, 
In arms terrific their tage limbs they dreft. 

A two-edg'd faulchion Thrafymed the brave, 

And ample buckler, to Tydides gave : 

‘Then in a leathern helm he cas’d his head, 

Short of its creft, and with no plume o’erfpead : 

(Such as by youths unus’d to arms are worn ; 

No {poils enrich it, and no ftuds adorn.) 

Next him Ulyfles took a thining fword, 

A. bow and quiver, with bright arrows ftor'd : 

A well-prov’d cafque, with leather braces bound, 

€Thy gift, Meriones) his temples crown’d : 

Soft weol within ; without, in order {pread, 

A. boar’s white teeth grinn’d horrid o’er his hea. 

This from Amyntor, sich Ormenus’ fon, 

Autolychus by fraudful rapiné won, 

And gave Amphidamas ; from him the prize 

Molus receiv’d, the pledge of {ocial ties ; 

‘The helmet next by Merion was poffefs’d, 

And now Ulyfles’ thoughtful temples prefs'd. 

Thus fheath’d in arms, the council they forfake, 

And dark through paths oblique their progrefs 

Jutt then, in fign the favour’d their intent, [take. 

A long-wing’d heron great Minerva {ent : 

This, though furrounding thades obfcur’d their 

view, [knew. 

By the thrill clang, and whiftling wings, they 

As from the right the foar’d, Ulyfles pray’d, 

Hail’d the glad umen, and addrefs'd the Maid : 
© daughter of that God, whofe arm can wield 

Th’ avenging bolt, and fhake the dreadful thield! 

© thou! tor éver prefent in my way, 

Who all my metions, all my toils, furvey ! 

Safe may we pafs beneath the gloomy fhade, 

Safe by thy fuccour to our fhips convey’d ; 

And let fome deed this fignal night adorn, 

To claim the tears of Trojans yet unborn. 

Then godlike Diomed preferr’d his prayer : 
Daughter of Jove, unconquer’d Pallas! hear. 
Great queen of arms, whofe favour Tydeus won, 
As thou defend’ ft the fire, defend the fon. 

When on Acfopus’ banks the banded powers 
Of Greece he left, and fought the Theban tow- 
ers, fhow, 


Peace was his charge; receiv’d with peaceful |° 


He went a legate, but return’d a foe: 

Then help’d by thee, and cover’d by ny fhield, 
He fought with numbers, and made numbers 
So now be prefent, Oh celeftial Maid! —_[yie]d. 


So fill continue te the-sace thine aid! 


HOMER. ; 


A youthful fteer fhall fall beneath the ftrokey 
Untam’d, unconfcious of the galling yoke, 

With ample fprebead, and with fpredding hosnsy 
Whofe taper tops refulgent gold adorns. 

The heroes pray'd; and Pallas from the fkies 
Accords their vow, fucceeds their enterprize. 
Now, like two lions panting for the prey, 

With dreadful thoughts they trace the dreary way, 
Through the black horrors of th’ eafanguin’d 


lam, 
Throvgh duft, through blood, o’er arms and kills 
of flain. 


Nor lefs bold Hector, and the fons of Troy 
On high defigns the wakeful howrs employe eo 
Th’ affembled peers their lofty chief inclas’d ; "' 
Whe thus the counfels of his breaft propos’d : 

What glorious man for high attempts prepar’d, 
Dares greatly venture, for a rich reward, 

Of yonder fleet a bold difcovery make, -txhe 3 
What watch they keep, and what refolvey they 
If now fubdued they meditate their flight, 

And {pent with toil neglect the watch of night ? 
His be the chariot that fhall pleafe him motft, 

Of all the plunder of the vanquith'd hoft ; 

His the Mir fteeds that all the reft excel, 

And his the glory to have ferv’d fo well. 

A youth there was among the tribes of Troy, 
Dolon his name, Eumedes’ boy 
(Five girls befide the rever ald told 
Rich was the fon in brafs, and rich in gold, 

Not bleft by nature with the charms of face, 
But fwift of foot, and matchlefs in the race. 
Hector! (he faid) my courage bids me meet 
This high achievemeut, and explore the fleeft™, 
But firtt Lxalt thy fceptre to the fkies, 

And {wear to grant me the demanded prize : 
Th’ immortal courfers, and the glittering car, 
That bear Pelides through the-ranks of war, 
Encourag’d thus, no idle fcout I go, 

Fulfil thy with, their whole intention know. 
Ev’n to the royal tent purfue my way, 

And all their counfels, all their aims betray. 

The chief then heav’d the golden fceptre high, 
Attefting thus the monarch of the fky: 

Be witnefs thou ! immortal Lord of all! 
Whofe thunder fhakes the dark aérial hall: 
By none but Dolon thall this prize be boine, 
And him alone th’ immortal fteeds adorn. 

Thus Hector fwore: the Gods were call’d in 

vain ; 

But the rafh youth prepares to fcour the plain: 
Acrofs his back the bended bow he flung, 
A wolf’s grey hide around his fhoulders ane: 
A ele downy fur his helmet lin’d, 
And in his hand a pointed javelin fhin’d. 
Then (never to return) he fought the fhore, 
And trod the path his feet muit tread no more. 
Scarce had he pafs’d the fteeds and Trpjan throng 
(Still bending forward as he cours’d along), 
When, on the hollow way, th’ approaching tread 
Ulyffes mark’d, and thus to Diomed : 
friend ! I hear fome ftep of hoftile feet, 
Mc'ving this way, or haftening to the feet : 
Sophe {py perhaps, to lurk befide the main; 
Or nightly pillager that ftrips the flain. 
Yet let him pafs, and win a little {pace ; 
Then rufh behind him, and eye his pace. 
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But if too fwilt of foot he fites before, 
Confine his courfe along the’fleet and fhore, 
Betwixt the camp and him our fpears employ, 
And intercept his hop’d retura to Troy. 

With that they ftepp’d alide, and ftoop’d their 
(As Dolon pais’d) behind a heap of dead: [head 
Along the path the fpy-unwary flew; 

Soft, at juft diftance, both the chiefs purfue. 
So diftant they, and fuch the fpace between, 

*As when two teams of mules divide the green 
(To whom the hind like fhares of land allows), 
When now new furrows part th’ approaching 

«* 4 ploughs. 

Yaw Dolon liftering heard them as they patt ; 
Hector (he thought) had fent, and check’d his 

‘Till {carce at diftance of a javelin’s throw, [hafte, 
Niorve!.e fucceding, he perceiv’d the foe. 
fe* when two fkilful hounds the leveret wind ; 

Or chac®through woods obfcure the trembling 

Now loft, now feen, they intercept his way, [hind; 

And from the herd ftill turn the flying prey : 

So faft, and with fuch fears, the Trojan flew ; 

So clofe, fo conftant, the bold Greeks purfue. 

Now almoft on the fleet the daftard falls, 

And mingles with the guards that watch the walls; 

When brave Tydides ftopp’d; a gencrous thought 

(Infpir’d by Pallas) in his bofom wrought, 

Left on the foe fome forward Greek advance, 

And {natch the glory from his lifted lance. 

Then thus aloud: Whoe’er thou art remain; 

This javelin elfe fhall fix thee to the plain. 

He faid, and high in air the weapon catt, 

~~" " * wilful err’d, and o’er his fhoulder paft ; 
x'dinearth. Againft the trembling wood 

The wretch ftood propp’d, and quiver'd as he 

A fudden palfy feiz’d lis turning head; —_[ftood; 

His loofe tecth chatter’d, and his colour fled : 

The panting warriors feize him as he ftands, 

And with unmanly tears his life demands. 

O fpare my youth, and for the breath I owe, 
Large gifts of price my father fhall beftow. 

Vaft heaps of brafs fhall in your fhips be told, 
And fteel well-tenaper’d, and refulgent gold. 

To whom Ulyfles made this wife reply ; 

Whoe’er thou art, be bold, nor fear to die. 

What moves thee, fay, when fleep has clos’d the 
To roam the filent fields in dead of night? {fight, 
Cam’ft thou the fecrets of our camp to find, 

By Hector prompted, or thy daring mind? 

@r art fome wretch by hopes of plunder led 
Through heaps of carnage to de{poil the dead ? 
Then thus pale Dolon with a fearful look, 

(Still as he {poke, his limbs with horror fhook) 
Hither I came, by Hector's words deceiv'd; 
Much did he promife, rafhly I believ'd : 

No lefs a bribe than great Achilles’ car, 

And thofe fwift fteeds that {weeps the ranks of 
Urg’d me, unwilling, thisfttempt to make ; (war, 
‘To learn what counfels, what refolves you take : 
If, now fubdued, you fix your hopes on flight, 
And, tir’d with toils, negle& the watch of night? 

Bold was thy aim, and glorious was the pri 
(Ulyffes, with a {cornful {mile, replies) 

Far other rulers thofe proud fteeds demand, 
And {corn the guidance of a vulgar hand ; 

Ev’n great soieeral {carce their rage can tame, 
Achilles, fprung frm an immortal di 


But fay, be faithful, and the truth recite ! 
Where lies encamp’d the Trojan chief to night ® 
Where ftand his courfers? in what aver eee 
Their other princes? tell what watch they keep « 
Say, fince their conqueft, what their counfels 
Or here to combat, from their city far, [are it 
Or back to Ilion’s wall transfer the war. 
Ulyffes thus, and thus Eumedes’ fon : 
What Dolon knows, his faithful tongue thall own, 
Hector, the peers affembling in his tent, 
A council holds at Tlus* monument, 
No certain guards the nightly watch partake ; 
Where’er yon fires afcend, the Trojans wake : 
Anxious for Troy, the guard the natives keep 3 
Safe in their cares, th’ auxiliar forces fleep, 
Whofe wives and infants, from the danger far, 
Difcharge their fouls of half the fears of war. 
Then fleep thofe aids among the Trojan train, 
(Enquir’d the chief) or {catter’d o’er the plain ? 
To whom the fpy: Their powers they thus difd 
fe 


€: 
The tes dreadful with their bended bows, 
The Carians, Caucons, the Pelafgian hoft, 
And Leleges, encamp along the coaft. 
Not diftant far, lie higher on the land 
The Lycian, Myfian, and Meonian band, 
And Phrygia’s horfe, by Thymbras’ ancient wall 
The Thracians utmoft, and apart from all. 
Thefe Troy but lately to her fuccour won, 
Led on by Rhefus, great Eioneus’ fon : 
I fiw his courfers in proud triumph go, 
Swift as the wind, and white as winter fnow = 
Rich filver plates his fhining car infold ; 
His folid arms, refulgent, flame with gold ; 
No mortal shoulders fuit the glorious load, 
Celeftial Panoply, to grace a God ! 
Let me, unhappy, to your fleet be borne, 
Or leave me here, a captive’s fate to mourn, 
Tn cruel chains; till you return reveal, 
The truth or falfehood of the news I tell. 

To this Tydides, with a gloomy frown : 

Think not to live though all the truth be fhown; 
Shall we difmifs thee, in fome future ftrife 

To rifk more bravely thy now forfeit life? 

Or that again our camps thou may’ft explore ; 
No-~—once a traitor, thou betray’ft no more. 

Sternly he {poké, and as the wretch prepar’d 
With humble blandifhment to ftroke his beard, 
Like lightning {wift the wrathful faulchion flew, 
Divides the neck, and cuts the nerfes In two 5 
One inftant {natch’d his trembling foul to hell, 
The head, yet fpeaking, mutter’d gs it fell. 

The furry helmet from his brow they tear, 

The wolf’s grey hide, th’ unbended bow and {pear ; 
Thefe great Ulyffes lifting to the tkies, 

To favouring Pallas dedicates the prize : 

Great Queen of arms! receive this hoftile {poil, 
And let the Thracian fteeds reward our toil : 
Thee firft of all the heavenly holt we praife ; 

O fpeed our labours, and direct our ways ! 

This faid, the {poils with dropping gore defac’d, 

High on a ipreading tamarifk he plac'd ; 

Then heap with reeds and gather'd boughs the 

To guide their footfteps to the place again. (plain, 
Through the ftill night they crofs the devious 

field8 {thields, 
Slippery with blood, o'er arms and heaps of 
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Arriving where the Thracign {quadrens lay, Swift to the Trojan eamp defcends the Pewels ‘+ 
And ear in fleep the labours of the day. [band’: | And wakes Hippocdén in the hour : 


Rang’d in three lines they view the proftrate 
‘The borfes yok’d befide each warrior ftand ; 
Their arms in order on the ground reclin’d, 
Throwgh the brown fhade the fulgid weapons 
thin’d : 
Amidf lay Rhefus, flretch’d in fleep profeund, 
And the white feeds behind his chariot bound. 
The welcome fight Ulyffes firt defcries, 
And points to Diomea the ts mpting prize. 
‘The-man, the courfers, and the car behold ! 
Defcrib’d by Dolon, with the arms ef gold. 
Now, brave Tydides! now thy courage try, 
Approach the chariot, and the fteeds untie ; 
Or if thy fou! afpire to fiercer deeds, 
Urge thou the flaughter, while J feize the fteeds, 
Pallas (this faid) her heru’s bofom warms, 
Breath’d in his heart, and ftrung his nervous arms; 
Where’er he pafs'd a purple ftream purfued 
His thirfty faulchion, tat with hoftile blood ; 
Bath’d all his feoifteps, dy’d the fields with gore, 
And a low groan remurmur'd through the fhore. 
So the grim lion fiom his nightly den, 
O’erleaps the fences, and invades the pen ; 
On fheep or goats, refiftlels in his way, 
Bye falls, and foaming rends the guamllefs prey. 
Nor ftopp'd the fury of his vengeful hand, 
“Till twelve lay breathlefs of the Thracian band. 
Ulyffes following, as his partner flew, 
Baok by the foot each flaughter’d warrior drew$ 
The milk-white courféis itudigus to convey 
Safe to the thips, he wiiely clear’d the way ; 
Left the fierce fteads, not yet to battles bred, 
Should flart, and tremble at the heaps ofdead. 
Wow twelve diupatch’d, the monarch laft they 
found ; 
Tydidgs’ faulchion fix’d him to the ground, 
Juft then a deathful dream Minerva fent ; 
A, warlike form appear’d before his tent, 
Whole vifionary flee] his bofom tore : 
So dream’d the monarch, and ewak’d no more. 
Ulyfies now the fnowy fteeds detains, 
And leads them, faften’d by the filver reins ; 
‘Theife, with his bow unbent, he lath’d along ; 
(The fcourge furgot, on Rhefus’ chariot hung.) 
Then gave his friend the fignal to retire; 
But him, new dangers, new achievements fire : 
Doubtful be ftood, or with his reeking blade 
To fend more lerees to th’ infernal thade, 
Drag off the car where Rhefus’ armour lay, 
Or heave with manly force, and lift away. 
While unrefolv’d the fon of Tydeus flands, 
Pallas appears, and thus ber chief commands : 
Enough, my fon; from father laughter ceale, 
Regard thy fafety, and depart in peace ; 
sae to the thips, the gotten fpoils enjoy, 
or tempt too far the hoftile Guds of Troy. 
The voice divine confefs the martial Maid ; 
In hafte he mounted, and her word obey'd ; 
The courfers fly before Ulyfles’ bow, 
Swift as the wind, and white as winter-fnow. 


Not unobferv'd they pafs’d: the God of Light 
Had iets his ‘Lroy, and mark’d Minerva s 
ight 
Saw Tydeus’ fon with heavenly fuccour bleft, 
And vengeful anger fill'd his facred * 


(On, Rhefus’ 


accuftom'd to a ; 
A faithful kinfmasj, and inftruGive friend). 
He rofe, and faw the field deform’d with blood; 
An empty {pace where late the courfers ftood, 
The yet-warm Thracjans panting on the coat; 
For each he wept, but for his Rhefus moft : 
Now while on Rhefus’ name he calls in ¥ain, 
The gathering tumult {preads o'er all the plain; ' 
On heaps the ‘Trojans ruth, with wild affright, 
And wondering view the flaughters of the night, 
Mean while the chiefs arriving at the thadeg. *- 
Where late the {poils of Hector’s {py were laid, — 
Ulyfies epp'’d; to him Tydides bore 
The trophy, dropping yet with Dolon’s gore: _, 
Then mounts again ; again their nimble fect" 
The courfers ply, and thunder tow'rds the fleet. 
Old Neftor firft perceiv'd th’ approachistg iound, 
Befpeaking thus the Grecian peers aroynd : 
Methinks the noife of trampling fteeds 1 hear, 
Thickening this way, and gatheiing on my ear; 
Perhaps fome horfes of the Trojan breed 
(So may, ye Gods! of pious hopes fucceed) 
The great Tydides and Ulyffes bear, 
Return'd triumphant with this prize of war. 
Yet much IT fear (ah may that fear be vain !} 
The chiefs out-number'd by the Trojan train ; 
Perhaps, ev’n now purlued, they feek the fhore ; 
Or, oh ! perhaps thofe heroes are no more. 
Scarce had he {poke, when Jo! the chiefs ap. 
pear, {fear : 
And fpring to earth; the Greeks difmifs hsir 
With wards of friendfhip and extended hands 
They greet the kings: and Neftor Grft demands: 
Say thou, whofe praifes all our hoft proclaim, 
Thou living glory of the Grecian name ! 
Say, whence thefe courfers? by what chance be. 
ftow'd ? 
The fpoil of foes, or prefent of a God ? 
Not thofe fair fteeds fo radiant and fo gay, 
That draw the bprning chariot of the day. 
Old as I am, to age I icorn to yield, 
And daily mingle in the martial field ; 
But fure till now no eourfers ftruck my fight 
Like thefe, confpicuons through the ranks of fight. 
Some God, I deem, conferr’d the glorious prize, 
Bleft as ye are, and favourites of the fkies; 
The care of him whp bids the thunder roar, 
And ¢ her, whofe fury batheathe world with gore, 
Father ! not fo (fage Ithacas rejoin’d) 
The gifts of heaven are of a nobler kind. 
Of Thracian lineage are the fleeds ye view, 
Whofe bottile king the brave Tydides flew ; 
Sleeping he dy'd, with all his guards around, 
And twelve befide lay gafping on the ground. 
Shefe other {poils from conquer’d Dolon came, 
A wretch, whofe {wiftnefs was his anly fame, 
By Hector fent our forces to explore, 
He now lies headlefs on the fandy fhore. 
Then o’er the trench the bounding courfers flew; 
~ : joyful Greeks with lond acclaim pprfuee 
ight to Tydides’ high pavilion borne, 
THe matchlefs ftceds his ample ftall adorn: 
The neighing courfets their new fellows greet, 
Ang the fullracks are heap’d with generous whet, 
' Minerva. \ 
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But Bolon’s armaur, to-hiy hips convey’d Then in the polifh’d bath, refredh'd' from toil, 
High on the painted fern iyffes laid, t Their joints they fupple with diffolving oi, , * 
A ttophy deitin’d to the blue-ey’d Maid. In due repait indulge the gental hour, yy 
Now from nocturnal fweat, and fanguine ftain, i And firft to Pallas the libations pour ; 
They cleanfe their bodies in the neighbouring , They fit, rejoicing in her aid divine, : 
main: | And the crown'd goblet foams with floods of wine, 





BOOK XI. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The third Battle, and the A@s of Agamemnon. 


Ayamemnon, having armed himfelf, leads the Grecians to battle: Hector prepares the Trojans ta 
receive*zhem 3 vine hop Juno, and Minerva, give the fignals of war. Agamemnon bears all 
before him; and Hector is commanded by Jupiter (who iends Iris for that purpofe) to decline the 
engagement, till the king fhall be wounded, and retire from the eld. He then makes a great 
flanghter of the enemy: Ulyfles and Diomed put a ftop to him fora time; but the latter being 
wounded by Paris, is obliged to defert his companion, who is encompafled by the Trojans, wound- 
ed, and in the utmoft danger, till Mgnclatis and Ajax refcue him. Hector comes ges Ajax; 
but that hero alone oppofes maltitudes, and rallies the Greeks. In the mean time, Machaon, in 
the other wing of the army, is pierced with an arrow by Paris, and carried from the fight in Net- 
tor’s chariot. Achilles (who overlooked the action from his fhip) fent Patroclus to enquire which 
of the Greeks was wounded in that manner? Neftor entertains him in his tent with an account of 
the accidents of the day, and a long recital of fome former wars which he remembered, tending to 
put Patroclus upon periuading Achulles to fight for his countrymen, or at leaft permit him to do it, 
clad in Achilles’ armour. Patroclus in his return me@ts Eurypylus alfo wounded, and affitts him in 
that diftrefs, 

This. kook opens with the eight and twentieth day of the poem; and the fame day, with its various 

# actions and adventures, is extended through the twelfth, thirteenth, fourteenth, fifteeath, fix- 
teenth, feventeenth, and part of the Righteenth hgoka. The icene lies in the Geld, near the mo- 


ual 
hanes 


nument of llus. 


Tux fafron morn, with early bluthes {pread, 
Now rofe refulgent from Tithonius’ bed : 
With new born day to gladden mortal fight, 
And gild the courfe of heaven with fucred light : 
When baleful Eris, fent by Jove’s command, 
The torch of difcord blazing in her hand. 
Through the red fkies her bloody fign extends, 
And, wrapt in tempeits, o’er the fleet defcends, 
High on Ulyffes’ bark, her horrid ftand 
She took, and thunder’d through the feas and land. 
Ev'n Ajax and Achilles heard the found, 
Whole thips, remote, the guarded navy bound. 
Thence the black Fury through the Grecian throng 
With horror founds the loud Orthian fong : 
The navy fhakes, and at the dire alarms 
Each bofom bails, each warrior farts to arms. 
No thore they figh, inglorious to return,» 
But breathe revenge, aud for the combat burn. 
The king of men his hardy hoft infpires 

With loud command, with great example fires ; 
Himfelf firft rofe, himfelf before the reft 
His mighty limbs in radiant armour dreft. 

nd firft he cas’d his manly legs around 

h thining greaves, with filver buckles Lound : 
The beaming cuirafs next adorn’d his breatt, 
The fame which once king Cinyras poffett : 

The fame of Greece and her affembled hoft 

ad reach’d that monarch on the Cyprian coaft ; 
“Twas then, the friendthip of the chief to gain, 
This glorious gift he ‘fent, nor fent ~*-* 


Ten rows of azure fteel the work infold, 

Twice ten of tin, and twelve of ductile gold ; 

Three glittering dragons to the gorget rife, 

Whole imitated fcales, againft the tkies 

Reflected various light, and arching bow’d, 

Like colour’d rainbows o’er a fhowry cloud 

( Jove's wondrous bow, of three celeftial dyes, 

Plac’d as a fgn to man amid the fkies). 

A radiant baldrick, o'er his thoulder ty'd, 

Suftain’d the fword that glitter’d at his fide : 

Gold was the hilt, a filver fheath encas’d 

The fhining blade, and golden hangers prac’d. 

His bucklet’s mighty orb was next%di(play’d, 

That round the warrior caft a dreadful thade ; 

Ten zones of brafs its ample brim Qurround, 

And twice ten boffes the bright convex crown’d : 

Tremendous Gorgon frown’d upon its field, 

And circling terrors fill'd the expreffive fhield : 

Within its concave hung a filver thong, 

On which a osimic ferpent creeps aleng ; 

His agure length im eafy waves extends, 

Till in three heads th’ embroider’d monfter ends. 

Cait o’er his brows his fourfold helm he plac’d, , 

With nodding horfe hair formidably grac'd : 

And in-his hands two fteely javelins weilds, 

That blaze go heaven, and lighten all the fields, 
That inftant Juno and the martial Maid 

In happy thunders promis’d Greece their aid ; 

High o’er the chief they clath'd their arms in air, 

And, leaning from the clouds, expect the war. 
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Clofe to the limits of the trench and mound, 

The fiery courfers to their chariots bound [wield 
‘The {quires reftrain'd: the foot, with thofe who 
‘The lighter arms, ruth forward to the field. 

‘To fecond thefe, in clofe array combin'd, 

‘The fquadrons {pread their fable wings behind. 
Now fhouts and tumults wake the tardy fun, 

As with the light the yarriors toils begyn. 

Ev’n Jove, whofe thunder fpake his wrath, diftill'd 
Red drops of blood o'er all the fata] field ; 

‘The woes of men unwilling ta furvey, 

And all the flaughters that muft ftain the day. 

Near Ilus’ tomb, in order rang’d around, 

The Trojan lines poffefs’d the rilfing ground : 
There wife Polydamas and Hector ftood ; 
#Eneas, honour’d as a guardian God ; 

Bold Polybus, Agenor the divine, 

The brother whrriors of Antenor’s line ; 

With youthful Acamas, whofe beauteous face 
And fair proportion match’d th’ etherial race ; 
Great Hector cover’d with his {pacious fhield,” 
Plies all the troops, and orders all the field. 

As the red ftar now fhows his fanguine fires 
Through the dark clouds, and now m night retires; 
‘Thusthrough the ranks appear’d the 
Plung’d in the rear, or blazing in the van ; 
While ftreamy f{parkles, reftleis ac he flies, 

Filafh from his arms as lightning from the fkies, 
As fweating reaperss fome wealthy field, 
Rang’d in two bands, their crooked weapons wield, 
Bear down the furrows, till their labours meet ¢ 
Thick falls the heapy harveft at their feet : 

So Greece and Troy the field of war divide, 

And falling ranks are ftrow’d on every fide, 
None ftoop’d a thought to bafe inglorious flight; 
‘But horfc to horfe, and man to man, they fight. 
Not rabid wolves more fierce conteft their prey ; 
Each wounds, each bleeds, but none refign the 


day. 
Difcord with joy the {cone of death defcries, 
And drinks large Jaughter at her fanguine eyes: 
Difcord alone, of all th’ immortal train, 
Swells the red horrors of this direful plain : 
‘The Gods in peace their golden manfions fill, 
Rang’d in bright order on th’ Olympian hill ; 
But general murmurs tald their griefs above, 
And each accus'd the partial will of Jove. 
Mean while apart, {uperior and alone, 
‘Th’ eternal monarch on his awful throne, 
‘Wrapt in the blaze of boundlefs glory fate ;¢ 
And, fix’d, fulfill’d the juft decrees of fate ; 
On earth he tyrn’d his all-confidering eyes, 
And mark’d the {pot where Llion’s tewers arife ; 
The fea with thips, the fields with armies fpread, 
‘The victor’s rage, the dying and the dead. 

Thus while the morning beams increafing bright 
0’er heaven's pure azure {pread the glowing light, 
Commutual death the fate of war contents 
Each adverfe battle gor'd with equal wounds. 
But now (what time in fome fequefter’d vale 
‘The weary woodman {preads his {paring meal, 
‘When his tir’d arms refufe the axe to rear, 

And claim a refpite from the fylvan war ; 

But not till half the proftrate foreft lay 
Stretch’d in long ruin, and expos’d to day) 
hen, nor till then, the Greeks’ impulfive might 
Pierc’d the black phajansx, and let in the light, 


-like man, 
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Great Agam then the faughter led, +, 
And flew Bienoe t his people's Reed 
Whofe saad Oileus, with a fudden fpring, 
Leap’d frem the chariot to revenge his king ; 
But in his front he felt the fatal wound, 

Whieh md his brain, and ftretch’d him on the 


ground. 
Atrides {poil’d, and left him on the plain: 
Vain was their youth, that glittering armour vain’ 
Now foil'd with duft, and naked to the tky, 
Their {nowy limbs and beauteous bodies lie. ¢ 

Two fons of Priam next to battle*move, 
The product one of marriage, one of love ! 

Tn the fame car the brother wz¢riors ride, eike 

This took the charge to combat, that to guide : 

Far otber tafk, than when they wont to eep, 

On Ida’s tops, their father’s fleecy fheep!.—- 

Thefe onthe mountains once Achilles found, 

And captive led, with pliant ofiers bound;-~ 

Then te their fire for ample fums reftor’d ; 

But now to perith by Atrides’ {word ; 

Pierc’d in the breaft the bafe born Ifus bleeds: 

Cleft through the head, his brother's fate fucceeds. 

Swift to the {poi} the hafty victor falls, 

And fiript, their features to his mind recalls, 

The Sa he fee the youths qntimely die; 

But helplefs tremble for themfelves, and fly. 

So when a lion, de o’er the lawns, 

Finds, on fome grally hair, the couching fawns, 

Their bones he cracks, their reeking vitals draws, 

And grinds the quivering flefh with bloody jaws; 

The frighted hind behold, and dares not ftay, 

But fwitt through ruftling thickets burits her yay? 

All drewn’d in fweat the panting mother flies," 

And th&big tears roll trickling from her eyes, 
Amidft the tuntult of the routed train, 

The fons of falfe Amtimachus were Wain ; 

He, who for bribes his faithlefs counfels fold, 

And veted Helen's ftay for Paris’ gold. 

Atnides mark’d, as thefe their fafety fought, 

And flew the children for the fathers fault ; 

Their headftrong horfe unable to reftrain, 

They hook with fear, and dxopp’d the filken rein ; 

Then in their chariot on their knees they fall, 

And thus with lifted hands for mercy call: 

O {pare our youth, and for the life we owe, 
Antimachus thal] copious gifts beftow ; ; 
Soon as he hears, that not in battle flain, 

The Grecian fhips his captive fons detain, 
Large heaps of brafs in ranfom thall be told, 
And fteel well-temper’d and perfuafive gold. 

Thefe words, attended with 2 flood of tears, 
The youths addrefs'd to unrelenting ears: 

The vengeful monarch gave this ftern reply..- 
If from Antimachus ye {pring, ye die; 

daring wretch who once in council ftood 
To thed Ulyffes' and my brother's blood, 
For proffer’d peace ! and fues his feed for grace ? 
No, die, and pay the forfeit of your race. 

This faid, Pifander from the car he catt, 

And pierc’d his breaft : fupine he breath’d his laft, 
His brother leap'd to earth; but as he lay, 
e trenchent faulchion lopp’d his hands away; 
fever’d head was tofs’d among the throng, 
And, rolling, drew a bloody train along. 
Then where the thickeft fought, the victor flew; 
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Now by the foot the fying foot were dain, 
Horfe trod by horfe, lay foaming on the plain. 
From the dry fields thick clouds of dutt arife, 
Shade the black hoft, and intercept the fkies. 
The brafs-hoof’d itecds tumultuous plunge and 
bound, . 
And the thick thunder beats the labouring ground. 
Stull flanghtering on, the king of men procecds; 
The diftane’d army wonders at his deeds. 
.A3 when the winds with raging flames confpire, 
Ang o’er the forefts roll the flood of fire, 
In blazing heaps the frove’s old honuurs fall, 
And one refulgent ruin levels all ; 
clue Atrides’ rage fo finks the fue, 
Whole {quadrons vanifh, and proud heads lie low: 
The fteeds fly trembling from his waving {word ; 
And many a car, now lighted of its lord, 
Wide o’er the field with guidelefs fury rolls, 
Rieaking their ranks, and crufhing out their fouls; 
While his keen faulchion drinks the warriors’ 
lives; 
More grateful, now, to vultures than their wives! 
Perhaps great Hector then had found his fate, 
But Jove and Deftiny prolong’d his date. 
Safe trom the darts, the care of Heaven the ftood, 
Ainidft alarms, ard death, and duft, and blood. 
Now paft the tomb where ancient Ilus lay, 
Through the mid field the routed urge their way ; 
Where the wild figs tl’ adjoining fummit crown, 
That path they take, and fpeed to reach the 
town. 
As fwift Atrides with loud fhouts purfu’d, 
Hot*with his tuil, and bath'd in hoftile blood, 
Nu near the beech-tree, and the Scwan gates, 
” The hero halts, and his afluctates waits. @ 
Mean while an every fide, around the plain, 
Difpers'd, diforder’d, fly the Trojan train: 
So flies a herd of beeves, that hear dijinay’d 
The tion's roaring thivugh the midnight fhade ; 
On heaps they tumble with fuccefsful hatte : 
The favage feizes, draws, and rends the Jatt: 
Not with lefs tury flern Atnides flew, 
Still preis’d the rout, and ftill the hindmoft flew ; 
Hurl'd from their cars, the traveft chefs are 
kill’d, 
And rage, and death, and carnage, load the field. 
Now ftorms the victor at the Trojan wall ; 
Surveys the towers, and meditates their fall. 
But Jove defcending, fhook th’ Idsean hills, 
And down their fummuits pour’d a hundred rills : 
Th’ unkindled hghtuings in his hand he took, 
And thus the many-colour’d Maid befpoke : 
Iris, with hafte thy golden wings difplay, 
To godlike Hector this our word convey--- 
While Agamemnon wattes the ranks aroufid, 
Fights in the front, and bathes with blood the 
ground, 
Bid him give way ; but iffve forth commands, 
And truft the war to les important hands : 
But when, or wounded by the fpear or dart, 
That chief fhall mount his chariot, and depart : 
Then Jove fhall ftring his arm, and fire his breaft, 
Then to her thips fhall flying Greece be prefs‘d, 
Till to the main the burning fun defcend, \ 
And facred night her awful fhade extend. 
He fpoke, and Iris at his word ohey’d ; 
On wings of winds defcends the various Maid. 
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The chief fhe found amidit the ranks of war, 

Clofe to the bulwarks, on his glittering car. 

The Goddefs then: O fon of Priam, hear ! 

From Jove I come; and his high mandate bear.-- 

While Agamemnon wattes the ranks around, 

Fights in the front, and bathes with blood the 
round, 

Abftain from fight; yet iffue forth commands, 

And truft the war to lefs important hands. 

But when, or wounded by the fpear or dart, 

The chief dial! mount his chariot, and depart : 

Chen Jove thall tring thy arm, and fire thy breatt, 

Then to her fhips thall flying Greece be preit, 

Till to the main the burning fun defcend, 

And facred night her awful fhade cxtend. 

She faid, and vanifh’d: Hector, with a bound, 
prings ftom his chariot on the tiembling ground, 
n clanging arms: he grafps in either hand 

A pointed lance, and f{peeds from band to band ; 
Revives their ardour, turns their tteps from flight, 
And wakes anew the dying flames of fight. 
They fand to arms: the Greeks their onfet dare, 
Condenfe their powers, and wait the coming war. 
New force, new fpirit, to each breaft returns : 
The fight renew'd, with fiercer fury burns: 
The king leads on; all fix’d on him their eye, 
And learn from him to conguer, or to die. 

Ye facred Nine, celeftial Mufes! tell, 
Wo fae’d him firft, and by his prowefs fell! 
The great Iphidamas, the bold and young, 
Figm fage Antenor and Theano {prung ; 

hom trom his youth his gsandfire Cilfeus bred, 
And nurs’d in Three, where tnowy floeks are fed. 
Scarce did the down his rofy checks inveft, 
Aud early honour warin his generous breatt, 
When the kind fire confign’d his daughter’s charnis 
(Theano’s fifter) to his youthtul arms. 
But, call’d by glory to the wars of Lroy, 
He leaves wutafted the firtt fruits of joy ; 
From hus lov'd bride departs with melting eyes, 
And fwift to aid his dearer country flies. 
With twelve black fhips he reach’d Percope's 

itrand, 
Thence took the long laborious march by land. 
Now fierce for fame before the ranks he {prings, 
Towering in arms, and braves the king of kings. 
Atrides firft difcharg’d the miffive {pear ; 
The ‘Trojan ftoop’d, the javelin pats’d in air. 
Then near the corfefet, at the monarch’s heart, 
With all his {trength the youth directs his dart ; 
But the broad belt, with places of filver bound, 
Yhe point rebated, and repell'’d the wound. 
Encumber'd with the dart Atridevftands, 
Till, grafp’d with force, he wrench'd it from his 
hands, 

At once his weighty {word dWcharg’d a wound 
Full on his neck, that fell’d him to the ground. 
Stretch’d in the duft th’ unhappy warnor lies, 
And fleep eternal feals his fwiinming eyes. 
Oh worthy better fate! oh early flan! 
Thy country’s friend ; and virtuaus, tho’ in vain! 
No more the youth fhall join his confort’s fide, 
At once a virgin, and at once a bride ! 
No more with prefents her embraces meet, 
Or lay the {poils of conqueft at her feet, 
On whom his paffion lavith of his ftore, 
Beftow’d fo much, and vainly promis’d more ' 
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U. wep’, uneower'd, on the plain he lay, 
While the proud victor bore his arms away, 
Coon, Antencr’s eldeft hope, was nigh: 
"ears, at the fight, came ftarting fiom his eye, 
While pierc’d with giief the much-lov’d youth he 
view'd, 
And the pale features now deform’d with blood, 
Then with his {pear, unfeen, his time he took, 
Aiim’d at the kina, and near his elbow ftrook. 
The thrilling ftcel tranfpierc’d the brawny part, 
And through his arm flood forth the barbed dait, 
Suipris’d the monarch feels, yet void of fear 
On Goon 1ufhes with his lifted fpear’ 
His brother’s coi pfe the pious Trojan draws, 
And calis his country to affert his caufe, 
Defends him breathlefs on the fanguine field, 
And o'er the bady fpreads his ample fhield. . 
Aindes, marking an unguarded part, 
Transfia’d the warrior with the brazen dart ; 
Trone on his brother's bleeding breaft he lay, 
“Che monarch’s faulchiod lopp’d his head away : 
The focial fhades the fame dark journey go, 
And join each other in the realins below. 
The vengetul victor rages rouml the fields, 
With every weapon art or fury yields: 
Jv the long lance, the {word, or ponderous ftone, 
Whole ranks s1e broken, and whole troops o’er- 
thrown, 
This, while yet warm, diftill’d the purple flood; 
But when the wound grew ftiff with clotted blood, 
Then cindy tortures his ftrong bolum rend 
uel heen thofe darts the fierce Ilythiz fend 
(The powers that caufe tke teeming matron’s 
throes, 
Sad mothers ot unntterable woes !) 
Stenp with the fmart, all-panting with the paim, 
Tic mous ts hiscar, and gives his fquire the rein : 
‘Then with a voice which fury made more ftrong, 
And paur augmented, thus exhorts the throng : 
O friends! O Grecks’ affeit your honours won ; 
Proceed, and finthh what this arm begun: 
fo! angry Jove forbids your ¢]uef to flay, 
“ind envies half the glories of the day. 
He faid ; the driver whirls his lengthful thong : 
The horfes fly! the chariot {mokes along. 
@louds from their noftrils the Herce courfers blow, 
And from their fides the foam defconds in {now ; 
Shot through the battle in a moment’s fpace, 
The wounded monatch at his tert they place. 
No fconer Hector faw the king retir’d, 
Put thus his Trojans end his aids he fu’d: 
Hew, all ye Dardan, all ye Lycianrace! 
Fam’'d in clofe fight, and dreadful face to face. 
Now call to mind your ancient trophies won, 
Ycur great forefathers’ virtues, and your own. 
HRehold tie general flies! deferts his powers! 
Lo, Jove tumfelf declarcs the conqueft ours ! 
Now on yon ranks impcl your fyaming fteeds ; 
And, fure of glory, daic immortal deeds. 
With words like thefe the fiery chief alarms 
His fainting hoft, and every bofum waims; 
Asthe bold hunter clears his hounds, to tear 
The trind!ed lion, or the tulky bear ; {heart, 
With voice and hand provoke their doubting 
And fpings the foremaft with his litted dart: 
So godlike Hc étcr pacmpts his troops to dare ; 
Wor prompts alone, Lut lads himfelf the war. 
be 
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On the black body of the foes he pours; 

As from the cloud’s deep’ bofom, fwell’d with 

A fudden ftorm the purple acean fweeps, [hhowers, 

Drives the wild waves, and toffes all the deeps. 

Say, Mule! when Jove the Trojan’s glory 
crown'd, 

Beneath his arm what heroes bit the ground ? 

Allzeus, Dolops, ard Autonous dy’d, 

Opites next was added to their fide, 

Lhen brave Hipponous fam’d in many a fight, 

Opheltius, O1us, funk to endlefs night: 

ALfymnus, Agelaus; all chiefs of name; 

‘The reft were vulgar deaths, unknown to fame. 

As when a wefiern whirlwind, charg’d, with 
florins, ig 

Difpels the gather’d clouds that Notus foims, 

‘Lhe guft continued, violent, and ftiong, 

Rolls fable clouds in heaps on heaps along 3~ 

Now to the tkies the toaming billows rears, 

Now breaks the furge, and wide the bottom bares; 

Thus raging Hector, with refiftlefs hands, 

©O’erturns, confounds, and fcatters all their bands. 

Now the lait ruin the whole hoft appalls; 

Now Greece had trembled in her wooden walls; 

But wil¢ Ulyties calu’d Tydides forth, 

His toul rehindied, and awak’d his worth. 

And itand we dcedleis, O eternal fhame ! 

‘Lill Hector’s arm involve the fhips in flame ? 

Frafle, let us join, and combat fide by fide. 

The warrio: thus: and thus the friend reply'd: - 

No martial tot] I fhun, no danger tear ; 

Let Hector come; I wait his fury here. 

But Jove with conqueft crowns the ‘Trojan train; 

And, Jove our foe, all human force is vain. « 

Re figha; but, fighing, rais’d his vengeful fteel, 

And trom his car the proud Thymbreus tell : 

Molion, the charioteer, puifued his lord, 

His death ennobled by Uly fles’ (word. 

There flain, they Ictt them in eternal night, 

Then plung’d amidit the thirkeit ranks ot tight: 

So two wild boars outflrip the tollowing hounds, 

‘Then fwitt revert, and wounds retuin tor 
wounds. 

Stcrn Hector’s conqueft in the middle plain 

Stood check’d awhile, and Greece re{pir’d again. 

Lhe fous of Mcrops fhone amidft the war; 

‘Towering they rode in one retulgent cars 

In deep prophetic arts their father {kill’d, 

Had warn’d his children from the Trojan field ; 

Fate urg’d them on; the father warr’d in vain, 

"lhey rufb’d to fight, and perifh’d on the plata ! 

Vheu breaft no more the vital fpirit warms; 

The ftern Tydides ftrips their thining arms. 

Hypirochus by great Ulyffes dies, 

Aud ch Hippodamus becomes his prize ; 

Grcat Jove from Ide with flaughter tills his fight, 

And level hangs the doubttul fcale of fight. 

By ‘Tydens’ lance Agaftrophus was flain, 

The far-fam’d hero of Paonian ftrain ; 

Wing'd with his fears, on foot he ftrove to fly, 

His fteeds toodiftant, and the foe tog nigh; 

Through broken orders, fwitter than the wind 

Fe fled, but flying left his life behind. 

This Hector fces, as his experienc’d cyes 

Jravcrie the tiles, and to the refcue flies; 

Shouts, as he paft, the ciyfta) regions rend, 

And moving armies on his maich atten. 


Great Diomed himfelf was feiz’d with fear, 
And thus befpoke his brother of the war : 

Mark how this way yon bended {quadrons yield’ 
The ftorm roHs on, and Hector rules the field : 
Here ftand his utmoft force---The warrior (aid; 
Swift at the word his ponderous javelin fled ; 
Wor mifs"d its aim, but where the plumage danc’d, 
Raz’d the fmooth cone, and thence obliquely 

glanc’d, 
eSafe in his helm {the gift of Phoebus’ hands) 
Wivhout a wound the Trojan hero ftands : 
But yet fo ftunn’d, that, ttaggering on the plain, 
Klis arm aud knee his iimking bulk fultain ; 
O’er his dim fightethe mifty vapours rife, 
And a flrort darknefs fhades his {wimming eyes. 
Tydides followed to regain his lance ; 
While Hector rofe, recover’d from the trance : 
Remounts his car, and herds amidft the crowd: 
‘The Greek purfues him, and exults aloud. 

Once more thank Phocbus for thy forfeit breath, 
Or thank that fwiftnefs which outitrips the death. 
Well by Apollo are thy prayers repaid, 

And oft that partial power has lent his aid. 


Thou thalt not long the death deferv’d withftand, 


If any God affift Tydides’ hand. 
Fly then, inglorious! butthy flight, this day, 
“Whole hecatumbs of Trojan ghotts fall pay, 

Him, while he triumph’d, Paris ey’a rrom far 
(The '{poufe of Helen, the fair caule of war) 
Around the fields his feathe:’d fhafts he fent, 
From ancient Hus’ ruiin’d monument ; 

Behind the culurfin plac’d, he bent his bow, 

And wiag’d an arrow at th’ unwary foe ; 

alt as he floop'd, Agattrophus’s creft 

To feize, and drew the cortelct from his Breaft, 

The bow-ftring twang’d; nor flew the fhatt in 
vain, 

But pierc'’d his foot, and nail’d it to the plain. 

The laughing Trojan, with a joyful {pring, 

Leaps from his ambuth, and intults the king. 

He bleeds! (he cries) fome God has !ped my 

dart ; 

Would the fame God had fixt it in his heart ! 

So Troy, reliev’d from that wide wafting hand, 

Should breathe from flaughter, and in combat 

Whofe fons now trembieat his darted {pear, [ftand: 

As fcatter’d lambs the rufhing lions fear. 

He dauntlefs thus: Thou congueror of the fair, 
Thou woman warrior with the curling hair; 
Vain archer! trufting to the diftant dart, 
Unfkill'd in arms to act a manly part! 

Thou haft but done what boys or women can ; 
Such hands may wound, but not incenf¢ a man. 
Nor boaft the icratch thy fecble arrow gave, 

A coward’s weapon never hurts the brave. 

Not fo this dart, which thou may'ft one day feel : 
Fate wings its flight, and death is on the iteel. 
Where this but lights, fome nuble lire expires ; 
Itstouch makes orphans, bathesthe cheeks of fires, 
Steeps earth in purple, gluts the birds of air, 
And leaves fuch objects as diftract the fair. 
Ulyffes haftens with a trembling heart, 

Before him fteps, and bending draws the dart : 
Forth flows the blood ; an eager pang fucceeds 
Tydides mounts, and to the navy {pecds. 

Now on the field Ulyffes ftands alone, 
he Greeks all fled, the ‘Treyans pouring on: 
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But ftands collected in himfelf and whole, 

And queitions thus his own unconquer'd foul: 

What farther fubterfuge, what hopes remain? 
What fhame, inglorious, if I quit the plain? 
What danger, fingly if I ftand the ground, 

My friends ali (catter’d, all the foes around ? 
Yet wherefore doubtful? let this truth fuffice ; 
The brave mects danger, and the coward fics: 
To die or conquer, proves a he1o’s heart : 

And knowing this, I know a foldier’s part. 

Such thoughts revolving in his careful breatt, 
Near, and more neat, the fhady cohorts prett ; 
Thefle, in the warrior, their own fate enciofe : 
And round him deep the fteely circle grows, 

So farts a boar, whom all the troop furrounds 
Of thooting huatfmen, and of clamorous hounds 3 
He grins his ivory tufks; he foams with ires 
His danguine eye balls glare with living fire ; 

i By thefe, by thofe, on every part is ply‘d; 

And the red flgughter fpreads on every fide. 
Pierc’d through the fhouldes, firit Deiapis fell ; 
Next Ennomus and Thoon funk to hell ; 
Cherflidamus, beneath the navel thrutt, 

Falls prone tu earth, and graips the bloody duit, 
Charops, the fonof Hippatus, was near ; 

Ulyfles reach’ Lom wren the fatal focus; 
Pat eo his aid his brother Socus flics, 
Socus, the brave, the generous, and the wife: 
Near as he drew, the warrior thus began : 

O great Ulyilcs, much enduring man ! 

N& deeper ikill’d in every martial flight, 
‘Than worn to toils, and active in the tight! 

This day two brothers fhall thy conqueit grace, 
And end at once the great Hippafian race, 

Og thou beneath this lance fhall prefs the field— 

He [aid, and forceful pierc’d his {pactous fhiedd : 

Through the itrong brafs the ringing javelin 
thrown, 

Plough’d halt his fide, and bar'd it to the bone. 

By Pallas’ care, the fpear, though deep inhx’d, 
Stopt fhort of lite, nor with his entiails mix‘d. 

The wound not mortal wife Uiyiles knew, 
Then furious thus (but firft fome iteps withdrew) : 
Unhappy man ! whofe death our hands fuall grace! 
Fate calls thee hence, and finifh’d 1s thy race. 

No longer check my conquetts on the toe ; 

But, picre’d by this, to endlefs darknefs go, 

And add one {pectre to the realms below! 

He fpoke ; while Socus, feiz’d with fudden 

fright, . 
‘Trembling gave way,and turn’d his back to flight; 
Between his floulders pierc’d the fojlowing dart, | 

And held its paflage through the panting heart. 
Wide in his breaft appear’d the grizly wound ; 

He falls; his armour rings againft the ground. 
Then thus Ulytfes, gazing on the flain: 
Fam’d {on of tfippatus! there prefs the plain ; 
There ends thy narrow fpan affign'd by Fate, 

Heaven owes Ulyftes yet a longer date. 

Ah, wretch ! no father fhall thy corpfe compofe, 
‘Thy dying eyes no tender mother clofe ; 
But hungry birds fhall tear thofe balls away, 

And sade vultures feream around their prey. 
Me Greece fhall honour, when I meet my doom, 
With folemn funerals aad a lufting tomb. 

Then, raging with intolerable fmart, 

He writhes his body, and extracts the dart, 
Ly 
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The dart a tide of {pouting gore purfued, 
And g!addeu’d Troy with fight of hoftile blood. 
Now troops on troops the fainting chief invade, 
Fore’d he recedes, and loudly calls for aid. 
Thrice to its pitch his lofty voice he rears ; 
‘Lhe weil-known voice thrice Menelaus hears: 
Alarm’d, to Ajax Telamon he crv'd, 
Wha fhares his labours, and defends his fide : 
O friend ! Ulyffes’ fhouts invade my ear; 
Diftrefs’d he {cems, and no affiftance near : 
Strong as he is; yet, one oppus’d to all, 
Opprefs'd by multitudes, the beft may fall. 
Greece, robb’d of him, mutt bid her hoft defpair. 
And feel a lols, not ages can repair. 
Then, where the cry directs, his courfe he bends; 
Great Ajax, like the God of war, attends. 
The prudent chief in fore diftrefs they found, 
With bands of furious Trojans compafs’d round. 
As when fome huntfman, with a flying fpear, 
Yrom the blind thicket wounds a flately deer; 
Down his cleit fide while frefh the blood diftils, 
He bounds alofr, and {cuds from hills to hills: 
‘Till, life’s warm vapour iffuing through the wound, 
Wild mountam-wolves the fainting beaft furround; 
Juft as their jaws his proftrate limbs invade, 
The lion rudbes through the woodland fhade, 
Che wolves, though hungry, fcour dilpers’d away ; 
"Che lordly favage vindicates his prey. 
Ulyffes thus, unconguer’d by his pains, 
A fingle warrior, half an holt fuftains : 
But foon as Ajax hegves his tower-like fhield,® 
‘The {catter’d crowds fly frighted o'er the field ; 
Atrides’ arm the finking hero ftays, 
And, fav’d from numbers, to his cur conveys, 
Victorious Ajax plies the routed crew ; ps 
And firft Doryclus, Priam’s fon, he flew. 
@)n flrong Pandocus next inflicts a wound, 
And lays Lytander bleeding on the grour.d. 
As when a torrent, fwell’d with wintery rains, 
Pours from the mountiuins o’er the delug’d plains, 
And pines and oaks, from their foundations torn, 
A country’s ruins! to the feas are borne : 
Fierce Ajax thus o’crwhelms the yielding throng ; 
Men, fteeds, and chariots, roll in heaps along. 
But Hector, from this {cene of flaughter tar, 
Rap'd on the lett, and rul’d the tide of war: 
Loud gran proclaim hus progrefs through the 
plain, 
And deep Scamander fwells with heaps of fain. 
There Nefiorand Idomeneus oppofe 
"The warrior’s fury, there the battle glows ; 
There fierc: gn foot, or from the chariots height, 
Hjs fv.o1d detorms the beauteous ranks of fight. 
The fpou'e of Helen, dealing darts around, 
Had pierc’d Machaon with a diftant wound : 
In his right fhovlder the broad © ~ : 
And trembling Greece tor her; _ 
To Neftor then Idomeneus begun: 
Glory of Greece, old Nelens’ valiant fon! 
Afcend thy chariot, hafte with {peed away, 
“And great Machaon to the fhips convey. 
A wife phyfician, fkill’d our wounds to heal, 
Is nore than armies to the public weal. 
Old Neftur mounts the feat: befide fim rode 
The wounded offspring of the healing God. 
He lends the lafh; the tteeds with founding feet 
' "the dry field, and thunder tow’rd the ficet. 
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But now Cebriones, from Hedtar’s car, 
Survey’d the various fortunc of the war. 
While here (he cry’d) the flying Greeks are flain ; 
Trojans on Trojans yonder luad the plain. 

Before great Ajax fee the mingled throng 

Of men and chariots driven in heaps along ! 

I know him well, diftinguifh'd o’er the field 

By the broad glittering of the feven»fold thield. 
Thither, O Hector, thither urge thy: fteeds, 

‘There danger calls, and there the combat bleeds ;. 
There horfe and foot in mingled deaths unite, 
And groans of flaughter mix with thouts of fight. 

‘hus having {poke, the driver’s lafh refounds ; 
Swift through the ranks the rapel chariot bounds ; 
Stung by the ftroke, the courfers scour the fields, 
ier heaps of carcafes, and hills of fhields. 

The horfes’ hovts are hath’d in heroes*-gore, 

And, dafhing, purple all the car before ; 

The groaning axle fable drops diftils, 

And mangled carnage clogs the rapid wheels. 

Here Hedlor, plunging through the thicket fight, 

Broke the dark phalanx, and let in the light: 

(By the long lance, the {word, or ponderous ftone, 

The ranks lie {catrer’d, and the troops o’erthrown) 

Ajax he fhuns through all the dire debate, 

And fears that arm whofe force he telt fo late, 

But partial Jove, efpoufing Hector’s part, 

Shot ‘heaveuebred horror through the Grecian’s 
heart ; 

Confus'd, unnerv’d iu Hector’s prefence grown, 

Amaz’d he ftood, with terrurs not his own, 

O’er his broad back his moony field he threw, 

And, glaring round, with tardy fteps withdrew. 

Thus the grim lion his retreat mantains, . 

Befet with watchful dogs and flouting {wains, 

Repuls’d by numbers from the nightly italls, 

Though rage impels him, und though hunger calls, 

Long ftands the fhowering darts, and mifiile fires; 

"Pheu fourly flow th’ indignant beait retires. 

So turn’d itern Ajax, by whole hotts1epell’d. 

While his fwoln heart at every ftep rebell'd.! 

As the flow beatt with heavy ftrength endued, 
In fome wide field by troops et boys puriued, 
Though round his fides a wooden tempeft rain, 
Crops the tall harveit, and lays waite the plain ; 
‘Thick on his hide the hollow blows rejound, 

The patient animal maintains his ground, 

Scarce from the field with ail their efforts chas’d, 
And ftirs but flowly when he ftirs at laft. 

On Ajax thus a weight of Trojans hung, 

The ftrokes redoubled on his buckler ring ; 
Confiding now in bulky ftrength he tands, 

Now turns, and backwards bears the yielding 
Now {tiff recedes, yet hardly feems to fly, [bands; 
And threats his followers with retorted eye. 
Fix’d as the bar between two warring powers, 
While hifi darts defcend in iron fhowers ; 

In his bigad buckler many a weapon ftoad, 

Its furface briftled with a quivering wood ; 

And many a javelin, guiltlefs on the plain, 
Marks the dry duft, and thirfls for blood in vain. 
But bold Eurypylus his aid imparts, 

And dauntiefs {prings beneath a cloud of darts; 
Whele eazer jdvelin launch’d againt the foe, 
Great Apiiaon felt the fatal blow ; 

From historn liver the red current flow’d, 

And his tach kaecs defert thei dying logd, 
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The victer rulking to defpoil the dead, 
From Paris’ bow a vengeful arrow fled : 
Fix'd in his nervous thigh the weapon ftood, 
Fix'd was the point, but broken was the wood, 
Back to the lines the wounded Greek retir’d, 
Yet thus, retreating, his affociates fir’d : 

What God, Q Grecians! has your heart dif- 

may’d ? 

Oh, turn to arms; ‘tis Ajax claims your aid. 
This hour he (tands the mark of huftile rage, 
Aad this the lait brave battle he fhall wage ; 
Hafte, join your forces; from the gloomy grave 
‘The warrior refcue, and your country fave. 

‘hus urg’d tle chief; a generous troop appears, 

Who fpread their bucklers, and advance their 
{pears, {ftand 

‘To guard their wounded friend: while thas they 

With pious care, great Ajax joins the band ; 

Exch takes new courage at the hero’s fight ; 

The hero rallies and renews the fight. 

Thus rap’d both armies like conflicting fires, 
While Neftor’s chariot far from fight retires: 

His courfers, fteep’d in fweat, and ftain’d with 
ore, 

The Greek? preferver, great Machaon,*bore. 

That hour Achilles, from the topmoft height 

Of his proud fleet, o’erluok’d the fields of fight ; 

His feafted eyes beheld around the plain 

The Grecian rout, the flaying, and the flain, 

His friend Machaon fingled trom the reft, 

A tranfient pity touch his vengeful breaft. 

Straight to Mencetius’ much-lov'd fon he fent ; 

Graceful as Mars, Patroclus quits his tent : 

In evi] hour! Then fate decreed his doom ; 

And fix'd the date of all his woes to come. 

Why calls my friend? Thy lov’d injunctions lay; 
Whate’er they will, Patroclus fhalJ obey. 

© firft of friends! (Pelides thus reply’d) 

Stull at my heart, and ever at my fide! 

‘The time is come, when yon defpairing hoft 
Shall learn the value of the man they loft: 

Now at my knees the Greeks fall pour their moan, 
And proud Atrides tremble on his throne. 

Go now to Neftor, and from him be taught 
What wounded warrior late his chariot brought ; 
Yor, feen at diftance, and but feen behind, 

His form recall’d Machaon to my mind; 

Nor could J, through yon claud, difcern his face, 
The courfers pafe’d me with fo fwift a pace. 

"The hero faid. Hits friend obey’d with hatte, 
Through intermingled thips and tents he pafs’d ; 
"The chiefs detcending from their car he found ; 
The panting fteeds Kurymedon unbound. 

The warriors flanding on the breezy thore, 

‘lo dry their fwegt, and wath away the fore, 
He paus’d a moment, while the gentle gale 
Convey’d that frefhnets the cool feas exhale ; 
Then to confult on farther methods went, 

And took their feats beneath the thady tent. 
‘The draught preicrib’d, fair llecamede prepares, 
Arfinous’ daughter, grac’d with golden hairs: 
(Whom to his aged urms, a rcyal flave, 

Greece, as the prize of Neflor’s wifdom, gave) 
A table firft with azure feet the plac’d ; 

Whofe ample orb a brazen charger grac’d: 
Honey new prets’d, the facred flower of wheat, 
And wholefome purl.c, crown’d the tavoury treat. 
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Next her white hand a {pacicus goblet brings, 

A goblet facred to the Pylian kings 

From eldeit times: the miffy fculptur’d vafe, 
Glittering with golden ftuds, four handles grace; 
And curling vines around each handle soll'd, 
Support two turtle-doves embofs’d in gold. 

A. maffy weight, yet heav'd with eafe by hin, 
When the brifk neStar overlook’d the brim. 
Temper’d in this, the nymph of form divine 
Pours a large portion of the Pramnian wine ; 
With goat’s-milk cheele a flavorous tafte beftows, 
And laft with fleur the {miling furface ftrows. 
This for the wounded prince the dame prepares; 
The cordial beverage reverend Neitor fhares : 
Salubrious draughts the warriors’ thirft allay, 
And pleafing conference beguiles the day. 

Mean time Patroclus, by Achilles fent, 
Unheard approgsch’d, and.{tood before the tent. 
Old Nettor rifing then, the hero led 
To his high feat: the chief refus'd, and faid ; 

Tis now no feafon for thefe kind delays ; 

The great Achilles with impatience ftays. 

Yo great Achilles this refpect I owe; 

Who afks what hero, wounded by the foe, 

Was borne from combat by thy foaming fteeds. 
With grief I fee the great Machaon bleeds : 
This to report my hafty courfe I behd : 

Thou know’ft the fiery temper of my triend. 

Can then the dons of Greece (the tage rejoin’d) 
Excite compaffion in Achilles’ mind ? 

Seeks he the forrows of our hoft to know ? 

This is not half the ftory of our woe. 

Tell him, not great Machaon bleeds alone, 

Our braveft heroes in the navy groan, 

Ulyfles, Agamemnon, Diomed, 

“And ftern Eurypylus, already blecd. 

But ah! what flattering hopes I entertain ! 
Achilles heeds not, but derides our pain : 

Ev’n till the flames confume our fleet he ftays, 
And waits the rifing of the fatal blaze. 

Chief after chief the raging foe deftroys; 

Calm he looks on, and every death enjoys. 

Now the flow courfe of all-:mpairing time 
Unitrings my nerves, and ends my manly prime ; 
Oh! had I ftill that ftrength my youth poffeis’d, 
When this bold arm th‘ Epeijan powers oppreis’d, 
The bulls of Elis in glad triumph led, 

And ftretch’d the great Itymonzus dead ! 

Then, from my fury fled the trembling twains, 
And ours was all the plunder of the plains > 

Fitty white flocks, full fifty herd? of {wine, 

As many goats, as many lowing kine : 

And thrice the number of unrivadl’d fteeds, 

All teeming females, and of generous breeds. 
‘Yhefe, as my firft effay of arms, I won: 

Old Neleus glory’d in his conque:ing fon. 

Thus Klis forc’d, her long arrears refioi’d, 

And fhares were parted to each Pylian loid. 

The ttate of Pyle was funk to laft delpau, 

When the proud Elians firft commenc’d the war ; 
For Neleus’ fons Alcides’ rage had flain ; 

Of twelve bold brothers, I alone remain ! 
Opprefs’d, we arm'’d; and now this conquett 


gaan’ 
My fire three hundred chofen theep obtain’d. 
(That large reprifal he might juftly claim, 
Vor prize defrauded, and infuired fume, 
& ii 


Ys 
When Elis’ monarch at the public courfe 
Detain’d his chariot and victors horfe ) 
The reft the people thar'd; mytelf furvey’d 
‘The juft partition, and due victims pay'd. 
Three days were pait, when Elis role to war, 
With many acourfer, and with many a car; 
The fons of Actor at their army’s head (ied. 
(Young as they were) the vengeful {quadrons 
High on a rock fair Thryoéffa ftands, 
Our utmoft frontier on the Pylan lands ; 
Not far the ftreams of fam'd Alphieus flow ; 
The ftream they pafs’d, and pitch’d their tents 
‘ below. 
Pallas, defcending in the thades of night, 
Alarma the Pylians, and commands the fight. 
Each burns for fame, and fwells with martial 
Myfelf the foremoft ; but my fire deny’d, [pride; 
Fear’d for my youth, expos’d to ftern alarms, 
And ftopp’d my chariot, and detain“d my arnis. 
My fire deny’d in vam: on foot I fled 
Amidit our char.ots: for the Goddefs led. 
. Along fair Arene’s delightful plain, 
Soft Minyas rolls his waters to the main. 
There, hoife and foot, the Pylian troops unite, 
Aud, fheath'd in arms, expect the dawning light. 
Thence, ere the fun advanc’d his noon-day flame, 
‘To great Alph cus’ facred fource we came. 
There firft to Jove our folemn rites were paid: 
An untam’d heifer pless’d the blue-ey’d Maid ; 
A bull Alphzeus; and a bull was flain 
To the blue monarch of the watery main. e 
In arms we flept, beftde the winding flood, 
While round the town the fiefce Epeians fteod. 
Soon as the fun, with all-revealing ray, 
Flam’d in the front of heaven, and gave the day; 
Eright fcenes of arms, and woiks of wai, ap- 
pear; 
The nations meet; there Pylos, Elis here. 
The firft who fell, beneath my javelin bled; 
King Augias’ fon, and fpoufe of Agamede : 
(She that all imples’ heading virtues knew, 
And every herb that drinks the morning dew. } 
¥ feiz’d his car, the van of battle led: 
Th’ Epeians faw, they trembled, and they fled. 
The foe difpers’d, their braveft warrior kill’d, 
Fierce as a whirlwind now I {wept the field: 
Fuli fifty captive chariots grac’d my train; 
Two chiefs trom cach fell breathlets to tle plain. 
Then Actor’s fons had dy’d, but Neptune throuds 
The youthful h«roes in a veil of clouds. 
O'er heapy thields, and o'er the proftrate throng, 
Collecting fpoils, and flaughtering all along, 
Through wide‘ Buprafian fields we forc’d the 
foes, 
Where o’er the vales th’ Olenian rocks arofe ; 
Till Pallas ftopp’d us where Alifium flows. 
Ev'n there the hindmoft of their rear J flay, 
And the fame arm that led, concludes the ‘ay, 
Then back tu Pyle triumphant take my way. 
There to high Jove were public thanks affign’d, 
As firft of Gods; to Neftor, ef mankind. 
Such then I was, impell’d by youthful blood ; 
So prov’d my valour for my country's good. 
Achilles with unactive fury glows, ‘ 

And gives to paffion what to Grecce he owes, 
How fall he grieve, when to th’ eternal fhade 
Her hofts fall fink, nor his the power to aid? 
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O friend! my memary recalls the day, - 

When, gathering aids along the Grecian fe2y 

I and Ulyffes touch’d at Pthia’s port, 

And enter’d Peleus’ hofpitable court. 

A bull to Jove he flew in facrifice, 

And pour’d libations on the flaming thighs, 

Thy feif, Achilles, and thy reverend fire 

Mencctius, turn’d the fragments on the fire. 

Achilles fees us, to the feat invites: 

Social we fit, and fhare the genial rites. 

We then exphain’d the caufe on which we carte, 

Urg’d you to arms, and found you fierce for fame- 

Your ancient fathers generous precepts gave: 

Peleus faid only this—“ My fon? be brave: "* 

Mencetius thus: “ Though great Achilles thine 

Iu ftrength fuperior, and of race divine, 

“ Yet cooler thoughts thy elder years attend ; 

“ Let thy juft counfels aid, and rule thy friend.” 

Thus fpoke your father at Theffalia’s court ; 

Words now forgot, though now of vaift import. 

Ab! try the utmott that a friend can fay, 

Such gentle force the fierce minds obey. 

Some favoyring God Achilles’ hcart may move ; 

Though deaf to glory, he may yield to love. 

If fome ¢itre oracle his breaft alarm, 

If aught from heaven withhold his faving arm, 

Some beam of comfert yet on Greece may fhitte, 

If thou but lead the Myrmidynian line ; 

Clad in Achilles’ arms, if thou appear, 

Proud Troy may tremble, and defift from war; 

Pre:s’d by frefh forces, her o’erlabour’d train 

Shali feek their walls, and Greece refpire again. 
This touch’d his genorous hearc, and from the 

tent 

Along tht fore with hafty ftrides he went: 

Soon as he came, where, on the crowded ttrand, 

The public mart and courts of juttice ftand, 

Where the tall flect of great Ulyffes lies, 

And altars to the guardian Gods arife, 

There fad he met the brave Evzemon’s fon, 

Large painful drops from all his members run ; 

An arrow’s head yet rooted in his wound, 

The fable blood in circles mark’d the ground. 

As faintly reeling he confefs’d the fmart ; 

Weak was his pace, but dauntlefs was his heart ; 

Divine compaflion touch’d Patroclus’ breaft, 

Who, fighing, thus his bleeding friend addreft : 
Ab! haplefs leaders of the Grecian hoft ! 

Thus muft ye perifh on a barbarous coaft? 

Is this your fate, to glut the dogs with gore, 

Far from your friends, and from your native fhore? 

Say, great Eurypylus! fhall Greece yet ftand ? 

Refifts the yet the raging Hector’s hand ? 

Or are her heroes doom’d to die with fhame, 

And this the period of our wars and fame ? 
Eurypylus replies: No more, my friend, 

Greece is no more: this day her glories end. 

Ev’n to the fhips victorious Troy purfues, 

Her force increafing as her toil renews. 

Thofe chiefs, that us’d her utmoft rage to meef, 

Lie piere’d with wounds, and bleeding im the 

But thou, Patroclus! act a friendly part,  [fleet, 

Lead to my fhips, and draw this deadly dart; 

With lukewarm water wafh the gore away, 

With healing balms the raging {mart allay, 

Such as fage Chiron, fire of Pharmacy, 

Once taught Achilles, and Achilles thee. 


‘ ce ’ + 9 ‘ 
dr two fam'd furgeons, Podalirius flands 
This hour farrounded by the Trojan bands; 
Aod great Machaon, wounded in his tent, 
Now wants that fuecour which fp oft he lent. 
. Tohim the chief: What then remains to do? 
Th’ event of things the Gods glone can view. 
Charg’d by Achilles’ great command I fly, , 
And beer with hafte the Pylian king's reply : 
But thy diftre(s this in@tant claims relief. 
- He faid, and in his arms upheld the chief. 
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The Gara ce mafter’s flow aoproach furs 
vey'd, 

Ant hides of oven on the floor difplay’d : 

There ftretch’d at length the wounded hero lay, 

Patroclus cut the forky ftcel away, 

Then ia his hands a bitter root he bruis’d ; 

The wound he wafh'd, the ftyptic juice infus’d. 

The clofing flefli that inttant ceas'd to glow, 

‘The wound to torture, and the blood to How. 





BOOK XI. 


> 
THE ARGUMENT. 


The Buttle at the Grecian Wall. 


The Greeks being retired into their entrenchments, Hector attempts to force them; but it proving 
impoffible to pafsthe ditch, Polydamas advifes to quit their chariots, and m tnage the atta.k on tude. 
The Trojans fallow his counfel, and having divided their army into five bodies of toot, begin the ai- 
fault. But upon the fignal of an eagig with a ferpent in his talons, which appeaicd on the leit hand 
of the Trojans, Polydamas endeavours to withdraw them again. This Flector oppofes, and con-~ 

- tinues the attack; in which, after many a<tious, Sarpedon makes the firft breach in the walk: Hec- 
tar alfo cafting a ftone of a vaft fize, forces open one of the gates, and enters at the head of his 
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W are thus the hero’s pions cares attend 

he cure and fafety of his wounded friend, 

rojans and Greeks with clathing fhields engage, 
And mutual deaths are dealt with mutual rage. 
| Nor long the trench or loity walls oppofe ; 
With Gods averfe th’ ill-fated works afofe ; 
Their powers negiccted, and no vjctim flain, 
The walls were rais’d, the trenches funk in vain. 

Without the Gods, how thorg a period ftands 
The proudeg monument of mortal hands! 
This ftood, while Hector and Achilles rag’d, 
While facted Troy the warring hofts engag’d ; 
But when her fons were flain, her city burn’d, 
And what furviv’d of Greece ta Greece return’d ; 
Then Neptune and Apollo fhook the fhore, 
Then Ida’s {ummits pour’d their watery ftore ; 
Rhefus and Rhodius then unite their mills, 
Carefus roaring down the flony hills, 
Z£Efopus, Granicus, with mingled foree, 
And Xanthus foaming fron his fruitful fource ; 
And gulfy Simois, rolling to the main 
Helmets, and fhields, and godlike heroes flain : 
Thefe turn’d by Phoebus from their wonted ways, 
Deluged the rampire nine continual days ; 
The weight of waters fabs the yielding wall, 
And to the fea the floating bulwarks fal. 
Inceflant cataracts the Thunderer pours, 
And half the fkies defcend in fluicy fhowers. 
The God of Ocean, marching ftern before, 
With hishuge trident wound, the trembling fhore, 
Vat ftones and piles from their foundatron heaves, 
And whelms the fmuky csuin in the waves, 
Now {mooth’d with fand, and levell’d by the flood, 
No fragment tells where once the wonder ftood ; 
In their old bounds the rivers roll again, 
Shine ’twixt the hills, or wander o’er the plain. 
But this the Cods in Joter times perform ; 

As yct the bulwenk fod, and biav’d the form ; 


troops, who victorioufty purlue the Grecians cven to their fips. 


| The ftrokes yet echoed of contending powers ; 


War thunder’d at the gates, awd blood diftain’d 
_ the towers. ® 

Smote by the arm f Jove, and dire difmay, 

Clofe by their hollow fhips the Grecians lay: 

Hector’s approach in every wind they hear, 

And Hector’s fury every, moment fear. 

He, like a whirlwind, tofs’d the fcattering throng, 

Mingted the troops, and diove the ticld along, 

So *midft the dogs and hunters daring bands, 

Fierce of his might, a boar or lion ftands ; 

Arm’d foes around a dreadtul circle form, 

And hiiling javelins rain and iron ftorm: 

His powers untam’d their bold aifault defy, 

And where he turns, the rout difpérle, or die = 

He foams, he glares, he bounds againit them all, 

And if he falls, his courage makes him fall. 

With equal rage encompals‘d Hector glows ; 

Exhorts his armies, and the trenches fliows. 

The panting fteeds impatient fury bieathe, 

But fnort and tremble at the guéf beneath ; 

Juft on the brink they neigh, and pa the etound, 

And the turf trembles, and the fies refound. 

Eager they view'd the profpect fark and deep, 

Vaft was the leap, and headlong hung the fteep 

The bottom bare (a tormidablé fhow !) 

And briftled taick with tharpened flakes below. 

The foot alone this ftrong defence could force, 

And try the pafs impervious to the horfe. 

This faw Polydamas ; who, wilely brave, 

Rettrara’d great Hector, and his counfel gave: 
Oh thou | bold leader of the Trojan bands, 

And you, confederate chiefs from toreign lands? 

What entrance here can cumbrous chariots find, 

The ftakts beneath, the Grecian walis behind ? 

No pafs through thofe, without a thoufand 

wounds, ; 
No fpace for combat in yon narrow bounds, 
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Proud of the favours mighty Jove has fhown, 

On certain dangers we too rafbly run: 

If "tis his will our haughty foes to tame, 

Oh may this inftant end the Grecian name ! 

$iere, far from Argos, let their heroes fall, 

aind one great day deftroy and bury all! 

But fhould they turn, and here oppreis our train, 

What hopes, what methods o retreat remain? 

Wedg'd in the trench, by our own troops cunfus'd, 

Tn one promifcuous carnage crufh’d and bruis’d ; 

All Troy muft perith, if thetr arms prevail, 

Nor fhall a Trojan live to tell the tale. 

Hear then, ye warriors! and obey with fpeed; 

Back frorg the trenches let your fteeds be led, 

Then all alighting, wedg'd in firm array, 

Proceed on foot, and Hector lead the way: 

So Greece fhall ftoop before our conquering 
power, —, 

And this (if Jove confent) her fatal hour. 

This counfel pleas’d: the godlike Hector (prung 
Swift from his feat; his clanging armour rung. 
The chief's example follow’d by his train, 

Lach quits his car, and iffues on the plain. 
By orders ftrict the charioteers enjoin’d, 
Compel the courfers to their ranks behind. 
The forces part in five diftinguifh’d bands, 
Aad all obey their feveral chiets’ commands 
‘The beft and braveft in the firit confpire, 
Pant for the fight, and threat the fleet with fire : 
Great Hector glorious in the van of thefe, 
Polydamas, and brave Cebriones. 

Before the next the graceful Paris thines, 
And bold Alcathoiis, and Agegor joins. 

The fons of Priam with the third appear, 
Deiphobus, and Helenus the feer ; 


In arms with thefe the mighty Afius ftood, c 


Whu drew from Hyrtacus his noble blood, 

And whom Arifba’s yellow courfers bore, 

The courfers fed on Selle’s winding fhore. 

Antenor’s fons the fourth battalion guide, 

And great Aineas, born on fountful Ide. 

Divine’ Sarpedon the laft band obey’d, 

Whem Glaucus and Aftcropzus aid ; 

Next him, the braveft at their army’s head, 

But he more brave than all the hofts he led. 
Now with compacted thields, in clote array, 

The moving legions fpeed their headlong way : 

Already in their hopes they fire the flect, 

And fee the Grecians gafping at their fect. 
While every Trojan thus, and every aid, 

Th’ advice of wife Polydamas abey’d ; 

Afius alone, confiding in his car, 

His vaunted courlers urg’d to meet the war. 

Unhappy hero! and advis’d in vain! 

Thofe tee returning ne’er fhall mask the 

plain ; 

No more thofe courfers with triumphant joy 

Reflore their matter to the yates of Troy ! 

Black degth attends behind the Grecian «all, 

And great Idomeneus fhail boaft thy fall, 

Fierce to the left he drives, where from the plain 

The flying Gieciaus ftrove their thips to gain ; 

Swift through the wall their horfe and chariots 

pait, t 

‘The gates half-open’d to receive the Jatt. 

Thither, exulting in his,force, be flies: 

His {uiluwing hoft with clanisurs rend the fiies; 
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' To plunge the Grecians headlong in the main, 
Such their proud hopes, but all their hopes were 


vain. 

To guard the, gates, two mighty chiefs attend, 
Who from the Lapiths’ warlike race defcend ; 
This Polypetes, great Perithoiis’ heir, 

And that Leonteus, like the God of war. 
As two tall oaks, before the wall they rife; 
‘Their roots in earth, their heads amidft the hkies: 


- Whofe {preading arms, with leafy honours crown’d, | 


Forbid the tempeft, and protect the ground; , 
High on the hill appears their ftately form, 
And their deep roots for ever brave the ftorm. 
So graceful thele, and fo the fhock they fland 
Of raging Afius, and his furious band. 
Oreftcs, Acamaus, in front appear, 
And Ocnomgus and Thodn clofe the rears 
In vain their clamours fhake the ambient fields, 
In vain aiound them beat their hollow fhields ; 
The fearlefs brothers on the Grecians call, 
To guard their navies, and defend the wall. 
Ev’n when they faw Troy’s fable troops impend, 
And Greece tumultuuus from her towers defcend, 
Forth from the portals rufh’d th’ intrepid pair, 
Oppos’d their breafts, and ftood themfelves the 
war. 

So two wild boars {pring furious from their den, 
Rouz’d with the cries of dogs and voice of men ; 
On every fide the crackling trees they tear, 
And root the fhrubs, and lay the foreit bare ; [roll, 
They gnafh their tufks, with fre their eye-balls 
Till {ome wide wound lets out their mighty foul. 
Around their heads the whiftling javelins tung, 
With founding ftrokes their brazen targets rufig ; 
Fierce wag the fight, while yet the Grecian powers 
Maintain’d the walls, and mann’d the lofty towers; 
To fave ther fleet, their laft efforts they try, 
And ftones and darts in mingled tempeits fly. 

As when fharp Boreas blows abroad, and brings 
The dreary winter on his trozen wings ; 
Beneath the luw-hung clouds the theets of {now 
Defcend, and whiten all the fields be.:ow : 
So fait the darts on either army pour, 
So duwn the rampires rolls the rocky fhower ; 
Heavy and thick refound the batter’d thiclds, 
And the deat echo rattles round the fields, 

With fhame repuls’d, with gricf and fury driven, 
The frantic Afius thus accufes Heaven: 
In Powers immortal who fhall now believe ? 
Can thofe too flatter, and can Jove deceive? 
What man could doubt but ‘Troy’s victorious 

ower 

Should humble Greece, and this her fatal hour ? 
But like when wafps from hollow crannies drive, 
To a the entrance of their common hive, 
Darkening the rock, while with unwearied wings 
They fitike th’ aftailants, and infix their ftings ; 
A race determin’d, that to death contend: 
So fierce thele Greeks their laft retreats defend. 
Gods: fhall two warriors only guard their gates, 
Repel an army, and defrand the Fates ! 

Thefe empty accents mingled with the wind ; 
Nor’ mov'd great Jove’s unalterable mind ; 
To godlike Hector, and his matchlefs might 
Was ow’d the glory of the deftin'd fight, 
Like deeds of arms through all the forts were 
And all the gates fuftain’d an equal tide ; [try’d, 
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‘htough the long walls the ftony fhowers were 
hea : 


"he blaze of flames, the flafh of arms appear'd. 
Che fpirit of 2 God my breaft infpire, 
(o raile each act to life, and fing with fire! 
While Greece unconquer’d kept alive the war, 
iecure of death, confiding in defpair ; 
And all her guardian Gods, in deep difmay, 
With unaflifting arms deplor’d the day. : 
Ev'n yet the dauntleis Lapithe maintain 
he dreadful pafs, and round them heap the flain. 
Firit Damafus, by Polypcetes’ fteel 
Piere’d through his helmet’s brazen vizor, fell; 
The weapon drank the mingled brains and gore ; 
The warrior finks, tremenduous now no more ! 
Next Ormenus and Pylon yield their breath, 
Nor lets Leonteus ftrows the field with death : 
Firft through the belt Hippomachus he gor’d, 
Then fudden wav'd his unrefitted {word ; 
Autiphates, as through the ranks he broke, 
The taulchion ftruck, and fate parfued the ftroke; 
Jamenus, Oreftes, Menon, bled ; 
And round him rofe a monument of dead. 
Mean time, the braveft of the Trojan crew, 
Bold Heétor and Polydamas purfue; ° 
Fierce with impatience on the works to fall, 
And wrap in rolJing flames the fleet dnd wall. 
‘Thefe on the farther bank now ftood and gaz’d, 
By Heaven alarm’d, by prodigies amaz’d: 
A fignal omen ftopp’d the paling hoft, 
‘Their mattial fury in their wonder loft. 
Jove’s bird on founding pinions beat the fkies ; 
A bleeding ferpent, of enormous fize, 
» His talons trufs’d; alive, and curling round, 
Iie ftung the bird, whofe throat rocefv’d the 
wound : 
Mad with the fmart, he drops the fatal prey, 
in airy circle wings his paintul way, 
Floats on the winds, and rends the heavens with 
cries: 
Amidit the hoft the falling ferpent lies. 
They, pale with terior, mark its {pires unroll'd, 
And Jove’s portent with beating hearts behold. 
Then firft Polydamas the filence broke, 
Long weigh'd the fignal, and to Hector {poke : 
How oft, my brother, thy reproach I bear, 
For words well-meant, and fentiments fincere ! 
True to thofe couniels which I judge the beft, 
I tell the faithful dictates of my breaft. 
To fpeak his thoughts, is every freeman’s right, 
In peace and war, in council and in fight ; 
And all 1 move, deferring to thy fway, 
But tends to raife that power which I obey. 
‘Then hear my words, nor may my words be vain; 
Seek not, this day, the Grecian ships to gain ; 
For fure, to warn us Jove his omen feng, 
And thus my mind explains its clear event. 
The victor eagle, whofe finifter flight 
Retards our hoft, and fills our hearts with fright. 
Difinifs’d his conqueft in the ‘middle tkies, 
Allow’d to feize, but not pofleis the prize ; 
‘Thus though we gird with fires the Grecian fleet, 
Though thefe proud bulwarks tumble at our feet, 
Toils unforefeen, and fiercer, are decreed ; 
More woes fhall follow, and more heroes bleed. 
So bodes my foul, and bids me thus advile ; 
For thus a ikillful fer would read the fkiex 
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To him then Hector with difdain return'd: 
(Fierce as he fpoke, hie eyes with fury burn’d) 
Are thefe the faithful counfels of thy tongue | 
Thy will is partial, not thy reafon wrong i 
Or, if the purpofe of thy heart thou vent, 

Sure Heaven refumes the little fenfe it lent. 
What coward counfels woujd thy madnefs move, 
Againft the word, the will reveal’d of Jove? 
The leading fign, th’ irrevocable nod, 
And happy thunders of the favouring God, 
Thefe thali I flight? and guide my wavering mind 
By wandering birds, that flit with every wind ? 
Ye vagrants of the fky ! your wings extend, 
Or where the funs arife, or where defcend ; 
To right, to left, unheeded take your way, 
While I the dictates of high Heaven obey. 
Without a fign his {word the brave man draws, 
And afks no omen but his country’s caufe. 
But why fhouldit thou fufpect the war’s fuccefs 2 
None fears it more, as none promotes it lefs : 
Though all our chiefs amid yon thips expire, 
Truft thy own cowardice t’ efcape their fire. 
Troy and her fons may find a general grave, 
But thou can’it live, for thou canit be a flave. 
Yet fhould the fears that wary mind fuggeits 
Spread their cold poifon through our foldiers* 
breatfts, 
My javelin can revenge fo bafe a part, 
Ard free the foul that quivers in thy heart. 

Furious he fpoke, sats rufhing to the wall, 
Calls on his hoit ; his hoft obey the call ; 

With ardour follow where their leader dies : 

Redoubling clamougs thunder in the fkies. 

Jove breathes a whirlwind from the hills of Ide, 

And drifts of duft the clouded navy hide : 

Re fillsthe Greeks with terror and difmay, 

And gives great Hector the predeftin’d day. 

Strong in themfelves, bat {tronger in their aid, 

Clofe to the works their rigid fiege they laid. 

In vain the mounds and mafly beams defend, 

While thefe they undermine, and thofe they rend; 

Upheave the piles that prop the folid wall; 

And heaps on heaps the {moky ruins fall. 

Greece on her ramparts ftands the fierce a~ 

larms; 

The crowded bulwarks blaze with waving arms, 

Shield touching fhield, a long refulgent row ; 

Whence hifling darts, inceflant, rain below. 

The bold Ajaces fly from tower to tower, 

And rouze, with flame divine, the Grecian power. 

The generous impulfe every Greek obeys ; 

Threats urge the fearful; and the valiant, praife. 
Fellows in arms! whofe deed8 are known to 

fame, 

And you whofe atdour hopes an equal name ! 

Since uot alike endued with force or art; 

Behold a day when each may act his part! 

A day to fire the brave, and warm the cold, 

‘To gain new glories, or augment the old. [cite ; 

Urge thofe who ftand; and thafe who faint, ex~ 

Drown Hector’s vaunts in loud exhorts of fight ; 

Conqueft, not {gfety, fill the thoughts of all; 

Seek not your fleet, but fally from the wall ; 

So Jove onte more may drive their routed trata, 

And Troy lay trembling in her walls again. 

Their ardour kindles all the Grecian powers ; 
And now the itones defcend in heavier hhoweite 
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As when high fow his fhavp artillery forms, 
And opes his cloudy mapazmetof ftorms ; 
In winter's bleak, uncomfottable reign, 
A {nowy inundation hides the plain ; 
He ftills the winds, and bids the tkies to fleep ; 
Then pours the filent tempeft, thick and deep: 
And firit the mountaim-tops are cover’d o'er, 
‘Then the green fields, and then the fandy fhore ; 
Bent with the weight the nodding woods are feen, 
And one bright wafte bides all the werks of men: 
The circling feas alone, ablaibing all, 
Drink the diffolving fleeces as they fail. 
So from each fide increas'd the fteny rain, 
And the white ruin rifes o’er the piain. 
Thus godlike Hector and his troops contend 
To force the ramparts, and the gates to rend ; 
Wor Troy could conquer, nor the Greeks would 
yield, 
Till great Sarpedun tower’d amid the field ; 
For mighty Jove infpir’d with martial flamé 
His matchlefs fon, and urg*d hits oh to fame. 
In arms he fhines, confpicuous from afar, 
And bears aloft his ample threld in air ; 
Within whofe orb the thick bull-hides were roll’d, 
Ponderous with brafs, and bound with ductile 
gold: 
And, while two pointed javelins arm his brands, 
Majeftic moves ulong, and leads his Lycian bands. 
So, ptefs’d with hunger, from the mouhtain’s 
brow 
Defcends a lion en the flocks below ; ‘ 
So ftalks the lordly {#vage o’er the plain, 
In fullen majetty, and fern difdain | 
Jn vain loud maftiffs bay him from afar, 
And fhepherds gall him with an iron war ; 
Regardlefs, furious, he purfues his way; 
He foams, he roars, he rends the panting prey. 
Refolv'd alike, divine Sarpedon glows 
With generous rage that drives him on the foes. 
He views the towers, atid meditate’ their fall, 
To fure deftruction dooms th’ afpiing wall; 
Then, cafting on his friend an ardent look, 
Fir'd with the thir of glory, thus he {poke : 
Why boaft we, Glaucus : our extended reign, 
Where Xanthus’ ftreams enrich the Lycian plain, 
Our numerous herds that range the fruitful neld, 
And hills where vines their purple harveft yield, 
Our foaming bowls with purer nectar crown’d, 
Our feafts enhane’d with mufic’s fprightly found ? 
Why on thofe thores are we with joy furvey’d, 
Admir’d as heroes, and as Gods obey’d ; 
Unlefy great acts fuperior merit prove, 
And vindicate the bounteous Powers above ? 
Tis ours, the dignity they give to grace ; 
The firft in valour, as the firft in place : 
That when with wondering eyes our martial bands 
Behold our deeds tranfcending our commands, 
Such, they may cry, deferve the fovereign ftate, 
Whom thofe that envy, dare not imitate ! 
Could all our care elude the gloomy grave, 
Which claims no lefs the fearful than the brave, 
For luft of fame I fhould not vainly dare 
In fighting fields, nor urge thy foul to war, 
But fince, alas! ignoble age muft confe, 
Difeafe, and death’s inexorable duom ; 
The life which others pay, let us beftow, 


Brave thouch we fall, and hotour'd if we live, 
Or let us glory gain, or glory give ! 

He faid ; his words the liftening chief inf{pire 
With equal warmth, and ronge the prarrior’y fire ; 
The troops purfue their leaders with delight, 
Ruih to the foe, and claim the promis'd fight. 
Meneftheus from on high the ftorm beheld 
Threatening the fort, and blackening iv the field : 
Around the walls he gaz’d, to view from far 
What aid appear’d t’ avert th’ approaching war, « 
And faw whore Teucer with th’ Ajaces floods 
Of fight infatiate, prodigal of blood. 

In vain he calls ; the din of helms and thields 

Rings to the fies, and echoes through the fields, 

The brazen hinges fly, the walls refound, 

Heaven trembles, roar the mountains, thunders all 
the ground. (faid} 

Then thus to Thods;.--Hence with fpeed (he 
And urge the bold Ajacesto our aid; 

Their tireagth, united, beft may help to bear 
The bloody labours of the doubtful war : 
Hither the Lycian princes bend their courfe, 
The beft and bravett of the hoftile force. 
But, if too fiercely there the foes contend, 
Let Telamon; at leaft, our towers defend. 
And Tence: hafte with his unerring bow, 

To thare the danger, and repel the foe. 

Swift asthe word, the heiald fpeeds along 
The lofty ramparts, through the martial throng j 
And finds the heroes bath’d in {weat and gere, 
Oppos’d in combat on the dufty fhore. 

Ye valiant leaders of our warlike bands ! 

Your aid (faid Thoos) Peleus’ fon demands, 
Your ftrength, united, beft may help to bear : 
The blo8dy labours ot the doubtful war : 
Thither the Lycian princes bend their courfe, 
The beft and biavett of the hoftile force. 

But if too fiercely here the foes contend, 

At leaft, let Telamon thofe towers defend. 

And 'Teucer hafte with his unerring bow, 

To fhare the danger, and repel the fue. 
(Straight to the fort great Ajax turn’d his care, 
And thus befpoke his brothers of the war : 
Now, valiant Lycoatede ! exert your might, 
And, brave Oileus, prove your force in fight : 
To you Itruft the fortune of the field, 

Till by this arm the foes fhall be repell’d ; 

That done, expect me to complete the day.-~ 
Then, with his feven-fold fhield he ftrode away. 
With equal fteps bold Teucer prefs’d the fhore, 
Whofe tatal bow the ftrong Pandion bore. 

High on the walls appear’d the Lycian powers, 

Like fome black tempeft gathering round the 
rowers ; 

The Greeks, opprefs’d, their utmoft force unite, 

Prepar’d to labour in th’ unequal fight ; 

The war renews, mix’d fhouts and gro.ns arife ; 

Tumultuous clamour mounts, and thickens in the 

Fierce Ajax firft th’ advancing holts invades, [fkies. 

Atd fends the brave Ericles to the fhades, 

Sarpedon’s friend ; acrofs the warrios’s way, 

Rent from the walls, a recky fragment lay ; 

In modern ages not the flrongeft {wain 

Could heave th’ unwieldy burthen from the plain. 

He pois'd, and fwung it round; then, tofs’d on 


bigh, 
Ir flow with farce. and lnbour’d up the thy ¢ 
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Full on the Lycian’s helmet thandering down, 
The ponderous rain crufh'd his batter’d crown. 
As thilfal divers from fome airy fteep, 
Headlong delcend, and fhovt into the deep, 

So falls Epicles; then in proans expires, 

And murmuring to the fade, the foul retires. 

Wiule to the ramparts daring Glaucus drew, 
From Teucer’s hand a witged arrow flew} 

The hearded fluaft the deftin'd paflage found, 

And on his naked arm inflicts a wound. 

The chief, who fear'd fome foe’s infulting boat 

Might fop the progrefs of his warlike hott, 

Conceal’d the wound, and, leaping from his height, 

Retir'd reluctanterom th’ unfinith’d fight. 

Divine Sarpedon with regret beheld 

Difabled Glaucus fluwly quit the field ; 

His beating breaft with generous ardour glows, 

He {prings to fight, and flies upon the foes. 

Alemaon firft was doom’d his force to feel ; 

Deep in his brea he plung’d the pointed fteel ; 

Then, from the yawning wound with fury tore 

‘The fpear, purfued by gufhing ttreams of gore ; 

Down finks the warrior with a thundering found, 

His brazen armour rings againft the ground. 
Swift to the battlement the victor flies, 

Tugs with full force, and every nerve applies ; 

It fhakes; the ponderous ftones disjointed yield ; 

The rolling ruins fmoke along the field. 

A mighty breach appears, the walls lie bare ; 

And, like a deluge, rufhes in the war. 

At once boid Teucer draws the twanging bow, 

And Ajax fends his javelin at the foe: 

Fix’d in his belt the feather’d weapen ftood, 

e And through his buckler drove the trerabling wood; 

But Jove was prefent in the dire debate, 

To thield his offspring, and avert his fate. 

The prince gave back, not meditating flight, 

But urging vengeance and feverer fight ; 

Then, rais’d with hope, and fird with glery’s 

charms, 

His fainting {quadrons to new fury warms: 

O where, ye Lycians! is the ftrength you boaft ! 

Your former fame and ancient virtue loft ! 

The breach lies open, but your chief in vain 

Attempts alone the guarded pafs to gain; 

Unite, and foon that hoftile fleet fhall fall; 

Thre force of powerful umon conquers all. 

This juft rebuke inflam’d the Lycian crew, 
They join, they thicken, and th’ affault renew : 
Unmov’d th’ embodied Greeks their fury dare, 
And fix’d fupport the weight of all the war; 
Nor could the Grechs repel the Lycian powers, 
Nor the bold Lycians foice the Grecian towers. 
As, on the confines of adjoining giounds,| pounds ; 
Two ftubborn fwams with blows difpute their 
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They tug, they fweat; but neither gain or yield, 

One foot, one inch, of the contended ficld : 

Thus obitinate to death they fight, they fall: 

Nor thefe can keep, nor thofe can win, the wall. 

Their manly breaftsare pierc’d with many a wound, 

Loud ftrokes are heard, and rattling arms re~ 
fuund; 

The copious flaughter covers all the fhore, 

And the high ramparts drop with human gore. 

As when two fcales are charg’d with doubtful 

loads, 

From fide to fide the trembling balance nods 

(While iome laborious matron, juft and poor, 

With nice exactnefs weighs her woolly ftu1e)} 

Till, pois’d aloft, the refting beam fufpends 

Each equal weight ; nor this, nor that, defcends = 

So ttood the war, till Hector’s matchlefs might 

With Fates prevailing, turn’d the fcale of fight. 

Fierce as a whirlwind up the walls he flies, 

And fires his hoft with loud repeated cries: 

Advance, ye Trojans! lend vour valiant hands, 

Hafte to the fleet, and tofs the blazing brands ‘ 

They hear, they run; and, gathering at his call, 

Raile fealing-engines. and afcend the wali: 

Around the works a wood of glittering {pears 

Shoots up, and all the rifing hoft appears. 

A ponderous ftane bold Hector heav’d to throw, 

Pointed above, and rough and grofs below: 

Not two ftrong men th’ enormous weight could 
raife 

Suth men as live inthefe degenerate days; 

Yet this, as eafy as a fwain Could bear 

The {nowy fleece, he tols’d, and fhook in air: 

For Jove upheld, and lighten’d of its load 

ie unwieldy rock, the labour of a God. 

Thus arm’d, before the folded gates he came, 

Of maffy fubftance, and ftupendous frame ; 

With iton bars and brazen hinges ftrong, 

On lofty beams of folid timber hung: 

Then, thundering through the planks with forcefal 
fway, 

Drives the tharp rock ; the folid beams give way, 

The folds are fhatter’d ; from the crackling door 

Leap the 1efounding bars, the flying hinges roar. 

Now rufhing in, the furious chief appears, 

Gloomy as night! and fhakes two idhining fpears: 

A dreadful gleam from his bright armour came, 

And frum his eye-balls flafh’d the living flame. 

He moves a God, refiftlefs in his courfe, 

And fcems a match for more than mortal force. 

Then pouring after, through the gaping fpace, 

A tide of Trojans flows, and fills the place ; 

The Grecks behold, they tremble, and they fly + 

The fhore is heap’d with death, and tumult rends 
the fky. 
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THE, ARGUMENT, 
The fourth Battle continved, tn which Neptune affifts tle Greeks: the as of Idomeneus, 


Neptune, concerned fot the lofs of the Grecians, upon fecing the fortification forced by Hector (who 
had entered the gate near the ftation of the Ajaxes) aifumes the fhape or Calchas, and infpires 
thofe heroes to uppote him : then, ix the form of one of the gonerals, encourages the other Grecks 
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who had retired to their veffels. The Ajaxes form their troeps in a ¢lofe phalanx, add gut 2 Aop 
to Hector and the Trojans. Several deeds of valour are performed; Meriones, lofing his fpear-in 
the encounter, repairs to feek another at the tent of Idomeneus; this occafions.a converfation be- 
tween thofe two warriors, who return together to the battle. Idomeneus fignalizes shis courage 
above the ref; he kills Othryoneus, Afius, and Alcathous; Deiphobus and Aneas march againt 
him, and at length Idomeneus retires. Menelaus wounds Helenus, and kills Pifander. The Tro- 
jans are repulfed in the left wing; Heor Alill keeps his ground againft the Ajaxes, till, being pal- 
Ted by the Locrian fingers and archers, Polydamas advifes to call a council of war: Hector ap- 
proves his advice, but goes firft to rally the Trojans; upbraids Paris, rejoins Polydamas,-meets 
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Ajax again, and renews the attack. 
The eight and twentieth day ill continues. 
fea-thore. 


Wrew now the Thunderer on the fea-beat coaft 
Had fix'd great Hector and his conquering hott ; 
He left them to the Fates, in bloody fray, 
To toil and ftruggle through the well-fought day; 
Then turn’d to Thracia from the field of fight 
Thofe eyes that fhed infufferable light : 
To where the Myfians prove their martial force, 
And hardy Thracians tame the favage horfe ; 
And where the far-fam'd Hippemolgian ftrays, 
Renown'd for juftice and for length of days ; 
Thrice happy race! that, innocent of bloud, 
From milk, innoxious, feek their fimple food ; 
Jove fees delighted ; and avoids the frene 
Of guilty Troy, of arms, and dying men: 
No aid, he deems, to either ho.t is given, 
‘While his high law fufpends the powers of Heaven. 
Mean time the * Monarch of the watery mein 
Obferv’d the Thunderer, nor obferv'd in vain. 
in Samothracia, on a mountd4in’s brow, 
Whofe waving woods o'erhung the deeps below, 
He fate; and round him caf his azure eyea, 
Where Yda’s mifty tops confus‘dly rife; 
Below fair Tlion’s glittering {pires were feen, 
The crouded fhips, and fable feas between. 
There, from the cryftal chambers of the, main 
8d, he fate; and mourn’d his Argives fidin. 
At Jove incens’d, with grief and fury itung, 
Prone down the rocky fteep he rufh’d along ; 
‘Fierce as he paft, the lofty mountains nod, 
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The foreft fhakes ! earth trembled as he trod, 
And felt the footfteps of th’ immortal God. 
From realm to realm three ample ftrides he took; 
And, at the fourth, the diftant Lge thook. 

Far in the bay his fhining palace ftands, 
Eternal frame! not rais’d by mortal hands: [reins, 
This having geach’d, his brafs-hoof’d fteeds he 
Fleet as the winds, and deck’d with golden manes. 
Refulgent arms his mighty limbs infold, 
Immortal arnfs of adamant and gold. 

He mounts the car, the golden {courge applies, 
He fits {uperior, and the chariot flies : 

His whirling wheels the glatfy furface {weep ; 
Th’ enormous montters, rolling o’er the deep, 
Gambol around him on the watery way ; 

And heavy whales in aukward meafures play : 
The fea {ubfiding fpreads a level plain, 

Exults, and owns the monarch of the main; 
‘Phe parting waves before his courfers fly : 

The wondering waters leave his axle dry. 

Deep in the liquid regions lies a cave ; 
Between where Tenedos the furges lave, 

And rocky Imbgus breaks the rolling wave: 
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The fcene is between the Grecian wall and the 


There the great Ruler of the azure round 
Stopp’d his iwift chariot, and his fteeds unbound, 
Fed with ambiofial herbage from his hand, 
And link'd their fetlocks with a golden band, 
lufrangible, immortal: there they ftay, 

The Father of the floods purfues his way ; 
Where, like a tempeft darkening heaven around, 
Or fiery deluge that devours the ground, 

Th’ impatient Trojans, in a gloomy throng, 
Embattled roll’d as Hector rufh’d along: 

‘Yo the foud tumult and the barbarous ery, 

‘The heavens re-echo, and the fhore, reply ; 
They vow deftruction to the Grecian name, 
And in their hopes, the fleets already flame. 

But Neptune, miing from the feas profound, 
The God whofe earthquakes rock the fulid ground, 
Now wears a mortal torm; like Calchas feen, 
Such his loud voice, and duch his manly mien; 
His fhouts inceflant every Greek infpire, 

But moft the Ajaces, adding tire to fire. 

"Tis yours, O warriors, all our hopes to raife ; 

Qh, recollect your ancient worth and praife: 

* Lis yours to fave us, 1f you ceale to fear; 

Flight, more than fha:neful, is deftruétive here. 

On other works though Troy with fury fall, 

And pour her armies o’er our batter’d wall; 

There, Greece has ftrength: but this, this part 
o’erthrown, . 

Her ftrength were vain ; J dread for you alone. 

Here Hector rages hike the force of fire, 

Vaunts of Lis Gods, and calls high Jove his fire. 

If yet fome heavenly Power your grace excite, 

Breathe in your hearts, and ftring your arms to 
fight, 

Greece yet may live, her thrnuten'd fleet remain ; 

And Hedtor’s torce, and Jove’s own aid, be vain: 

Then with his {ceptre, that the deep controuls, 
He touch’d the chiets, and fteel’d their manlyfouls: 
Strength, not their own, the touch divine imparts, 
Prompts their light limbs, and iwells their dar- 

“ing hearts. 
Then, as a falcon from the rocky height, 
Her quarry feen, impetuous at the fight 
Forth-{pringing inftant, darts heriest trom high, 
Shouts on the wing, and fkims along the fky: 
Such, and fo [wift, the power of Ocean flew ; 
The wide horizon fhut him trom their view. 

Th’ infpiring God, Oileus’ active fon 
Perceiv’d the firft, and thus to Telamon: 

Some God, my friend, fome God in human form 
Favouring defcends, and wills to stand the ftorm. 
Not Calchas this, the venerable {eer ; 

Short as he turn’d, 1 faw the Power appear : 
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1 mark’d.his parting, and the Reps he trod; 

His own bright evidence reveals | ; 

Ev's now fome energy divine I thatte, 

And {eem to walk on wings, and tread in air ! 
With equal ardour (Telamon returns) 

My foul'is kindled, and my bofom burns: 

New rifing {pirits all my ferce alarm, 

Lift each impatient limb, and brace my arm. 

This ready arm, unthinking, fhakes the dart ; 

eT he blood pours back, and fortifies my heart ; 

Singly, methinks, yon towering chief I meet, 

And ftretch the dreadful Hector at my feet. 

Full of the God that urg’d their burning breaft, 

The heroes thus their mutual warmth exprefs’d. 

Neptune mean while the routed Greeks infpir’d, 

Who, breathlefs, pale, with length of labours tir'd, 

Pantin the thips; while Troy to conqueft calls, 

And {warms victorious o’er their yielding walls: 

Trembling before th’ impending ftorm they lie, 

While tears of rage ftand burning in their eye. 

Greece funk they thought, and this their fatal 

hour : 

But breathe new courage as they feel the power. 

Teucer and Leitus firft his words excite ; 

Then ftern Peneleus rifes to the fight; ° 

Thoas, Detpyrus, in arms renown’d, 

And Merion next, th’ impulfive fury found ; 

Laft Neftor’s fon the fame bold ardour takes, 

While thus the God the martial fire awakes: 
Oh lafting infamy, oh dire difgrace, 

To chiefs of vigorous youth and manly race ! 

I truited in the Gods, and you, to fee 

Brave Greece victorious, and her navy free : 

Ah no---the glorious combat you difclaim, 

And one black day clouds all her former*fame. 

Heavens: what a prodigy thefe eyes furvey, 

Unfeen, unthought, till this amazing day ! 

Fly we at length tram Troy’s oft-conquer’d bands ? 

And falls our fleet by fuch inglorious hands? 

A rout undifciplin’d, a ftraggling train, 

Not born to glories of the dufty plain ; 

Like frighted fawns, from hill to hill purfued, 

A prey to every favage of the wood: 

Shall thele, fo late who trembled at your name, 

Invade your camps, involve your fhips in flame ? 

Achangefo flameful,fay, what caufe has wrought? 

The foldier’s bafenefs, or the general’s fault? 

Fools ! will ye perith for your leader’s vice ; 

The purchafe infamy, and life the price ? 

Tis not your caufe, Achilles’ injur’d fame: 

Anether’s is the crime, but yours the fhame. 

Grant that our chief offend through rage or luft, 

Mutt you be cowards if your king’s unjuft ? 

Prevent this evil, and your country fave : 

Small thought retrieves the {pirits of the frave. 

Think, and fubdue ! on daftards dead to fame 

I wafte no anger, for they feel no fhame : 

But you, the pride, the flower of all our hoft, 

My heart weeps blood to fee your glery loft ! 

Nor deem this day, this battle, all you lofe; 

A day more black, a fate more vile, enfues. 

Let each reflect, who prizes fame or breath, 

On endlefs intumy, on inftant death, 

For lo! the fated time, th’ appointed fhore ; 

Hark «| the gates burft, the brazen barriers roar ! 

Jmpetuous Hector thuaders at the wall ; 

The hour, the fpot, tg conquer, or to fall, 
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Thele words the Grecian’s’ fainting hearts in- 
ire, 
And liftening armies catch the godlike fire. ‘ 
Fix’d at bis poft was each bold Ajax found, 
With well-rang'd{quadrons ttrongly circled round: 
So clofe their order, fo ditpos’d their fight, 
As Pallas’ felf might view with fix’d delight ; 
Or had the God of War inclin'd his eyes, 
The God of War had own'd a juft furprize. 
A chofen phalanx, firm, refolv’d as fate, 
Defcending Hector and his battle wait: 
An iron fcene gleams dreadful o’er the fields, 
Armour in armour lock'd, and fhields in thields, 
Speats lean on fpears, on targets targets throng, 
Helms ftuck to helms, and man drove man along. 
The floating plumes unnumber’d wave above, 
As when an earthquake ftirs the nodding grove ; 
And, level’d at the fkies with pointing rays, 
Their brandifh’d lances at each motion blaze. 
Thus breathing death, in terrible array, 
The clofe-compacted legions urg’d their way : 
Fierce they drove on, impatient to deftroy ; 
Troy charg’d the firft, and Hector fir of Troy. 
As trom fome mountain’s craggy forehead torn, 
A rock’s round fragment flies, with fury borne 
(Which from the flubborn ftone a torrent rends) 
Precipitate the ponderous mafs defcends : 
From fteep to iteep the rolling ruin bounds ; 
At every fhock the crackling wood reiounds ; 
Still gathering force, it fmokes ; and, urg’d ainain, 
Whirls, leaps, and thunders down, impetuous to 
the plain; ; [prov'd, 
There ftops—So Hector. Their whole torce he 
Refiitlefs when he rag’d, and when he ftopt, un- 
mov'd. 
® On him the war is bent, the darts are thed, 
And a) their faulchions wave around his head : 
Repuils’d he fands, nor from his ftand retues ; 
But with repeated thouts his army fires. 
oe. be firm; this arm hall make your way 
Through yon {quare body, and that black array. 
Stand, and my {pear hail rout their {cattering 
power, 
Strong as they feem, embattled like a tower. 
For he that Juno’s heavenly bofom warms, 
The firft of Gods, this day infpires our arms. 
He faid, and roug’d the foul in every breaft ; 
Urg’d with defire of fame, beyond the relt, 
Forth march’d De1phobus ; but, marching held 
Before his wary fteps his ample fhield. 
Bold Merion aim’d a ftroke (nor aim'd it wide) 
The glittering javelin pierc’d the tough bull-hides 
But pierc’d not through : unfaithful to his hand, 
The point broke fhort, and fparkled in the fand. 
The Trojan warrior, touch’d with timely fear, | 
Qu the rais’d orb to diftance bore the {pear : 
The Greek retreating mourn’d his fruftrate blow 
And ae the treacherous lance that fpar’d a 
oc: 
Then to the fhips with furly fpeed he went, 
To feck @ furer javelin in his tent. 
Mean while with rifling rage the battle glows, 
The tumult thickens, and the clamour grows. 
By Teucews arm the warlike Imbrius bleeds, 
The fon of Mentor, rich in generous ftceds. 
Ere yet to Troy the fons of Greece were led 
In fair Pedacus’ verdant, paftures bred, 
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The youth had dwelt; remote from war’s alarms, 

And blefs’d in bright Medeficafte’s arms : 

(This nymph, the fruit of Priam’s ravith’d joy, 

Ally’d the warrior to the houfe of Troy.) 

To Troy, when glory call’d his arms, he came, 

And match’d the braveft of her chiefs in fame : 

‘With Priam’s fons, a guardian of the throne, 

He liv'd, belov'd and honour’d as his own. 

Hun 'Teucer piere’d between the throat and ear: 

‘He gioans beneath the Telamonian fpear. 

As from fome far-feen mountain’s airy crown, 

Subdued by tteel, a tall ath tumbles down, 

And foils its verdant treffes on the ground : 

So falls the youth; his arays the fall refound. 

Then Teucer rufhing te defpoil the dead, 

From Heétor’s hand a fhining javelin fled ; 

He faw, and fhunn’d the death; the forceful dart 

Sung on, and pierc’d Amphimachus’s heart, 

Creatus' fon, of Neptune’s forceful line ; 

‘Vain was his courage, and his race divine! 

Proftrate he falls; his clanging arms refound, 

And his broad buckler thunders on the ground. 

To feize Lis bcamy helm the victor flies, 

And juit had faitcn’d on the dazzling prize, 

When Ajax’ manly arm a javelin flung; ‘ 

Fall on the flield’s round bofs the weapon rung ; 

He felt the thock, nor more was doom’d fo teel, 

Secure in mail, and fheath’d in fhining fteel. 

Repuls’d, he yields; the victor Greeks obtain 

‘The fpoiis conteited, and bear off the flain. 

Between the leaders of th’ Athenian line a 

(Stichius the brave, Meneftheus the divine) 

Deplor’d Amphimachus, fad cbject! lies ; 

Imbrius remains the ferce Ajaces’ prize. 

As two grim lions bear acrois the lawn, 

Snatch . from devouring hounds, a flaughter'd 
wi, is 9 

In their fell jaws high-lifting through the wood, 

And f{prinkling all the fliruls with drops of blood ; 

So thefe the chief: great Ajax from the dead 

Srips his bright arms, Oileus lops his head: 

‘T'ofs'd like a ball, and whirl'd m air away, 

At Hector’s feet the gory vifage lay. 

The God of Ocean, fir'd with ftern difdain, 
And pierc’d with forrow for his § grandfon flain, 
Infpires the Grecian hearts, confirms ther hands, 
And breathes deftruction on the Trojan bands. 
Swift as a whirlwind ruthing to the fleet, 

He finds the lance-tam’d Idomen of Crete : 

His penfive brqw the generous care expreft 
With which a wounded foldier touch'd his breatt, 
Whom in the chance of war a javelin tore, 
ind his fad comrades from the battle bore ; 
Him to the furgeons of the camp he fent ; 
That office paid, he iffued from his tent, 
Fierce for the fight; to whom the God begun, 
In Thoas’ voice, Andremou’s valiant fon, 
Who rul’d where Calydon’s white rocks arife, 
And Pleuron’s chalky cliffs emblaze the fkies: 

Where’s now th’ imperious vaunt, the daring 
Of Grsece victorious, and proud Ilien loft ! [beait, 

To whom the kings On Greece no blame be 

thrown, 
Arms ar2 her trade, and war is all hr reown. 
Hier hardy heroes from the well-fought plains 
Ner fear with-holds, nor fhameful floth detains. 
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’Tis Heaven, alas! and Jove's all-powerful doom, 
That far, far diftant from ou native home 
Wills us to fal inglorious ! Gh my friend ! 
Once foremoft in the fight, {til prone to lend 
Or arms, or counfels, now perform thy beit, 
And what thou canft not fingly, urge the reft. 
Thus he; and thus the whofe force can 
The falid globe’s eternal bafis hake : {make 
Ah! never may he fee his native land, 
But feed the vultures on this hateful ftrand, : 
Who feeks ignobly in his fhips to flay, ‘ 
Nor dares to combat on this fignal day ! 
For this, behold ! in horrid arms I thine, 
And urge thy foul to rival acts with mine: 
Logether let us battle on the plain; 
Two, not the worft ; nor ev’n this fuccour vain: 
Not vain the weakeft, if ther force unite ; 
But ours, the braveft have confefs‘d in fight. 
This faid, he rufhes where the combat lsurns ; 
Swift to his tent the Cretan king returns: 
From thence, two javelins glittering in his hand, 
And clad in arms that lighten‘’d all the ftrand, 
Fierce on the foe th’ impetuous hero drove ; 
Like lightning burfting trom the arm of Jove, 
Which tb pale man the wrath of Heaven declares, 
Or terrifies th’ offending world with wars; 
In ftreamy fparkles, kindling all the tkies, 
From pole to pole the trail of glory flies. 
Thus his bright armour o’er the dazzled throng 
Gleam’d dreadful, as the monarch flafh’d along. 
Hum near hts tent, Meriones attends; 
Whom thus he queft.uns: Ever beft of friends ! 
O fay, in every art of battle fkill'd, 
What holds thy courage from fo brave a field ? 
On fometimportant meilage art thou bound, 
Or bleeds my friend by fome unhappy wound ? 
Inglorious here, my foul abhors to tay, 
And glows with protpects of th’ approaching day. 
O prince ! (Meriones ieplies) whoute care 
Leads furth th’ embattied fons of Crete tu war ; 
This {peaks my grief; this headieis lance 1 wield ; 
The ret lies rooted in a Trojan thield. 
To whom the Cretan: Enter, and reccive 
The wanted weapons ; thofc my tent can give ; 
Spears I have ftore (and Trojan lances all) 
That hed a luftre round th’ dlumin’d wall. 
Though [, diidainful of the diftant war, 
Nor truft the dart, nor aim th’ uncertain fpear, 
Yet hand to hand F fight, anc {poil the flain ; 
And thence thefe trophies and thefe arms 1 gain. 
Enter, and fee on heaps the helmets roil’d, 
And high-hung fpears, and fthields that flame 
with gold. 
Nor vain (faid Merion) are our martial toils ; 
We tod can boat of no ignoble fpoils, 
But thofe my thip contains ; whence diftant far, 
I fight confpicuons in the van of war. ; 
What need I more? 1f arty Greek there be 
Who knows not Merion, F appeal to thee. 
To this Idomeneus: The fields of fight 
Have prov'd thy valour, and unconquer’d might ; 
And were fome ambuth for the foes defign’d, 
Ev’n there, thy courage would not lag behind. 
In that fharp fervice, fingled from the reft, 
The fear of each, or valour, ftands confett, 
No force, no firmnefs, the pale coward fhows; 
He thifts his place ; his colour comes and goes; 
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A dropping fweat creeps cold qn every, part, 
Againft hig bolom heats his quivering heart ; 
Terror and death in his wild eye balls flare ; 
With chattering teeth ho ftands, and sfvoing 
And looks a efa image of defpair! [hair, 
Not fo the b tee ftill Teantec. ftill the fame, 
Unchang’d his colour, and unmov'd his frame ; 
Compos’d his thought, determin’d is his eye, 
And fix’d his foul, to conquer or to die: 

If aught ditturb the tenour of his breaft, 

*Tis but the wish to ftrike before the ref. 

If fuch affays thy blamelefs worth is known, 
And every art of dangerous war thy own. 

By chance of fight whatever wounds you bore, 
Thofe wounds wefe glorious all, and all before ; 
Such as may teach, ’twas ftill thy brave delight 
T’ oppofe thy bofom where the foremoft fight. 
But why, like infants, cold tc honour’s charms, 
Stand we to talk, when glory calls to arms? 
Go---from my conquer’d fpears the choiceft take, 
And to their owners fend them nobly back. 

Swift as the word bold Merion {natch’d a {pear, 

And breathing flaughter fallow’d to the war. 

So Mars armipotent invades the plain 

(The wide deftroyer of the race of man).» 

‘Terror, his beft-lov’d fon, attends his courfe, 

Arm’d with ftern holdnets, and enormous force ; 

The pride of haughty warriors to confound, 

And lay the ftreugth of tyrants on the ground : 

From ‘lhrace they fly, call’d to the dire alarms 

Of warring Phlegyians, and Ephyrian arms ; 

Invok’d by both, relentlefs, they difpofe 

To thefe glad conqueft, murderous rout to thofe. 

So march’d the leaders of the Cretan train, 
eaud their bright arms fhot horror o’er thy plain. 

Then firft {pake Merion: Shall we join the 
Or combat in the ceutre of the fight? (right, 
Or to the left our wanted fuccour lend? 

Hazard and fame all parts alike attend. 

Not in the centie (Jdomen reply'd): 

Oni ableft chieftains the main battle guide ; 
Each godlike Ajax makes that poft his care, 
And gallant Teucer deals deflruCtion there : 
Skilld, or with fhafts to gall the diitant field, 
Or bear clofe battle on the founding fluield. 
Thefe can the rage of haughty Hector tame: 
Safe in theia arms, the navy fears no flame ; 

Till Jove himfelf defcends, his bolts ta fhed, 
And hurl the blazing ruin at our head. 

Great mutt he be, of more than human birth, 
Nor feed like mortals on the fruits of earth, 
Him neither rocks can cruhh, nor fteel can wound. 
Whom Ajax fells not on th’ enfanguin’d ground : 
In ftanding fight he mates Achilles’ force, 
Exceli'd alone in twiftnefs in the courfe. 
Then to the left our ready arms apply, 

And live with glory, or with glory die. 

He faid ; and Mecion to th’ appointed place, 
Fierce as the God of battles, urg’d his pace. 
Suon as the foe the fhining chiefs beheld 
Ruth like a fiery terrent o’er the field, 

Their force embodied in a tide they pour; 
The rifing combat founds along the thore. 
As warring winds, in Sirius’ fultry reign, : 
From different quarters {weep the {andy plain ; 
On every fide the dutty whiilwinds rife, 

dry fields are lifted to the ikics; 
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Thus, by defpair, hape, tage, together driven, 
Met the black hofts, and, meeting, darken’d hea- 
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All dreadful glar’d the iron face of war, 

Briftled with uprigat fpears, that flafh’d afar; 

Dire was the gigam of breaft-plates, helms, and 
fhields, 

And polith’d arms emblaz’d the flaming ficlds; 

Tremendugus {cene ! that general horror pave, 

But touch'd with joy the befoms of the biuve. 

Saturn’s great ions in fierce contention vy‘d, 
And crouds of heroes in their anger dy'd. 

The Sire of earth and heaven, by Lhetis won, 
To crown with glory Pelens’ godlike fon, 
Will’d, not deftruction to the Grecian powers, 
But fpar’d a while the dettit.’d ‘Trojan towers : 
While Neptune, rifing from his azure main, 
Warr’d on the Kingot Heaven with fterndifdain, 
And breath’drevenge, and fir’d the Grecian train. 
Gods of one feurce, of one ethereal race, 

Ahke divine, and heaven their native place ; 
But Jove the greater ; firft-born of the tkies, 
And more than men, or Gods, fupremely wife. 
For this, of Jove’s fuperior might airaid, 
Neptune in human torm conceal’d his aid. 
Thele powers infold the Greek and Trojan train 
In War and Difcord’s adamantine chain, 
Indiffolubly trong; the fatal tye 

Is ftretch’d on both, and, clofe-compell'd, they die. 

Dreadful in arms, and grown in combats grey, 

The bold Idomencus controls the day. 

Firft by his hand Othryoneug was flain, 

Swell’d with falfe hqpes, with mad ambition wait! 
Call’d by the voice of wary to martial fame, 
From high Cabefus’ diftant walls he came; 
Caffandra’s love he fought, with hoafts ot power, 
And promis’d conqueft was the proffer’d dower. 
‘The king confented, by his vaunts abus’d, 

"The king confented, but the Fates refus’d. 
Proud of himfelf, and of th’ imagin'd bride. 
The field he meatur’d, with a larger ftride. 
Him, as he ftalk’d, the Cretan javelin found ; 
Vain was his breaft-plate to repel the wound ; 
His dream of glory loft, he plung’d to hell: 

His arms refounded as the boatter fell. 

The great Idomencus beftrides the dead ; 
And thus (he cries) behold thy promife fped ! 
Such is the help thy arms to Ilion bring, 

And fuch the contract of the Phrygian king ! 

Our affers now, illuftrious prince ! receive ; 

For fuch an aid what will not Argos give? 

To conquer Troy, with ours thy furces join, 

And count Atrides’ faireft daughterthine. 

Mean time, on farther methods to advife, 

Come, follow to the fleet thy new allies; 

There hear what Greece has on her part to fay. 

He {poke, and dragg’d the gory corfe away. 
This Afius view’d, unable to contain, 

Before his chariot warring on the plain ; 

(His crowded courters, to hts {quire confign’d, 

Impatient panted on his neck behind) 

To vengeance rifing with a fudden {pring, 

He hop’d' the conqueft of the Cretan king, 

The wary Getan, as his foe drew near, 

Full on his throat difcharg'd the forceful {pear ; 

Beneath the chin the point was feen te glide, 

And glitter’d, extant at the farther fide. 
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As when the mountain oak, or poplar tall, 
Or pine, fit mat for fome great admiral, 
Groans to the oft-heav'd ax, with many 2 wound, 
Then {preads a length of ruin o’er the ground : 
So funk proud Afius in that dreadful day, 
And ftretch'd before his much-lov’d courfers lay. 
He grinds the duft diftain’d with ftreaming gore, 
yieie fierce in death, lies foaming on the fhore. 
Depriv'd of motion, ttf with ftupid fear, 
Stands all aghait his trembling charioteer, 
Nor fhuns the foe, nor turns the fteeds away, 
But falls transfix’d, an unrefifting prey : 
Pierc'’d by Antiluchus, he pants beneath 
The ftarely car, and labours out his breath. 
‘Thus Afius’ fteeds (their mighty mefter gone) 
Remain the prize of Neftor’s youthful fon. : 
Stabb'd at the fight, Deitphobus drew nigh, 
And made with force the vengeful weapon fy. 
The Cretan faw ; and, ftooping, caus’d to glance 
From his flope fhield the difappointed lance. 
Beneath the {pacious targe (a blazing round, 
Thick with bull-hides and brazen orbits bound, 
On his rais’d arm by two ftrong braces ftay’d) 
He lay collected in defenfive thade ; 
O’er his fafe head the javelin idly fung, 
And on the tinkling verge more faintly rung. 
Ev'n then, the fpear the vigorous arm coniett, 
And pierce d obliquely king Hypfenor'’s breaft : 
Warm'd in his liver, to rhe ground it bore , 
The chief, his people’s guardian now no more ! 
Not unattended (the proud Trojan cries) « 
Nor unreveng’d, lamented Afiys hes: —_ [play'd, 
For thee though hell's black portals ftand dif- 
This mate thall joy thy melancholy thade. 
Heart-piercing anguifh, at the haughty boaft, 
Touch’d every Greek, but Neftor’s fon the met. 
Griev’d as he was, his pione arms attend, 
And his broad buckler fhields his flaughter'd 
Till fad Meciftheus and Alaftor bore {iriend ; 
His honour’d body to the tented fhore. 
Nor yet from fight Idomeneus withdraws: 
Refolv’d to perifh in his country’s caufe, 
Or find fome foe, whom heaven and he fhall doom 
To wail his fate in death’s eternal gloom, 
He {ees Algathoiiss in the front afpire : 
Great Acfyetes was the hero’s fire: 
His {poufe Hippodamé, divinely fair, 
Anchifes’ eldeft hope, and darling care; 
‘Who charm’'d her parent’s and her hufband’s heart, 
With beauty, fenfe, and every work of art: 
He once, of {lion's youth, the loveliett boy, 
The faireft fhe, of all the fair of Troy. 
By Neptuneenow the haplels hero dies, 
‘Who covers with a cloud thofe beauteous eyes, 
And setters every limb: yet, bent to meet 
His fate, he ftands; nor fhuns the lance of Crete. 
Fixt as fome column, or deep.tooted oak, 
(Whie the winds Jeep) his breaft receiv’d the 
ftroke. 
Before the ponderous ftroke his corfelet yields, 
Long us’d to ward the death in fighting fields. 
The riven armour fends a jarnng found : 
His labouring heart heaves with (0 ftrong a 
bound, « [wound : 
The long lance fhakes, and vibrates in the 
Faft-flowing from its fource, as prone he lay, 
Life's purple tide impetuous guth’d away. 
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Then Idomen, infultiog o'er the fain; ; 
Behold, Deiphobus: ser vaunt in Vain; 

See ! on one Greek three Trojan ghotks attend, 

This, my third victim, to the thades J fend. 

Approaching now, thy-boafbed nojibt 

And try the prowels of the feed gia 

From Jove, enamour’d on a mortal a 

Great Minos, guardian of his country, came : 

Deucalion, blamelefs prince ! was Minos’ heir ; 

His firft-born 1, the third from {Eee 

O’er {pacious Crete and her bold fons I reign, 

And thence my fhips tranfport me through the 
main: 

Lord of a hoft, o’er all my hoft¥ thine, 

A feonrge to thee, thy father and thy line. 

The Trojan heard ; uncertain, or to meet 
Alone, with venturous arms, the king of Crete ; 
Or feek auxiliar force ; at length decreed 
To call fome hero to partake the deed, 
Forthwith /Eneas ries to his thought : 

For him, in Troy's remoteft lines he fought ; 
Where he, incens’d at partial Priam, fiands, 
And fees fuperior pof{s in meaner hands. 

To him, ambitious of fo great art aid, 

The ba&d Deiphobus approach’d, and faid : 
Now Trojan prince, employ thy pious arms, 
If e’cr thy boom felt fair honour’s charms. 
Alcathoiis dies, thy brother and thy friend ! 
Come, and the warrior’s lov’d remains defend. 
Beneath his cares thy early youth was train’d, 
One table fed you, and one root contain’d. 
This deed to fierce Idymeneus we owe ; 
Hafte, and revenge it on th’ infulting foe. 

Aéneas heard, and for a {pace ielign'd 

To tender pity all his manly mind ; 

Then, ufing in his rage, he buins to fight : 

The Greek awaits him, with collected might. 
As the fell boar on fonte rough mountain’s head, 
Arm’d with wild terrors, and to flaughter bred, 
When the loud ruttics rife, and fhout from far, 
Attends the tumult, and expects the war; 

O’er his bent back the briftly hononrs rife, 

Fires ftream in lightning from his fanguine eyes ; 
His foaming tufks both lies and men engage, 
But moft his hunters rouze his mighty rage : 

So ftood Idomeneus, his javelin fhook, 

And met the ‘l1ojan with a lowering look. 
Antilochus, Deapyrus, were near, 

The youthtul offspring of the God of war, 
Merion, and Aphareus, in field renown’d: 

To thefe the warrior fent his voice around : 
Fellows in arms ' your timely aid unite ; 

Lo, great ALneas rufhes to the fight : 

Sprong from a God, and more than mortal bold ; 
He fteth in youth, and lin arms grown old. 

Elfe fhould this hand, this hour, decide the ftrife, 
The great difpute, of glory, or of Irfe. 

He {poke ; and all as with one foul obes'd; 
Their lifted bucklers caft a dreadful thade 
Around the chief. Eineas too demands 
Th’ affisiing forces of his native lands : 

Paris, Deiphebus, Ajenor join ; 

(Co-aids and captains of the Trojan line) 

In order follow ail th’ embodied train, 

Like Ida’s flocks proceeding o’er the plain ; 
Before his fleecy care, erect and bold, ; 
Stalks the proud ram, the father of the fold: 
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With joy the fwain ahi hs them, as he leads 
To the i aa through the well-known 
meads, , 

So joys Aeneas, as his native band 

Moves un in rank, and ftretches o’er the land, 
Round dead Alcathoiis now the Battle rofe ; 

On every fide the fteely circle grows ; [ring, 

Now batter'’d breaft-plates and hack’d helmets 

And o’er their heads unheeded javelins fing. 

eA bove the reft two towering chiefs appear, 

There great Idomeneus, Alneas here. 

Like Gods of war, difpenfing fate, they ftood, 

And burn’d to drench the ground with mutual 

blood. » 

The Trojan weapon whizz’d along in air, 

‘The Cretan faw, and fhunn’d the brazen {pear : 

Sent from an arm fo dtrong, the miilive wood 

stuck deep in earth, and quiver’d where it ftood. 

But Oenomas receiv’d the Cretan’s ftroke, 

‘The farceful {pear his hollow corfelet broke, 

Jt ripp’d his belly with a ghaftly wound, 

And roll’d the fmoking entrails to the ground. 

Stretch’d on the plain, he fobs away his breath, 

And furious grafps the bloody duft in death. 

The victor from his breaft the weapon tears ; 

( His {poils he could not, for the fhower of {pears. ) 

Though now unfit an active war to wage, 

Heavy with cuinberous arms, ftiff with cold age, 

His liftlefs imbs unable for the courfe; 

In Rtanding fight he yet maintains his force : 

Till, faint with labour, and by foes repell’d, 

His tir’d flow fteps he drags from off the field. 
Deiphobus beheld him ashe patt, 

» And, fir’d with hate, a parting javelin calt : 

The javelin err’d, but held its courfe alofg, 

And pierc’d Afcalaphus, the brave and young: 

The fon of Mars fell gafping on the ground, 

And gnafh’d the duft all bloody with his wound. 
Nor knew the furious father of his fall; 

High-thron’d amidft the great Olympian hall, 

On golden clouds th’ immortal fynod fate ; 

Detain’d from bloody war by Jove and Fate. 
Now, where in duft thé breathlefs heio lay, 

For flain Afcalaphus commenc’d the tray. 

Deiphobus to feize his helmet flies, 

And from his temples rends the glittering prize ; 

Valiant as Mars, Meriones drew near, 

And on his loaded arm difcharg’d his {pear : 

Me drops the weight, difabled with the pain; 

The hollow helmet rings againft the plain. 

Swift as a vulture leaping on his prey, 

From his torn arm the Grecian rent away 

The reeking javelin, and rejoin’d his friends. 

Fis wounded brother good Polites tends ; 

Around his waift his pious arms he threw, 

And from the rage of combat gently drew : 

Him his fwift courfers, on his iplendid car, 






Rapt from the leflening thunder of the war; 
To T¥@impey drove him, groanng from the fhore, 
And {oRmpeling, as he pafs’d, the fands with gore. 


Meanwhile freth faughter bathes the fanguine 
ground, 
Heaps fall on heaps, and heaven and earth refound. 
Bold Aphareus by great Aineas bled ; 
As tow’rd the chief he turn’d his darin head, 
Fle pierc’d his throat ; the bending head, depreft 
mepeath his helmet, nods upor his breaft : 
"TRANS 


Boox XIT1. 


His fhield reveri'd 6’er the fall’n wafrior lies; 

And everlafting flumber feals his eyes. 

Antilochus, as ‘hoon turn’d him round, 

‘Tranfpiete’d his back with a difhoneft wound : 

The hollow tein that to the neck extends 

Along the thine, his eager javelin rends: 

Supine he falls, and to his focial train 

Spreads hisimploring arms, but {preads in vain. 

Tl’ exulting vilor, leaping whert he lay, 

From his broad fhoulders tore the fpoils away ; 

His time obferv'd ; for, clos’d by foes around, 

On all fides thick, the peals of arms refound. 

His fhield, embofs"d, the ringing ftorm fuftains, 

But he impervious and untouch’d remains. 

(Great Neptune’s care preferv’d from hoftile rage 

This youth, the joy of Neftor’s glorious age) 

In arms intrepid, with the firft he fought, 

Fac’d every foe, and every danger fought ; 

His winged lance, refiftlefs asthe wind, 

Obeys each motion of the mafter’s mind; 

Reftle fs it flies, impatient to be free, 

And meditates the diftant enemy. 

The fon of Afius, Adamas, drew neat, 

And ftiuck his target with the brazen fpear, 

Fierce in bés front: but Neptune wards the blow, 

And blunts the javelin of th’ eluded fue. 

In the broad buckler half the weapon ftood ; 

Splinter’d on earth flew half the bioken wood. 

Difarm'd, he mingled in the Trojan crew ; 

But Merion’s fpear o’ertook him as he flew, 

Deep in the belly’s rim an entrance found, 

Where fharp the pang, and mportal is the wound. 

Bending, he fell, and doubled to the ground, 

Lay panting. Thus an ox, in fetters ty’d, 

While déath’s ftrong pangs difterid his labouring 

His bulk enormous on the field difplays; __[fide, 

His heaving heart beats thick, as ebbing life de- 
cays. 

The {pear, the conqueror from Kis body drew, 

And death’s dim fhadows fwam before his view.' 

Next brave Delpyrus in duft was laid : 

King Helenus wav’d high the ‘hracian blade, 

And fmote his temples, with an arm fo ftrong, 

The helm fet! off, and roil’d amid the throng : 

There, for fome luckier Greek it refts a prize ; 

For dark in death the godlike otvner lies ! 

Raging with grief, great Menelaiis burns, 

And, traught with vengeance, to the victor turns; 

That fhook the ponderous Janice, in act to throw 3 

And this ftood adverfe with the bended bow : 

Full on his breaft the Trojan arrow fell, 

But harmlefs bounded from the plated fteel. 

As on fome ample barn’s well-hardén’d floor, 

(The winds collected at each open door) 

While the broad fan with force is whirl’d around; 

Light leaps the golden grain, refulting from the 
‘ground: ee 

So from the fteel that guards Atrides’ heart, 

Repell’d to diftance fies the bounding dart.. 

Atrides, watchful of th’ unwary foe, [baw, 

Pierc’d with his lance the land that grafp’d the 

And nail’d it to the eagh: the wounded hand 

Trail’d the long lance that mark’d with blood the 

But good Afrenor gently from the wound —[fands 

The {pear folicits, and the bandage bound ; 

A fling’s foft wool, fnatch’d from @ foldier’s fide, 

At onse the tent and higature fupplyd. 


Sr 


ss 
Behold ! Pifander, arg’ by Fate's dreree, 
Springs throngh the ranks to falk, and fall by chee, 


Great Menclaus! to enhanve thy fame ; 
High ing in the front, the warrior came. 
Firtt the fharp lance was by Atrides thrown ; 
The lance far deftant by the winds was blown. 
Ner pierc'’d Pifander through Atrides’ fhield ; 
Pifander’s {pear fell thiver'd oa the field. 
Not fo difcourag’d, to the future blind, 
Vain dreams of conqueft fwell his haughty mind ; 
Dauntlefshe ruthes where the Spartan lord 
Like lightning brandifh'd his far-beaming fword. 
His left arm high oppus’d the fhining thield : 
His right, beneath, the cover'd pole-ax held 
ea olive’s cloudy grain the handle made, 
iting with ftuds; and brazen was the blade) ; 
This on the helm difcharg’d a noble blow ; 
The plume dropt nodding to the plain below, 
Shorn from the creft. Atrides wav'd his tteel : 
Deep ehrough his front the weighty faulchion 
ell; 
The crafhing bones before its force gave way ; 
In duft and blood the groaning hero lay ; 
Forc’d from their ghaitly orbs, and {pouting gore, 
The clotted eye-balls tumble on the thore, 
The fierce Atrides {purn’d him as he bled, 
Tore off his arms, and, loud-exulting, faid: 
Thus, Trojans, thus, at length he taught to 
O race perfidious, who delight in war! {fear ; 
Already noble deeds ye have perform’d, 
A poe’ rapt tranfcends a navyitorm’d: 
In fuch bold feats your impious might approve, 
Without th’ affiftance, or the fear, of Jove. 
The violated rites, the ravifh’d dame, 
Our heroes flaughter’d, and our hips on flame, 
Crimes heap’d on crimes fhall bend your glo 
down, 
And whelm in ruins yon flagitious town. 
O thou, great Father! Lord of earth and fkies, 
Above the thought of man! fupremely wife! 
If from thy hand the fates of mortals flow, 
From whence this favour to an impious foe, 
A. godlefs crew, abandon'd and unjult, 
Still breathing rapine, violence, and Luft? 
The beit of things, beyond their meafure, cloy ; 
Sleep’s balmy bleffing, love’s endearing joy ; 
The feaft, the dance; whate’er mankind defire, 
Ev'n the fweet charms of facred numbers tire. 
But Troy for ever reaps a dire delight 
In thirft of flavghter, and in luft of fight. 
This faid, he feiz’d (while yet the carcais 
heav’d 
The bloody armour, which his train receiv’d: 
Then fudden mix’d among the warring crew, 
And the bold fon of Pylemenes flew, 
Harpalion had through Afia travell’d far, 
mooring martial father to the wars ° 
Through Blial love he left his native thore, 
Never, ah never, to behold it more ! 
Fis unfuccefsful {pear he chanc’d to fling 
Againit the target of the Spartan king ; 
Thus of his lance difarm’d, from death he flies, 
And turns around Ais apprehentive eyes. 
Him, through the hip tranfpiercing af he fied, 
The thaft of Merion niingted with the dead. 
Beneath the bone the glancing point defcends, 
Ana Ate tam: she fyelling bladder rends: 
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Sunk in his fad compaaions arms he lay, 

And in thort padtings fob\'d his Soul away : 
(Like fome vile worm extended on the 

While life’s red torrent guih’d from eut th 


Him on his car the Paphlagovian train 
tu dow proceffion bore from off the plain. 
The penfive father, father now po rrore ! 
Attends the mournful pomp along the fhore ; 
And unavailing tears profufely thed ; 
And, unreveng’d, deplor’d his aspring dead. « 
Paris from far the moving fight beheld, 
With pity foften’d, and with fury fwell’d ; 
His honour’d hoit, a youth of matchlefs grace, 
And lov'd of all the Paphiagonian race ; 
With his full ftrength he bent his angry bow, 
And wing’d the feather’d vengeance at the foe. 
A chief there was, the brave Euchenor nam'd, 
For riches much, and more for virtue fanrd, 
Who held his feat in Corinth’s ftately town; 
Polydus* fon, a feer of old renown. 
Oft had the father told his early doom, 
By arms abroad, or flow difeafe at home ; 
He climb’d his veffel, prodigal of breath, 
And cholé the certain, glorious path to death. 
Beneath his ear the pointed arrow went ; 
The foul came iffuing at the narrow vent ; 
His hmbs, unnerv'd, drop ufelefs on the ground, 
And everlafting darknefs fhades him round. © 
Nor knew great Hector how his legions yield 
(Wrapt in the cloud and tumult of the field) ; 
Wide on the left the force of Greece commands, 
And congueft hovers o’er th’ Achaian bands : 
With fach a tide fuperior virtue fway'd, 
And he ® that thakes the folid earth, 
But in the centre Hector fix'd remain’d, 
Where firft the gates were forc’d and bulwarks 
ain’d ; 
There, oe the margin of the hoary deep, 
(Their naval ftation where th’ Ajaces keep, 
And where low walls confine the beating tides, 
Whofe humble barrier fearce the foe divides ; 
Where laté in fight, both foot and horfe engag’d, 
And all the thunder of the battle rag’d) 
There yoin’d, the whole Bocotian ftrength remainy, 
The proud lonizns with their {weeping trains, 
Locrians and Phthians, and th’ Epzan force 5 
But, jain’d, repel not Hector’s fiery courfe. 
The flower of Athens, Stichius, Phidas led, 
Bias and great Meneftheus at their head. 
Meges the ftrong the Epeian bands controll’d, 
And Dracius prudent, and Amphion bold ; 
The Phthians Medon, fam’d for martial migh& 
And brave Podarces, active in the fight. 
This diew from Phylacus his noble line ; 
Iphiclus’ fon: and that (OiJeus) thine; 
(Young Ajax’ brother, by a ftoll’n embrace ; 
He dwelt far diftant from his native pla 
By his fierce ftepdame from his father’! 
Expell’d and exil’d for her brother = Fv 
Thefe rule the Phthians, and their arms _ 
Mist with Bocotians, on the fhores of Troy. 
Now fide by fide, with like unweary’d cere, 
Each Ajax labour'd through the field of war: 
So when two lordly bulls, with equal toil, 
Force the bright ploughthare thro’ the fallow fei, 


ve aid. 
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Jom'd to ent yoke, the fubbérn earth they tear, 
And trace large furrows with the fhimng fhare ; 
O’er theer huge limbs the foam defcends in fnow, 
Aad ftream’ of fweat down thew four foreheads 
A train of heroes follow'd thro’ the field, [flow 
Who bore by turns great Ajax’ feven-fold flueld , 
Whene’cr he breath’d, remiffive of his mght, 
Tir'd with inceffant flaughtets of the fight 
No following troops his brave affociate grace - 
"In clofe engagement an unpractis’d rice, 
The Locriin iquadrons nor the javelin wield, 
Nor bear the helm, vor lift the moony flueld , 
But fkill’d from far the fiving thaft to wing, 
Or whirl the fonfiding pebble from the fling ; 
Dextrous with thefe they aim a certain wound, 
Or fell the diftant warrior to the ground. 
Thus in the van, the Telamdmian train 
Throng’d in bny ht arms, a preting fight maintain, 
Far in the rear the Locrian archers hie, 
Whole ftones and arrows intercept the tky, 
The mingled tempeft on the foes they pour ; 
Troy’s {catte1ing orders open to the ihower 
Now haq the Grecks eternal fame acquir’d, 
And the gall’d Ilians to their walls retnd, 
But fage Polydames, difcretety brave, 
Addrefs'd great Hector, and this counfel gave . 
Though gicat in all, thou feem ft averfe to lend 
Impartial audience to a faithful tmend, 
To Gods and men thy matchl fs worth is known, 
And every art of glorious war thy own; 
But in cool thought and counfel to excel, 
How widely differs this from warring well? 
Content with what the bounteous Gods hive given, 
e Seek not alone t’ engro{s the gifts of He-wen 
To ‘ome the powers of bloody war belong, 
To fome, {weet mufic, and the charm of tong , 
To few, and wondrous few, has Jove affign’d 
# wife, extentive, all-confidering mind , 
‘Their guardians thefe, the nations round conftfs, 
And towns and empires for thea fafcty blefs 
it Heaven have lodg’d this virtue in my breaft, 
Attend, O Hector, what I judge the beft’ 
See, as thou mov ft, oi dangers dangers {pread, 
And wars whole fury burns around thy head. 
Behold! diftreis’d within yan hoftile wall, 
How many Trojans yicld, difperfe, or fall? 
What pe out-number'd, dcarce the war main- 
tain? 
And what brave heroes At the fhips le fain? 
Here ceafe thy fury, and the chiefs and kings 
Convok'd to council, weigh the fum of things. 
Whether (the Gods iucceeding our defires) 
To yon tall {hips to beat the Trojan fires, 
Or quit the fleet, and pafs unhurt away, ® 
Contented with the conqueft of the day. 
{ fear, I fear, left Greece, not yet undone, 
Pay the large debt of laft revolving fun, 
Achiiles, great Achilles, yet remains 
Gn yonder decks, and yet o’erlodks the plains ! 
The counfél pleas’d; aud Hector, with a 
bound, 


: f{ground, 
Leap’d from’ his chaviet oh the trembling 
Swift as he leap’d his clsaping arms fefound. 
To guard this poft (he cried) thy art employ, 
And here detain the fcatter’d youth of Troy ; 
Where yonder heroes faint, I bend my way, 
Aud haften back to end the dubtiy day. 


ay 

This faid; the towering chief prepares to go, 
‘nakes his white plumesthat to the breezes flow, 

And teems a moving mountam topt with fnew. 

Throngh all his hot, infpiring force, he flies, 

And bids anew the ntartial thunder nie. 

To Panthus’ fon, at Hector’s high command, 

Hatte the bold leaders of the Trojan band: 

But round the battlements, and round the plain, 

For many a chet he look’d, but ldok’d in vain; 

Deiphobus, nor Helemus the feer, 

Nor Afius’ fon, nor Afius felf appear 

For thefe wete piere’d with mang a ghafly wound, 

Some cold in death, fome groaning un the grounds 

Some low in duft (a moutnful of.jeét) lay, 

High on the wall fome breath’d the 1 fouls way. 

Far on the left, armd the throng he found 
‘Cheering the troops, and dealing deaths around) 
The graceful Pans, whom, with fury mov’d, 
Opprobrious, thus, th’ impanent chiet reprov’d ¢ 

Ill-fated Paris! flave to woman-kind, 

As {mooth of face as fraudulent of mind ! 

Where 1s Deiphobus, whete Afius gone ? 

The godlike father, and th’ intrepid fon? 

The torce of Helcnus, difpenfing fate , 

And great Othtyoneus, fo fear dof lite * 

Black tate hangs 0 er thee from th’ avenging Gods, 
Impenal Troy trom her toundat.ons nods, 
Whelm’d in thy country’s ruyns fhalt thou fall, 
And one devouring vengeance {wallow all 

Shen Paris thus My brother and my fnend, 
Thy warm impaticnce makes thy tongue offend. 
In other battles I deterv d thy blame, 

Though then not deedleis, dor snknown to famea 
But fince yon rampait by thy arms lay low, 
Idcatter d flaughter from my fatal bow. 

The chie’s you ieek on yonder fhore Le flan; 
Of all thofe heroes two alone remain; 
Desphobus, and Helenus the feer - 

Lach now d tabled by a hoftile fpeat. 

Go then, fuccefstul, where thy foul infpires: 
This heart and hand fhill fecond all thy fires 3 
What with this arm I can, prepate to hnow, 
Lill death for death be pac, and blow for blow. 
But, "tis not ours, with forces not out own 
Tocombat, ftrength is of the Gods alone. 

‘Thefe words the hero’s angry mind @tuage : 
Then fiérce they mingle where thethickef rage, 
Around Polydamas, duttain’d with blood. 
Cebrion, Phalces, ftern Ortheus Rood. 

Palmus, with Polypretes the divine, 

And two bold brothers of Hippotin’s line : 

( Who réach’d fut Tlion, flom Aftania far, 

The former day, the next engag’d in war ) 

As when ffom glpomy clouds a whirlwind fprings, 

‘That bears Jove’s thunder or its dreadful wings, 

Wide o’et the blaited fields the tempeft foweeps ; 

Then, gethet’d, fettles on the hoary deens: 

Th’ efBicted deeps tumulnucns mix and roar ; 

‘The Waved behir® impel the Wavet before, 

Wide-roling, fowmty bigt, awd tumbling t6 
the fhore ¢ 

Thus ratvk on rabk tie thick Battalion throng, 

Chief ufg'deon chief, ahd oan ttove man alton 

Far oe: the plains an dreadful order bright, 

The braze arms reflect a beamy light: 

Full in the blazing vah gteat Hettor thin’d, 

EL ke Mars c ion’d to confound a 


Fy 


te ‘POPE'S HOMER, 


Before him flaming, his enormous fhield As thus he fpoke, behold, in open view, 

Like the broad fun illumin’d all the field : On founding wings a dexter eagle flew. 

His nodding helm emits a ftreamy ray ; ‘To Jove’s glad omen all the Grecians rife, 

His piercing eyes through all the battle ftray, And hail, with thouts, his progrefs through the- 
And, while beneath his targe he flath’d along, ikies : 


Shot terrors round, that wither'd ev’n the ftrong. | Far-echoing,clamours ‘bound from fide to fide: 
Thus ftalk’d he, dveadful; death was in his} They ceas’d; and thus the chiefof Troy reply’d : 


look ; From whence this menace, this infulting' 
Whole nations fear’d ; but not an Argive thock. ftrais? | 
The towering Ajax, with an ample ftride, Enormous boafter ; doom’d to vaunt in vain. , 


Advanc’d the fir, and thus the chief defy’d : So may the Gods on Hector life beftow, 
‘Hector ! come on, thy empty threats forbear: j| (Not that fhort life which mortals lead below, 

"Tis not thy arm, "tis thundering Jove we fear: | But fuch as thofe of Jove’s high lineage born, 

The {kill of war to us not idly given, The blue-ey’d Maid, or He that gilds the morn.) 

Lo ! Greece is humbled,not by Trey, but Heaven. | As this decifive day thall end the fame 

Wain are the hopes-that haughty mind imparts, Of Greece, and Argos be no more a name.’ 

Fo force our fleet: the Greeks Have hands, and | And thou, imperious! if thy madnefs wait 

Long e’er in flames our lofty navy fall, hearts. | The lance of Hector, thou fhalt meet thy fate: 


Your boafted city and your god-built wall That giant corpfe, extended on the fhore, 

Shall fink beneath us, fmoking on the ground ; Shall largely feed the fowls with fat and gore. 
And f{pread a long, unmeafur’d ruin round, He faid, and like a lion ftalk’d along: 

The time fhall come, when, chas’d along the plain, | With fhouts inceflant earth and ocean rung, 
Ev'n thou fhalt call on Jove, and call in vain ; Sent from his following hoft: the Grecian train 
Ev’a thou fhalt with, to aid thy defperate courfe,} With anfwering thunders fill’d the echoing plain ; 
The wings of falcons for thy flying horfe ; A fhout that tore Heaven’s concave, and above 
Shalt run, forgetful of a warrior’s fame, Shook the fix’d {plendors of the throne of Jove. 


While clouds of friendly duft conceal thy fhame. 


BOOK XIV. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Fund deceives Jupiter by the Girdle of Venus. 


Neftor, fitting at the table with Machaon, is alarmed with the increafing clamour of the war, and 
haitens to Agamemnon: on his way he meets that prince with Diomed and Ulyffes, whom he in- 
forms of the extremrity of the danger. Agamemnon propofes to make their efcape by night, which 
Ulyfles withftands; to which Diomed wads his advice, that, wounded as they were, they fhould ge 
forth and enconrage the army with their prefence ; which advice is purfued. Juno feeing the par- 
tiality of Jupiter to the Trojans, forms a defign to over-reach him ; fhe {ets off her charms with the 
utmoft care, and (the more furely to enchant him) obtains the magic circle of Venus. She then ap- 
plies herfelf to the God of Sleep, and, with {ome difficulty, perfuades him to feal the eyes of Jupiter ; 
this done, fhe goes to Mount Ida, where the God, at firtt fight, is ravifhed with her beauty, finks in 

. her embraces,-and is laid afeep. Neptune takes advantage of his flumber, and fuccours the Greeks: 
Hector is ftruck to the ground with a prodigious ftone by Ajax, and carried off from the battle, 
Several actions fucceed; till the Trojans, much diftreffed, are obliged te give way : the leffer Ajax 
fignalizes himfelf in a particular manner. 


Bor nor the genial feaft, nor flowing bow], Soon as the profpect open'd to his view, 
Could charm the cares of Neftor’s watchful foul; | His wounded eyes the {cene of forrow knew; 
His ftartled ears th’ encreafing cries attend : Dire difarray ! the tumult of the fight, 


‘Then thus, impatient, to his wounded friend : The wall in ruins, and the Greeks in flight. 
What new alarm, divine Machaon, fay, As when old Ocean’s filent furface fleeps, 

What mixt events attend this mighty day? The waves juft heaving on the purple deeps; 

Tiark ! how the thouts divide, and how they meet, | While yet th’ expected tempeft hangs on high, 

And now come full, and thicken to the fleet ' Weighs down the cloud, and blackeng in the fky, 


Here, with the cordial draught, difpel thy care, | The mafs of waters will no wind obey; 
Let Hecamede the‘frengthening bath prepare, _| Jove fends one gutt, and bids them roll away. 
Refreth thy wound, and cleanfe the clotted gore ; | While wavering counfels thus his mind engage, 


While T th’ adventures of the day explore. Fluctuates in doubtful thought the Pylian fage, 
He faid: and ec, ales blir thield, To join the hoft, or to the general hafte ; 
(His valiant offspring) haften'd to the field ; Debating long, he fixes on the lait ; 


(That day, the fon his father’s buckler bore) Yet, ashe moves, the fight his bofom warms ; 
Vheq' {natch'd a lanee, mud ifued from the door. | The fidld rings dreadful with the clang of arms; 
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The gleaming faulchions flath, the javelins fly ; 
Blows echo blows, and all or kill or die. 
Him, in his march, the wounded princes meet, 
By tardy fteps ee from the fleet : 
The king of men, Ulylies the divine 
And who to Tydeus owes his noble line. 
(Their thips at diftance from the battle ftand, 
In lines advanc’d along the fhelving ftrand : 
Whole bay, the fleet unable to contain 
. At length; befide the margin of the main, 
Rank above rank, the crouded fhips they moor: 
Who landed firit lay higheit on the fhore.) 
Supported on their fpears, they took their way, 
Unfit to fight, byt anxious for the day. 
Neftor’s approach alarm’d each Grecian breaft, 
Whom thus the general of the hoft addreft : 

O grace and glory of th* Achaian name! 
What drives thee, Neftor, from the field of fame? 
Shall then proud Hedtor {ee his boaft fulfill’d, 
Our fleets in afhes, and our heroes kill’d ? 

Such was his threat, ah now too foon made goad, 
On many a Grecian bofom writ tn blood. 

Is every heart inflam’d with equal rage 

Againft your king, nor will one chief engage } 
And have I liv’d to fee with mournful cyes 

In every Gréek a new Achilles rife ? 

Gerenian Neftor then: So Fate has will’d ; 

And all-coufirming time has fate fullill’d. 

Wat he that thunders from th’ aerial bower, 

Not Jove himfelf, upon the paft has power. 

The wall, our late inviolable bound, 

And beft defence, lies fmoking on the ground : 
Ev’n to the fhips their conquering arms extend, 
And groansof flaughter’d Greeks to heaven afcend. 
On {peedy meafures then employ your thought, 


In fuch diftrefs If counfei ers aught ; 
Arms canipt much: though Mars our fouls ex- 
cite: 


Thefe gaping wounds withhold us from the fight. 
To him the monarch: That our army bends, 

That Troy triumphant.our high fleet afcends, 

And that the rampart, late our fureft truft, 

And bett defence, lies {moking in the duf: 

All this from Jove’s afflictive hand we bear, 

Who, far from Argos, wills our ruin here. 

Paft are the days when happier Greece was bleft, 

And all his favour, all his aid confeft ; 

Now Heaven, averfe, our hands from battle ties, 

And tifts the Trojan glory to the ties. 

Ceafe we at length to watfte our blood in vain, 

And launch what hips lie neareft to the main; 

Leave thefe at anchor till the coming night: 

Then, if impetuous Troy forbear the hight, 

Bring all to fea, and hoift each fail for flight. 

Better from evils, well forefeen, to run, ® 

Than perith in the danger we may fhun. 
Thus he. The fage Ulyffes thus replies, 

While anger flath’d from his difdainful eyes: 

What thameful words (unkingly as thou ert) 

Fall from that trembling tongue, and timorous 

heart. 

Oh, were thy fway the curfe of meaner powers, 

And thou the thame of any hoft but ours! 

A holt, by Jove endued with martial might, 

And taught to conquer, or to fall in fight: 

Adventurous combats and bold wars to wage, 


Employ'd our youth, and yet employs our age- 


‘ Ty 


. May fpeak to councils and 


t ; 


And wilt thou thus defert the Trojan plain? 
And have aaa ftreams of blood been fpilt im 
vain 

In fuch bafe fentence if thou couch thy fear, 
Speak it in whifpers, left a Greek fhould hear. 
Lives there a man fo dead to fame, who dares 

To think fuch meannefs, or the thought declares? 
And comes it ev'n from him whofe fovereign fway 


. The bandied legions of all Greece obey? 


Is this a general's voice that calis to flight, 
While war hangs doubtful, while his foldiers fight ? 
What more could Troy? What yet their fate de- 
nies, : »{ prize. 
Thou giv’ft the foe: all Greece becomes their 
No more the troops (our hoifted fails in view, 
Themfelves abandon’d) hall the fight purfue ; 
But thy thips flying, with defpair fhall fee ; 
And owe defteuGtion to a prince like thee. 
Thy juft reproofs (Atrides calm replies) 
Like arrows pierce me, for thy words are wife, 
Unwilling as I am todofe the hoft, 
I force not Greece to leave this hateful coaft, 
Glad I {ubmit, whoe’er, or young or old, 
a more conducive to our weal unfold, 
ides cut him fhort, and thus began: 
Such counfel if you feek, behold the man 
Who boldly gives at ; and what he fhall fay, 
Young though he be, difdain not to obcy : 
A youth, who from the mighty Tydeus iprings, 
flembled kthgs. 
ear then in me the great Oenides’ fon, 
hofe honour’d duft (his race of glory run) 
Lies whelm'd 1n ruins of the Theban wall ; 
Brave in his life, and glorious 1n his fall ; 
With three bold fons was generous Prothotis blett, 
eWho Pleuron’s walls and Calydon poffett ; 
Melas and Agrius, but (who far furpaft 
The reft in courage) Oeneus was the laff. 
From him, my Sire. From Calydon expell’d, 
He pais’d to Argos, and in exile dwell'd ; 
The monarch’s daughter there (fo Jove ordain’d) 
He won, and flourifh’d where Adraftus reign’d ; 
There, rich in fortune’s gifts, his acres till'd, 
Beheld his vives their liquid harveft yield, 
And numerous flocks that whiten’d all the field. 
Such Tydeus was, the foremoft once in fame! 
Nor lives in Greece a ftranger to his name. 
Then, what for common good my thoughts infpire, 
Attend ; and in the fon, refpect the fire : 
Though fore of battle, though with wounds op- 
Let each go forth, and animate thereft, —_[preft, 
Advance the glory which he cannot fhare, 
Though not partaker, witnefs of the war. 
But left sew wounds on wounds o’erpower usquite, 
Beyond the miffile javelin's founding flight, 
Safe let us ftand; and from the tumult far, 
Infpire the ranks, and rule the diftant war. 
He added not: the liftening kings obey, 
Slow movingon; Atuides leads the way. 
The God of Ocean (to inflame their rage) 
Appears a warrior furrow'd o’er with age ; 
Preftin his own, the general's hand he took, 
And thus the venerable hero {poke : 
Atrides,Jo ! with what difdainiul eye 
Achilkes fees his country’s forces fly ; 
Blind impious man ! whofe anger 18 his guide, 
Who glories in unutterable pre. 
ii] 
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So may he penth, fo may Jove difclaim 

The wretch relentlefs, and o’erwhelm with thame! 

But heaven forfnkes not thee : o’er yonder {ands 

Soon fhalt thou view the tcatter’d Trojan bands 

Fly diverfe; while proud kings, and chiefs re- 
nown'd, ; fround 

Driven heaps on heaps, with clouds involv’d a- 

Of rolling duft, their winged wheels eniploy 

To hide their ignominious heads in Troy. 

He fpoke, then rafh’d amid the warrior crew ; 
And fent his voice before him as he flew, 

Loud, as the fhout encountering armies yield, 

When twice ten thoufand shake the labouring field ; 

Such yas i weice, and f{uch-the thundering 
oun 

Of him, whofe trident rends the folid ground, 

Each Argive bofom beats to meet the fight, 

Aad grifly war appears a pleafing fight. 

Mean time Saturnia from Olympus’ brow, 
High thron’d in gold, beheld the fields below ; 
With joy the glorious conflict fhe furvey‘d, 
Where her greet brother gave the Grécians aid. 
But plac’d aloft, on Ida’s Thady height 
She fees her Jove, and trémbles:at the fight. 
Jove to deceive, what methods thall the try, 
What arts, to blind his ail-beholding eye? 

At length fhe trufts her power; refolv'd to prove 
The old, yet ftill fuecefstul, cheat of love ; : 
Againit his wifdom to oppofe her charms, 

And lull the Lord of Thunders in her arms. 

Swift to her bright apartment the repairs, 
Sacred to drefs, and beauty’s pleafing cares : 
With fkaill divme had Vulcan form’d the bower, 
Safe from accefs of each intruding power. 
Fouch’d w.th her fecret key, the doors unfold : 
Sclf-clos'd, behind her fhut the valves of gold. « 
Here firft fhe bathes ; and round her budy pours 
Soft ouls of fragrance, and ambrofial Showers: ° 
The winds, perfum’d, the balmy gale convey 
Thraugh heaven, es earth, and all th’ aerial 
Spirit divine | whofe exhalation greets [way; 
The fenfe of Gods with more than mortal {weets. 
Thus while fhe breath’d of heaven, with decent 
Her artful hands the radiant tyeffes ty’d; [pride 
fart on her head in fhining ringlets roll'd, 

Pait o’er her shoulders wav'd like melted gold. 
Around her next a heavenly mantle flow’d, 
“Lhat rich with Pallas’ labour'd colours glow’d : 
Large clafps of gold the foldings gather'd round, 
A golden zone fei {welling bofom bound. « 
Far-beaming pefdants tremble in her ear, 

Each gem illumin'd with a triple ftar. 

Then o’er her head dhe cafts a veil more white 
Than new-fall’n fnow, and dazzling as the light. 
Laft her fair feet celeftial fandals grace. + 

hus iffuing radiant with majedtic pace, 

Forth from the dome th’ imperial Goddefs moves, 
And calls the Mother of the Smiles and “Loves. 

How long (to Venus thus apart the cried) 
Shall human ftrife celeftial minds divide? 

Ah yet, will Venus aid Saturnia’s joy, 

And fet afide the’caufe of Greece and Troy ? 

Let Heaven's degad emprefs (Cytherea {faid) 
Speak her requeit, and deem her will okey’d. 
Then grant me (faid the Queen) thofe conquer. 

ing charms, 


That power, whith = and immortals warms, 


HOMER. 


That love, which meits mankind in fierce defixes, 
And barns the‘fons of Heaven with facred fires! © 
For lo, I hafte to thofe remote 
Where the great parents (facred foyrce af Geds !) 
Ocean and Tethys their old empire keep, 
On the latt limits of the land.and deep. 
In their kind arms my tender years were pait ; 
What time old Sagurap, from Olympus caft, 
Of-upper heaven to Jowe xelign’d the reign, 
Whelm’d under the hyge mats of earth and main, 
For finfe, I hear, has made the urtion ceale, 
Which held fo Jong that dncient pair in peace. 
What honour, and what love, fhall I obtain, 
If I compofe thofe fatal feuds again; 

Once more their minds in mutual ties engage, 
And what my youth has ow’d, repay their rage ? 
She faid. With awe divine the Queen of Love 

Obey’d the fitter and the wife of Jove: ° 

And from her fragrant breaft the zone unbrac’d, 
With various fx1)l, and high embroidery grac’d. 
In this was every art, and every charm, 

To win the wifeft, and the coldeft warm: 

Fond love, the gentle vow, the gay defire, 

The kind deceit, the ftill reviving fire, 
Perfuafivedpeech, and more perfuafive fighs, 
Silence that fpoke, and eloquence of éyes. 

This, on her hand, the Cyprian Goddels laid ; 
Take this, and with it all thy with, the faid. 
With fimile fhe took the charm; aud fmiling preft 
The powerful ceftus to her {nowy breaft. 

Then Venus to the courts of Jove withdrew ; 
Whilft from Olympus pleas'd Saturnia flew. 
Over high Pieria thence her courfe fhe bore, © 
O’er farr Emathia’s ever-pleafing fhore, 

O’er Hemys® hills with fnows eternal crown’d ; 

Nor once her flying fout approach’d the ground. 

Then taking wing from Athos’ lofty fteep, 

She f{peeds to Lemnos o’er the rolling deep, 

And ai the cave of Death’s half-brother, 
Sleep. 

Sweet pleafing Sleep! (Saturnia thus began) 

Who fpread’ft thy empire o’er each god and man; 

If e’er obfeqnious to thy Juno’s will, 

O Power of Slumbers ! hear, and favour ftill : 

Shed thy foft dews on Jove'’s immortal eyes, 

While funk in love's entrancing joys he hes. 

A {plendid footitool, and a throne, that thine 


With gold, unfading, Somnus, fhall be thine; 
The work of Vuican; to indulge thy eafe, 
When wine and feaits thy golden humours pleafe, 
Imperial Dame (the balmy power replies) 
Great Saturn’s heir, and emprefs of the fkies ! 
O’er other Gods I {fpread my eaty chain: 
The fire of all; old Ocean, awns my reign, t 
And his hugh’d waves lie filent on the main. 
But how, iunbidden, fhall I dare to fteep 
{ove awful tenrples in the dew'of fleep? 

ng fince, tuo venturons at thy bold command, 
On thofe eternal lids I laid my hand: 
What time, deferting Ilion's wafted plain, 
His conquering fon, Alcides, plough'd the main. 
When !o! the deeps arife, the tempefts roar, 
And drive the hero to the Coan fhore ; 
Great Jove awaking, thook the blei abodes 
With rifing wrath, and tumbled Gods on Gods ; 
Me chief he fought, and from the realms on high 
Had hurl'd indignant to the nether fky, ‘ - 
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Bat geatie Night, to whom I fied for ad, 

(The item of earth and heaven) her wings dif 
play'd; 

Impowes'd the wrath of gods and men to tame, 

Ev’n Jove rever’d the venerable Dame. 


Vaan are thy fears {the Queen of Heaven replies, 


And, {peaking, rolls her large majettic eyes) 
Think’R thea that Troy tee Tos high favour 
Like great Alcides, his all-conquering fon? [won, 
Hear, and obey the miftrefs of the tkies, 
NoPfor the deed expect a vulgar prize ; 
For know, thy lov'd one thall be ever thine, 
The youngeft Grace, Pafithae the divine. 

Swear then (hedaid) by thofe tremendous floods 
That roar through hell, and bind th’ invoking 

Gods : 


Let the great parent Earth one hand fuftain, 
And ftretch the other o’er the facred main. 
Call the black Titans, that with Chronos dwell, 
To hear and witnefs from the depths of hell ; 
That fhe, my lov’d one, fhall be ever mine, 
The youngeft Grace, Pafithaé the divine. 
The queen affents ; and frem th’ infernal bowers 
Invokes the fable fubtartarean Powers, 
And thofe who rule th’ inviolable floods, ° 
Whom mortals name the dread Titanian Gods. 
Then fwift as wind, o’er Lemnos fmoky ifle, 
They wing their way, and [mbrus" fea-beat foil, 
Through air unfeen, involy'd in darknefs glide, 
And light on Lectos, on the point of Ide 
(Mother of favages, whofe echoing hills 
Are heard refounding with a hundred rills) ; 
Fair Ida trembles underneath the God ; 
e Huth’d are her mountains, and her forefts nod ; 
There on a fir, whofe {piry branches rife * 
‘Po join its fumaut to the neighbouring tkies ; 
Dark in embowering thade, conceal’d from fight, 
Sat Sleep, in likenefs of the bird ef Night. 
(Chalcis his name by thofe of heavenly birth, 
But call'd Cymidis by the race of earth). 
To Ida’, top fuccefsful Juno flies ; 
Creat Jove furveys her with defiring eyes: 
The God, whofe lightning fets the heavens on fire, 
Through all his bofom feels the fierce defire ; 
Fierce as when firit by ftealth he feiz’d her charms, 
Mix’d witb her foul, and melted in hey arms, 
Fix’d on her eyes he fed his eager look, 
Then pref\'d her hand, and thus with tranfport 
fpoke : 
Why comes my goddefs from th’ xthereal tky, 
And not her fleeds and flaming chariots nigh ? 
Then the.--I hafte to thofe remute abodes, 
Where the great parents of the deathlefs gods, 
The reverend Orean and grey Tethys reign, 
@n the lait limits of the land and main. 
T vifit thefe, ta whofe indulgent cares 
I owe the nurfing of my tender years; 
For firife, I hear, has made that union ceafe, 
Which held fo long this ancient pair in peace. 
The fteeds, prepar’d my chariots to convey 
P’er earth and feas, and threugh th’ aerial way, 
Wait nnder Ide: of thy {uperior power 
To alk confent, I leave th’ Olympian bower ; 
Nar feck, unknown to thee, the facred cells 
Deep under feas, where hoary Ocean dwells. 
For that ((uid Jove) fuffice another day ; 
But eager love denies the leaft delay. 
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Neer did any fl Song » pufion roe 
eer did my a 

Or fos an earthly, or a heavenly love ; ’ 
Not when I prefsd Gxion’s matchlefs dame 
Whence rofe Perithoiis like the Gods in fame. 
Not when fair Danaé felt the fhower of gold 
Stream into life, when Perfeus brave and bold. 
Not thas F burn’d for either Theban dame, 
(Bacchus from this, from that Alcides came) 
Nor Phoenix’ daughter, beantiful and young, 
Whence godlike Khadamanth and Minos {prang. 
Nor thus I burn’d for fair Latonia’s face, 

Nor comelier Ceres’ more majeftic grace. 

Not thus ev’n for thyfelf I felt defire, 

As now my veins receive the pleafing fire. 

He {poke: the Goddefs with the charming eyes 
Glows with celeftial red, and thus replies: 

Is this a fcene for love ? On Ida’s height 
Expos’d to mortal and immortal fight ; 

Our joy profan’d by each familiar eye, 

The fport of heaven, and fable of the fisy. 
Hew fhall Te’er review the bleit abodes, 

Or mix among the fenate of the Gods? 

Shall I not think, that, with diforder’d charms, 
All heaven beholds me recent from thy arms ? 
With fkill divine has Vulcan form’d thy bower, 
Sacred to lave and to the genial hour; 

If fuch thy will, to that recefs retire, 

And fecret there indulge thy foft defire. 

She ceas’d ; and, fmiling with fuperior leve, 
Thus anfwer'd mild the cloud-compelling Jove + 
Nor god nor mortal thall our joys behold, 
Shaded with clouds, and circumfus’d in gold ; 
Not ev'n the Sun, who darts through heaven his 


rays, 

And hole broad eye th’ extended earth furveys, 
Gazing he fpoke, and kindling at the view, 

His eager arms around the Goddefs threw. 
Glad eurth perceives, and from her bofom pours 
Unbidden herbs, and voluntary flowers: 
Thick new-born violets a foft carpet fpread 
And cluftering lotos fwell’d the rifing bed, 
And fudden hyacinths the turf beftrow, 
And flamy crocos made the mountain glow. 
There golden clouds conceal'd the heavenly pair, 
Steep'd in foft jeys, and circumfus’d with air ; 
Celeftial dews, defcending o’er the ground, 
Perfume the mount, and breathe ambrofia round. 
At length, with Love and Slcep’s foft power op« 


ret, 
The Misia Thunderer nods, and finks to refit. 
Now to the navy borne on filent =e 
To Neptune's car foft Sleep his meflage brings ; 
Befide him f{udden, unpescejv’d he ftood, 
And thus with gentle words addrefs’d the God : 
Now, Neptune! now th’ important hour em+ 


ploy, 
To check a while the haughty hopes of Troy : 
While Jove yct reits, while yet my vapours thed 
The golden vifion round his facred head ; 
For Juno's love, and Sonmus’ pleafing ties, 


_ Have clos’d thofe awful and eternal eyes. 


Thus having faid, the Power of Slumber flew? 
On humian lids to drop the balmy dew. 
Neptune, with zeal increas d, renews his care, 
And towering in the foremoft ranks of war. 


F iy 
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Indignant thut—@h onte of martial fame ! 

O Greeks ! if yet ye can deferve the name ! 

This half,.ecover'd day, thail Troy obtain? 

Shall Hector thunder at your thips again ? 

Lo ftill he vaunts, and threats the fleet with fires, 

While ftern Achilles in hig wrath retires. 

One hero’s lofs top tamely you deplore, 

Be ftil! yourfelves, and we thall need no more. 

Oh yet, if glory any bofom warms, 

Brace on your firmeft helms, and ftand to arms: 

His ftrongeft {pear each valiant Grecian wield, 

Each valiant Grecian feize his broadeft thield ; 

Let to the weak, the lighter arms belong, 

The ponderous targe be wielded by the ftrong. 

( Thus arm’d) not Hector fhall our prefence ftay : 

Myfelf, ye Greeks ! myfelf will lead the way. 
The troops affent; their martial arms they 

change, 

The bufy chiefs their banded legions range. [pain, 

The kings, though woynded, and oppreft with 

With helpful hands themiclves afift the train. 

‘The ftrong and cumbraus arms the valiant wield. 

The weaker warrior takes a lighter flueld. 

Thus fheath'd in fhining brafs, in bright array 

The legions march, and Neptune leads the way : 

His brandifh’d faulchion flames before their eyes, 

Like lightning flafing through the frighted fkies. 

Clad in his might, th’ Earth-fhaking Power ap- 

ears ; 

Pale eae tremble, and confefs their fears. 
Troy's great defender ftands alone unaw’d, 

Arms his proud holt, and dares oppofe a God : 

And io! the God and wondrous man appear : 

The feas ftern Ruler there, and Hector here. 

The roaring main, at her great mafter’s call, 

Rofe in huge ranks, and form'd a watery wall 

Asound the fhips; feas hanging o’er the thores, 

Both armies join: Earth thunders, Ocean roars. 

Not half fo loud the bellowing deeps refourd, 

When ftormy winds difclofe the dark profound ; 

Let. loud the winds, that from th’ #£olian hall 

Roar through the woods, and make whole forefts 

fall; 

Lefs loud the woods, when flames in torrents pour, 

Catch the dry mountain, and its fhades devour : 

Wigh fuch a rage the meeting hofts are driven, 

And fuch a clamour fhakes the founding heaven. 

The firft bold javelin urg’d by Hector’s force, 

Direct at Ajax’ bofom wing’d its courle ; 

But theré no pafs the crofling belts afford, 

(One brac’d histhield, and one fuftain’d his fword.) 

‘shen back the difappointed ae drew, 

And curs'd the dance that unavailing flew : 

But “icap’d not Ajax; his tempeftuous hand 

A ponderous ftone upheaving from the fand, 

(Where heaps, laid lobfe beneath the warrior’s 

Or ferv'd to balluit, or to prop the fleet) —_[feet, 

Tofs’d round and round, the miffive marble flings ; 

On the raz’d fheld the falling ruin rings, 

Full on his breaft and throat with force defcends; 

Nor deaden’d there its giddy fury fpends, 

But whirling on, with many a fiery round, 

Smokes in the duft, and ploughs into the ground. 

As when the bolt, red-hiffing from, * 

Darts on the confecrated plant of Ji 

‘he mountain oak in flaming ruin lies, 

Black from the blow, and frnokes ef falphur rife ; 


POPE'S HOMER, 
: Stiff with amaze the pale peholders ftand, 


And own the terrors of th’ Almighty hind ! 

So lies great Hector proftrate on the fhore ; 

His flacken'd hand deferts the lance it bore. 

His following thield the fallen chief o’er{pread ; 

Beneath his helmet dropp’d his fainting head ; 

His load of armour finking to the ground, 

Clanks on the field; a dead and hollow found. 

Loud fhouts of triumph fill the crowded plain : 

Greece fees, in hope, Troy’s great defender flain: 

All fpring to feize him; ftorms of arrows fly, « 

And thicker javelins intercept the fky. 

In vain an iron tempet hiffes round : 

He lies protected, and without a wound. 

Polydamas, Agenor the divine, 

The pious warrior of Anchifes’ line, , 

And each bold leader of the Lycian band, 

With covering fhields (a friendly circle) Rand. 

His mournful followers, with affiftant care, 

The groaning hero to his chariot bear : 

His foaming courfers, {wiftcr than the wind, 

Speed to the town, and leave the war behind. 
When now they touch’d the mead’s enamell’a 

Where gentle Xanthus rolls his eafy tide, fide, 

With watery drops the chief they {prinkle round, 

Plac’d on the margin of the flowery ground, 

Rais’d on his knees, he now ejects the gore; 

Now faints anew, low-finking on the fhore ; 

By fits he breathes, half views the fleetin. © 

And feals again, by fits, his {wimmung eyes. 
Soon as the Greeks the chief’s retreat beheld, 

With double fury cach invades the field. 

Oilean Ajax firft his javelin {ped, 

Pierc’d by whofe point the fon of Enops bled ; 

(Satnius the brave, whom beauteous Neis boie 

Amudit her flocks, on Satnio’s filver flore) 

Struck through the belly’s rim, the warrior lies 

Supine, and fisdbe eternal veil his eyes. 

An arduous battle rofe around the dead ; 

Ry turns the Grecks, by turns the Trojans bled. 
Fir'd with revenge, Polydamas drew near, 

And at Prothoenor thgok the trembling {pear ; 

The driving javelin through his fhoulder thruft, 

He finks to earth, and grafps the bloody duft. 

Lo thus (the victor cries) we role the field, 

And thus their arms the race of Panthus wield ; 

From this unerrmg hand their flies no dart 

But bathes its point within a Grecian heart. 

Prompt on that {pear to which thou ow’ft thy fall, 

Go, guide thy darkfome fteps ta Pluto’s dreary 

hall! [breaft ! 

He faid, and forrow touch’d each Argive 

The foul of Ajax burn’d above the reft, 

As by his fide the groaning warrioy fell, 

At the fferce foe he launch’d his piercing fteel ; 

The foe reclining, fhunn’d the flying death ; 

But Fate, Archilochus, demands thy breath: 

Thy lofty birth no fuccour could impart, 

The wings of death o’ertook thee on the dart. 

Swift to perform Heaven’s fatal will it fled, 

Full on the juncture of the neck and head, 

And took the joint, and cut the nerves in twain; 

The dropping head firft tumbled to the plain. 

So juft the ftroke, that yet the body ftood 

Erect, then roll'’d along the fands in blapd. 
Here, proud Polydamas, here turn thy eye" 
= "Ajax loud infulting cries) . 
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Say” is this chief extended on the plain, 

A wotthy vengeance for Prothcenor flain? 

Mark well his port! his figure and his face 

Not {peak him vulgar, nor of vulgar race ; 

Some lines, methinks, may make his lineage 
known, 

Antenor’s brother, or perhaps his fon. 

He {pake, and fmil’d fevere, for well he knew 
The bleeding youth: Troy fadden’d at the view. 
But furious Acamas aveng’'d his caule ; 

As Promachus his flaughter’d brother draws, 

He pierc’d his heart-~Such fate attends you all, 
Proud Argives! déftin’d by our arms to fall; 
Not Troy alone, bat haughty Greece fhall thare 
The toils, the forrows, and the wounds of war. 
Behold your Promachus depriv’d of breath, 

A. victim ow’d to my brave brother’s death. 
Not unappeas’d he enters Pluto’s gate, 

Who leaves a brother to revenge his fate. 

Heart-piercing anguish ftruck the Grecian hoft, 
But touch’d the breaft of bold Peneleus mott . 
At the proud boafter he directs his courfe : 

The boaftez flies, and fhuns fuperior force. 

Dut young Tlioneus receiv’d the fpear, 

Thoneus, his father’s only care. 

(Phorbas the rich, of all the Trojan train 

Whom ot lov'd, and taught the arts of 
ain): 

Full in his eye the weapon chanc’d to fall, 

And from the fibres {coop'd the rooted ball, 

Drove through the neck, and huri’d him to the 

He lifts his miferable arms in vain ! {plain : 

Swift his broad faulchion fierce Peneleus {pread, 

And from the {pouting fhoulders ftruck bis head: 

To earth at once the head and helmet Ay’; 

The lance, yet ftriking through the bleeding eye, 
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The victor feiz’d; arid as aloft he fhook 


| The gory vifage, thus infulting {poke : 


Trojans !. your great Ilioneus behold! 
Hafte, to huis father as the tale be told: 
Let his high roofs refound with frantic woe, 
Such as the houfe of Promachus mufi know ; 
Let doleful tidings greet his mother’s ei, 
Such as to Promachus’ fad ipoufe we bear ; 
When we victorious fhall to Greece return, 
And the pale matron in our triumphs mouin. 
Dread. a he fpoke, then tois'd the head o 
high ; 
The Trojans hear, they tremble, and they fly « 
Aghaft they gaze around the flect and wall, 
And diead the ruin that impends on all. 
Daughters of Jove! that on Olympus fhine, 
Ye all-beholding, all-recording Nine ! 
O fay, when Neptune made proud Tlion yield, 
What chief, what hero, firft embrued the field ? 
Of all the Grecians what immortal name, 
And whofe bleft trophies will ye raife to fame ? 
Thon firft, great Ajax, on th’ enfanguin’d plain 
Laid Hyrtius, leader of the Myfian train. 
Phalces and Mermer, Neftor’s fon o’erthrew, 
Bold Merion, Morys, and Hippotion flew. 
Strong Periphetes and Prothoon bled, 
By Teucer’s arrows mingled with the dead. 
Prerc’d in the flank by Menelaiis’ ftcel, 
His people's paftor, Hyperenor, fell; 
Eternal darknels wrapt the warrior round, 
An® the fierce foul came rufhing through the 
wound. 
But ftreteh’d in heaps before Oileus* fon, 
Fall mighty numbers, mighty numbers run; 
Ajax the lefs, of all the Grecian race 
Skill’d in purfuit, and {wifteit in the chafe. 
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THE ARGUMENT, 


The fifth Battle, at the Ships; and the A&s of Ajac. 


Jupiter, awaking, fees the Trojans repulfed from the trenches, Hector in a fwoon, and Neptune at 
the head of the Greeks. He is highly incenfed at the artifice of Juno, who appeafes him by her 
fubmiffions: fhe ts then fent to Iris and Apollo. juno, repairing to the affembly ofthe Gods, at- 
tempts, with extraordinary addrefs, to incenfe them againft Jupiter; in particular, touches Mars 
with a violent refentment: he is ready to take arms, but is prevented by Minerva. Iris and A- 
pollo obey the orders of Jupiter: Iris commands Neptune to leave the battle, t6 which, after 
much reluctance and paflion, he confenty. Apollo re-in{pires Hector with vigour, brings him back 


_to the battle, marches before him with his ALgis, and turns the fortune of the fight. 
down great part of the Grecian wall: the Trojans rufh in, and attem 
fleet, but are, as yet, repelled by the greater Ajax with a prodigious flaughter. 


He breaks 
t to fire the firft'line of the 


\¢ 
ry 


Now in {wift flight they pafs the trench pro- , Thefe proud in arms, thofe fon er’d o’er the 


found, 
And many a chief lay gafping on the ground: | 
Then ftopp'd and panted, where the chariots lie; 
Fear on their cheek, and horror in their eye. 
Mean while, awaken'd from his dream of love, 
On Ida's fusrmit fat imperial Jove : 
Round the wide fields he caft a careful view, 
There faw the Trojans fly, the Gregks purfue ; 


plain ; 
‘And, midit the war, the Monarch of the Main. 


ot far, great Hector on the duit he {pies 
is fad affociates round with weeping eyes) 
jecting bMod, and panting yet for breath, 
His fentes wandering to the verge of death. 
Thé God,beheld him with a pitying look, 
And'thus, incens'd, to fraudful Juno {poke : 
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O thou, fill adverfe to th’ Eternal will, 
For ever itodious in promoting ill ! 
Thy arts have made the godlike Hetor yield, 
And enti his conqucring fquadrons from 


Canf thow, unhappy im thy wiles! withtand 
Our sca ee aml brave skh’ Almighty 
Flaff thou forgot, when, bound and &x'd on high, 
From the vait concave of the fpangled fky, 
Lhung thee trembling in a golden chain; 
And. all the raging Gods oppoo’d in vain? 
Headiong i harl'd them from th’ Olympian halk 
Stann’a rp the whirl, 2nd breathlefs with the fail 
For godike Hercules theie deeds were done, 
Wer feem’d the vengeance worthy fuch a fon: 
When, by thy wiles induc’d, fierce Boreas toft 
The foipwreck’d hers ow the Coan evatt, 
Hum through a thoufand forms of death 1 bore, 
And fent to Argos, and his native fore. 
Hear this, qmember, end our fary dread, 
Nor pull th* unanlling vengeance o4 thy head ; 
Left arts and blandifl.ments fuccelslefs prove, 
Shy foft deceis, and well diflemLied love. 
The Thunderer fpoke: imperial Juno mourn’d, 
Aad, trembling, thefe fubmrilive words return’d : 
By every oath that Powers imiportal ties, 
The foodful earth, and all-infolding fhies; 
By thy black waves, trenienduus Styx! that 
dow low ; 
Through the drear realms of gliding ghotts be- 
My the dread honours of thy facred he 
And that unbreken vow, our virgin bed } 
Net by my arts the Ruler of the Mam 
Steeps Troy in blood, and ranges round the plaip: 
By his own ardour, his own pity, sway 
To help his Gieeks; he fought, and difobey’d: 
#lfe had thy Juno better counfels given, 
And taught fabmiffion to the Sie of Heaven. 
Think’ thea wk me? fair Empiels of the 
Skies? 
a immortal Father with @ fmile replics '} 
hen foon the haughty Sea-god thall obey, 
Nog dare to act but when we point the way. 
Tf truth infpives thy tongue, proclaim cur wilt 
‘Fe yor bright fynod on th’ Obympiar bill 
Our brgh decree let varrous his know, 
dnd cal} the God that bears the filver bow. 
Let her defcend, and from th’ embattled plain 
“emmand theeGea-god to his watery rexgn : 
While Pheehf battes, great Hector to prepare 
“so rife afrefh, and once more wake the war; 
Fhis labouring bofom re-infpires with breath, 
And calls his fenfes from the verge of death. 
Greece, chas'd by Troy ey'n to Achilles” fleet, 
SLall tall by thowfands at the hero's feet. 


Le 


ste, not untouch’d with pity, to the plain 
Shall fend Patroclas, but fhall fend in vain. 
What youths he fladghters under Ilion’s walls! 
iv'n my lov’d fon, divige Sarpedon, falls ! 
Vanquith'd at lat by Hector's lance he lies, 
Then, nor till then, fhall great Achilles rife ; t 
And lo! that inftant godlike Hedlor dies. 

From that great hour the war’s whole fortune 
Pallas affifts, and lofty Lion burns: {turns, 
Not till that day thall Jove relax his rage, 

“Sor ene of all the heavenly hoft engege 


- The Ged of battles 
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In aid of Greece. The pyoenilé of a Gok 
I gave, amd feal'd it with th’ skrighty sod, 
Achilles’ glory to the ftays to raile : 


the Such was our wort, and Fate the word obeys. 


The trembling Queen (th* skmighty onder ae 
en 


, Swift from th” Idseen furmit flrot ta heaven. 


As fome way-faring man, who wanders o’er 

In thought « length of lords be trod before, 

Sends forth hiy active avind from place to place, 

here hil} to dale, and meafures fpace with {paces 
funft flew Juna to the bieft abodes, ‘ 

If thought of man can match the fpeed of Gods, 

There fat the Pewers in awful fpnod piac’d : 

They bow'd, and made obeifanve as the pafs’d, 

Through 2) the brezen dome: with goblet, 

crown’d 

They hail her queen: the nectar ftreame around, 

Fair Themis firt? prefents the golden bowl, 

And ansidus pfks what cares diffnrt her foul? 

To whom the white-arm’d GoddefS thus re- 

plies : 
Enough thea know’ft the Tyrant of the Skies, 
Severely bent his purpofe to fulfil, 
Unmov’? his mind, and unreftrain’d his will 
Go thou, the feafts of heaven attend thy calls 
Bid the crown’d nectar circle round the hattt 
But Jove thal) thunder throwgh th’ ethueal dome, 
Such ftern decrves, {och threat’med woes to came, 
As foon flall freeze mankind with dire furprsfe, 
And damp th’ cternal banquets of the skies, 

The Godd: fs faid, and tullem took her place < 
Black horror fadden’d cach cele ftial face. 

To tee the gathering grudge ru every breaft, 
Smiles op her } ps a ipleenful yoy cameft 

White on hen wsinkled tront, and cye-brow bent, 
Sat itedfaht care, and lowenng difcontent. 

Thus the proceeds—Attend, ye Powers above! 
But know, "tis maduefs to conteft with Jove : 
Supreme he fits; and fees, in pride ot {way, 
Your vaffal Godheads grudgingly obey : 

Fierce in the mayefty of power controls, _[pates. 
Shakes ali the thrones of heaven, and bends the 
Submis, Immortals! all he wills, obey ; 

And thot, great Mars, begin and fhew the way. 
Behold Aicalaphus! bebold him die, 

But dare not murmur, dare not vent a figh; 

Thy own lov’d boafted offspring les o’erthrown, 
If that Jov’d hoafted offspring be thy own. 

Stern Mars, with anguihh for his flaughter’d fon, 
Smote his sebeHing breaft, and fierce begun: 
Thus then, Immortals! thus fhail Mars obey ; 
Forgive me, Gads, and yield my vengeance way : 

cending firit to yon forbidden plain, 
dares avenge the flain; 
Dares, though the thunder burfting o’er my head 
Should hurl me blaging on thofe heaps of dead. 

With that, he gives command to Fear and 
To join his rapid courfers for the fight: [Flight 
Then, grim in arms, with bafty vengeance flies ; 
Arms, that reflect a radiance through the fkies. 
And now had Jove, by bold rebellion driven, 
Difcharg’d his wrath on half the hoft of heaven ; 
But Palias, (pringing through the bright abode, 
Starts froni her azure throne to calm the Ged. 
Struck for th* immortal race with timely fear, 
From sleey Mars the foatch’d the Ouchi and 

peat s 
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Then the helmet idting feorm his head, 
Thus to ep etuous henticide die faid : 

By what pafion, furious! art thou tolt ? 
Striv‘ft thou with Jove? thou art already lait. 
Shall not the Thunderer’s dread command ‘re- 
And was imperial Juno heard in vain? —[ftrain, 
Back to the fkies would’ thou with thame be 


driven, 
And ia thy guilt inyolve the hoft of heaven ? 
Ilion and Greece pe more fhall Jove engage ; 
The ties would yield an ampler {cene of rage, 
Guilty and _ find an equal fate, 
And one vai ruin whelm th’ Olympian ftate. 
Ceafe thea thy offspring’s death unjutt to all ; 
Heroes as great have dy’d, snd yet 4hall fail, 
Why thould Heaven's law with footifh man com- 
Exempted from the race ordain’d to die? —[ply, 

This menace fix’d the warrior to his throne : 
Sullen he fat, and curb’d the rifing groan, 

Then Juno call’d (Jove’s orders to obey) 

Fhe winged Ins, and the God of Day. 

Go wait the Thunderes's will (Saturnia cry’d) 
On yon tall fummit of the fountful Ide : 

There in the Father's awful prefence ftand, 
Receive, and execute his dread command. 

She fuid, and fat: the God that gilds the day, 

“And various Iris, wing their airy way. 

Swift as the wind, to Ida's hill they came 

(Fair nurfe of fountains and of favage game) ; 
There fat th’ Eternal; he, whofe nod controls 
The trembling world, and thakes the fteady poles, 
Veil'd in a mift of fragrance him they found, 
With clouds of gold and purple circled rqund : 
Well-pleas'd the Thyuderer faw their garnett 

care, 
And prompt obedience to the Queen of Air; 
Theu (while a {mile ferencs his awful brow) 
Commands the Coddefs of the fhowery bow: 
iris! defcend, and what we here ordain 

Report to yon mad Tyrant of the Main. 

Bid him from fight to his own deeps repair, 

Or breathe from flaughter in the fields of air. 

It he refufe, then let him timely weigh 

Our elder birthright, and fuperior fway. 

How frail his rafhnefs ftand the dire alarms, 

Ii Heaven’s omnipotence defcend in arms? 
Strives he with me, by whom his power was given, 
And is there equal to the Lord of Heaven? 

Th’ Almighty fpoke: the Goddefs wing’d her 

To facred Ilion from th’ Idzan height. _— [flight 
Swift as the rattling hail, or fleecy fnows, 
Drive through the fkies, when Boreas fiercely 
So from the clouds defcending Iris falls, [blows ; 
And to blue Neptune thus the Goddefs calls: 

Attend the mandate of the Sire above, —: 
In me behold the meflenger of Jove : 

He bids thee from forbidden wars repair 

‘lo thy own deeps, or to the fields of air. 

This if refus'd, he bids thee timely weigh 

His elder birthright, and fuperior {way. 

How fhall thy rafhnefs the dire alarms, 

If Heaven’s omnipotence defcend in arms ? 

Striv’é hou wats him, by whom all power is 
ver? 

And art thou equal to the Lord of Heaven? _ 

What means the haugty Sovereign of the Skies 
(Thie King of Ocean thus, incens’d, replies) 
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ca | 


' No vaffal God, nor of his train, am I, 


Three brother Deities from Saturn came, 

And ancient Earth’s immortal dame : 
Affign'd by lot, our triple rule we know; 
Infernal Pluto fways the fhades below ; 

O’er the wide clouds, and o’er the ftarry plain, 
Ethereal Jove extends his.high domain ; 

My court beneath the hoary weaves I keep, 
And huth the roarings of the facred deep = 
Olympus, and this earth, in common lie ; 
What claim has here the Tyrant of the Sky? 
Far in the diftant clouds let him control, 

And awe the younger brothers af the pole ; 
There to his children his commands be given, 
The trembling, fervile, fecand zace of Heaven. 

And maft I then ({aid fhe) O Sire of Floeds} 
Bear this fierce anfwer to the King of Gods? 
Correct it yet, and change thy rath intent; 

A noble mind difdains not yi ete 

To elder brothers guardian are given, 

To fcourge the wretch infulting them and Heay 
ven. 

Great is the profit (thus the God rejoin’d) 
When minifters are bleft with prudent mind : 
Warn’d by thy words, to powerful Jove I yield, 
And quit, though angry, the contended field. 
Not but his threats with juitice 1 difclaim, 

The fame our honours, and our birth the fame. 
If yet, forgetful of his promife given 

To Hermes, Pallas, and the Queen of Heaven; « 
To favour Ilion, that perfidious place, 

He breaks his faith with half th’ ethereal raceg 
Give him to know, unlefs the Grecian train 
«Lay yon proud fructures leyel with the plain, 
Howe’er th’ affence by other Gods be pait, 

The wrath of Neptune fhall for ever laft. 

Thus (peaking, furious from the field he Srode, 
And plung’d into the bofom of.the food. 

The Lord of Thunders from his lefty height 
Beheld, and thus befpoke the Source of Light: 

Behold ! the God whofe liquid arms are burl'd 
Arousd the globe; whofe earthquakes rock the 
Defifts at length histebel war to wage, -[world; 
Seeks his own feas, and trembles at our rage ; 
Elfe had io Sree heaven’s thranes all thaking 

round, 
Burn'd to the bottom of the feas profound ; 
And all the Gods that.round old Saturn dwell 
Had heard the thunders to the deepyof, hell. 
Well was the crime and well the vengeance {p 
Ev’n power immente had found fuch battle herd. 
Go thou, my fon! the trembling Greeks alarm, 
Shake my broad zgis on thy a¢tive arm ; 
Be godlike Hector thy peculiar care, 
Swell his bold heart, and urge his ftyength to wart 
Let Ilion conquer, till ee ese trajn 
Fly to their fhips, and efpont again: 
Then Greece fhail eskete eae Tke God. 
head. faid ; 
His will divine the fon ef Jove obey. 
Not half fo fwift the failing falcon flies, 
That drives a turtle through the liquid tkies ; 
As Phoebus, footing, from th’: Idan brow, 
Glides down the mountain to the plain, below. 
There Hedtar feated by the dream he fees, 
His fenfe zsetusning with the coming breeze ; 


gt 
Again his pulfes beat, his {pirits rife ; 
Again his lov’d companions meet hiseyes; - 
ove thinking of ie they gat aways 
1 whom the God gives th@ golden day : 
Why fits great Hector from the field fo far? 
What grief, what wound, withholds thee from 
© the war? 
The fainting here, as the vifion bright 
Stood thining o’er him, half unfeal’d his fight : 
What blett Immortal, with commanding breath, 
Thos wakens Hector from the feep of death? 
Ftas fame not told, how, while my trufty fword 
Bath'd Greece in Maughter, and her battle gor’d, 
The mighty Ajax with\a deadly blow 
Had almott funk me to the fhades belew ? 
Ev’n yet, methinks, the gliding ghofts I {py, 
And hell’s black horrors {wim before my eye. 
To him Apollo: Be no more difmay’d ; 
See, and be ftrong! the Thunderer fends thee aid. 
Behold ! thy Phoebus thall his arms employ, 
Phoebus, propitious ftill to thee and Troy. 
YAfpire thy warriors then with manly force, 
And to the fhips impel thy rapid horfe : 
Ev’n I will make thy fiery courfers way, 
And drive the Grecians headlong to the fea. 
‘Thus to beld Hector {poke the ion of Jove, 
And breath’d immortal ardour from above. 
As when the pamper’d fteed, with reins unbound, 
Breaks from his ftall, and pours along the ground; 
With ample ftrokes he rufhes to the flood, 
"Yo bathe his fides, and cool his fiery blood; ¢ 
His head now freed, he toffes to the tkies ; 
Fs mane difhevel'd o’er his fhoulders flies: 
He {nuff the females in the well-known plain, 


And fprings, exulting, to his fields again : ‘ 


Urg’d by the voice divine, thus Hector flew, . 
Fall of the God ; and all his hofts purfue. 

As when the force of men and dogs combin’d 
¥nvade the mountain-goat, or branching hind ; 
Far from the huntcr’s rage fecure they lie 

Clofe in the rock (not fated yet to die); 

When lo! a lion thoots acre{s the way ! 

They fly: at-once the chafers and the prey. 

So Greece, that late in conquering troops pur- 

fued, {blood, 

‘And mark’d theic progrefs through the ranks in 
Soon as they fee the furious chief appear, 

Forget to van ith, and confent to fear. 

Thoéas with ef obferv’d his dreadful courfe, 
Thoas, the draveft of th® Atolian force : ; 
Sisll'd to dire€t the javelin’s diftant flight, 

And bold to combat in the ftanding fight ; 

Wor more in councils fam’d for folid fenfe, 

Than winning words and heavenly eloquence. 
Gods! what portent (he cry’d) thet 

vades ? 

Lo! Hector rifes from the Stygian fhades ! 

We faw him, late, by thundering Ajax kill’d: 
-What God reftores him to the frighted field ; 
And, not content that half of Greece lie flain, 
Pouts new deftruction on her fons again? 

He comes not, Jove ! without thy powerful will ; 
Lo? Still he lives, purfues and conquers ftill ! 

Yet hear my counfel, and his worf€ withftand : 
"The Greeks’ main body to the fleet command ; 
But let the few whom briker {pirits warm, 
Stand the fir ag and provgke the form, 


€ eyes in- 
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Thus point your arms; and whea fuch foes xp- 

Fierce as he is, let Hector learn to fear. {pear 
The warrior {poke, the liftening Greeks obey, 

Thickening their ranks, and form a deep array. 
Each Ajax, Teucer, Merion, gave command, 

The valiant leader of the Cretan band, 

And Mars-like Meges: thefe the chiefs excite, 

Approach the foe, and meet the coming fight. 

Behind, unnumber’d multitudes attend, 

To flank the navy, and the fhores defend. 

Full on the front the prefling Trojans bear, . 

And Hector firft came towering to the war. 

Phoebus himfelf the rufhing battle led ; 

A. veil of clouds involv'd his radiant head - 

High-held before him Jove’s enormous thield 

Portentous fhone, and fhaded all the field ; 

Vulcan te babs th’ immortal gift confign’d, 

To fcatter hofts, and terrify mankind. 

The Greeks expect the thock, the clamours rile 

From different parts, and mingle in the tkies. 

Dire was the hifs of darts, by heroes flung, 

And arrows leaping from the bow-ftring fung ; 

Thefe drink the life of generous warriors flain ; 

Thofe fuiltlets fall, and thirft for blood in vain. 

As long as Phoebus bore unmov’d the fhield, 

Sat doubtful Conqueft hovering o’er the field ; 

But when aloft he fhakes it in the tkies, 

Shouts in their cars, and lightens in their eyes, 

Deep horrour fetzes every Grecian breaft, 

Their force is humbled, and their fear confeft. 

So flies a herd of oxen, fcatter’d wide, 

No {wain to guard them, and no day to guide, 

When two fell lions from the mountain come, 

And {pread the carnage through the fhady gloom. 

Impending Phoebus pours around them fear, 

And Troy and Hector thunder in the rear. 

Heaps fall on heaps; the flaughter Hector leads ; 

Firft great Arcefilas, then Stichiys, bleeds; 

One to the bold Bocotians ever dear, 

And one Meneftheus* friend, and fam’d compeer. 

Medon and Iafus, Aineas {ped ; 

This fprung from Phelus, and th’ Athenians led ; 

But haplefs Medon from Oileus came ; 

Him Ajax honour’d with a brother’s name, 

Thoug a of Jawlefs love: from home exe 

pell’d, 

A. banifh’d man, in Phylacé he dwell’d, 

Prefs'd by the vengeancé of an angry wife ; 

Troy ends, at laft, his labours and his life. 

Mecyftes next Polydamas o’erthrew ; 

And thee, brave Clonius, great Agenor flew. 

By Paris, Deiochus a eae dies, 

Pierc’d thrqugh the fhoulder as he bafely flies. 

Polites” arm laid Echius on the plain ; 

Strefch’d on one heap, the victors fpoil the flain, 

The Greeks difmay’d, confus’d, difperfe or fall; 

Some feek the trench, fome fkulk behind the wall. 

While thefe fly trembling, others pant for breath, 

And o’er the flaughter ftalks gigantic Death. 

On ruth’d bold Heétor, gloomy as the night ; 

Forbids to plunder, animates the fight, 

Points to the fleet: For, by the Gods, who flies, 

Who dares but linger, by this hand he dies ; 

No weeping fifter his cold eye fhall clofe, 

No friendly hand his funeral pyre compofe. 

Who ftops tu poo at this fignal hour, 

The birds thall tear him, and ghe dags dexous, 
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Furfous he feid / the {marting scents refounds; 
The courfers fly ; the fmoking chariot bounds : 
The hofts ruth on; loud clamours fhake the fhore; 
The horfes thunder, Earth and Ocean roar ! 
Apollo, planted at the trench’s bound, [mound : 
Pufh’d at the bank; down funk th” enormous 
Roll’d in the ditch the heapy ruin lay; 

A fudden road! a long and ample way. 

O’er the dread foffe (a late impervious {pace) 
Now fteeds, and men, and cars, tumultuous pafs. 
The Wondering crouds the downward level trod ; 
Before them *d the field, and march’d the 


Then with his hand he flook the mighty wall; 
And lo! the turrets nod, the bulwarks fall. 

Eafy, as when afhore the infant ftands, 

And draws imagin’d houfes in the fands; 

The fportive wanton, pleas’d with fome new play, 
Sweeps the flight works and fafhion’d domes away. 
Thus vanifh’d, at thy touch, the towers and walls; 
The toil of thoufands in a moment falls. 

The Grecians gaze around with wild defpair, 
Confus'd, and weary all the Powers with prayer ; 
Exhort their men with praifes, threats, commands; 
And urge the Gods, with voices, eyes, and hands. 
Experienc’d Neftor chief obtefts the fkies, 

And weeps his country with a father’s eyes: 
O Jove! if ever, on his native fhore, 
One Greek enrich’d thy fhrine with offer’d gore ; 
If e’er, in hope our country to behold, 
We paid the fatteft firftlings of the fold ; 
¥f e’er thou fign’ft our wifhes with thy nod ; 
Perform the promife of a gracious God! 
@his day, preferve our navies from the flame, 
And fave the reliques of the Grecian name. 
eae pray’d the fage: th’ Eternal gave con- 
ent, 
And peals of thunder fhook the firmament : 
Prefumptuous Troy mifteok th’ accepting fign, 
And catch’d new tury at the voice divine. 
As, when black tempefts mix the feas and fkies, 
The roaring deeps in watery mountains rife, 
Above the fides of fome tall fhip afcend, 
Its womb they deluge, and its ribs they rend : 
‘Fhus, loudly roaring, and o’er-powering all, 
Mount the thick Trojans up the Grecian wall ; 
Legions on legions from each fide arife : 
Thick found the keels ; the ftorm of arrows flies, 
Fierce on the thips above, the cars below, 
Thefe wield the mace, and thofe the javelin 
throw. 

While thus the thunder of the battle rag’d, 
And lsbouring armies round the works engag’d ; 
Still in the tent Patroclus fat, to tend ® 
The good Eurypylus, his wounded friend. 

He {prinkles healing balms to anguith kind, 
And adds difcourfe, the medicine of the mind. 
But when he faw, afcending up the fleet, 
Victorious Troy ; then, ftarting from his feat, 
With bitter groans his bertawi te exprett, 

He wrings his hands, he beats his manly breaft. 
Though yet thy ftate requires redrefs (he cries) 
Depart I mu: what horrors ftrike my eyes ! 
Charg’d with Achilles’ high commands I go, 
A mournful witnefs of this fcene of woe: 

U hafte to urge him, by his country’s care, 

Ve rife iw arms, aad rine again in wat. 
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Perhaps fome favouring God his foul may bend ; 
The voice is powerful of a faithful friend. 

He fpoke; and {peaking, fwifter than the wind 
Sprung from the tent, and left the ward behind. 
Th’ embody'd Greeks the fierce attack fuftain, 
But ftrive, though numérous, to repulfe, in vain ! 
Nor could the Tregans, through that firm array, 
Force to the fleet and tents th’ impervious way. 
As when a thipwright with Palladian art, 
Smooths the rough wood, and levels every part ; 
With equal hand he guides his whole deftgn, 

By the juft rule, and the directing line : 

The martial leaders, with like fkill and care, 

Preferv’d their line, and equal kept the war. 

Brave deeds of arths through all the ranks were 

And every flip fuftain’d an equal tide. [try’d, 

At one proud bark, high-towering o’er the fleet, 

Ajax the great and godlike Hector meet ; 

For one bright prize the matchle(fs chiefs contead; 

Nor this the fhips can fire, nor that defend ; 

One kept the fhore, and one the veffel trod ; 

That fix’d as Fate, this acted by a God. 

The fon of Clytius in his daring hand, 

The deck approaching, fhakes a flaming brand ; 

But pierc’d by Telemon’s huge lance expires ; 

Thundering he falls, and drops th’ extinguifl’é 
fires. 

Great Hector view’d him with 2 fad furvey, 

As ftretch’d in duft before the ftern he lay. 

Oh ! all of ‘Trojan, all of Lycian race! 

Stand to your arms, maintain this arduous fpace : 

Lo! wherc the fon of royal Clytuus lies 5 

Ah, fave his arms, fecure his obfequies ! 

This faid, his eager javelin fought the for - 
Bug Ajax faunn’d the meditated blow. 

Not vainly yet the forceful lance was thrown ; 
It ftretch’d in duft unhappy Lycophron: 

An exile long, fuftain’d at Ajax board, 

A faithful fervant to a foreign lord ; 

In peace, in war, for ever at his fide, 

Near his lov’d matter, as he liv'd, he dy’d. 
From the high poop he tumbles on the fand, 
And lies a lifelefs load along the land. 

With anguith Ajax views the piercing fight, 
And thup inflames his brother to the fight ; 

Teucer, behold ! extended on the fhore 
Our friend, our lov’'d companion ! dow no-mere ! 
Dear as a parent, with a parent’s care 
Te fight our wars, he left his native air. 

This death deplor'd, to Hector’s ragé we owe; 
Revenge, revenge it on the cruel foe. 

Where are thofe darts on which the Kates attend ? 
And where the bow, which Phoebus taught to 

Inapatjent Teucer, haftening to his aid, [bend ? 
Before the chief his ample bow difplay’d; 

The well-ftor’d quiver on his fhoulders hung - 
Then hifs’d his arrow, and the bow-{tring fung- 
Clytius, Pifenor’s fon, renown’d in fame 
(To thee, Polydamas! an honour’d name) 

Drove thro” the thickeft of th’ embattled plains 
The ftartling fteeds, and fhook his eager reins. 
As all on glory ran his ardent mind, 

‘rhe pointed geath arrefts him from behind. 
Through his fair neck the thrilling arrow flies ; 
In youth’s firft bloom reluctantly he dies, 
Hurl'd from the lofty feat, at diftance far, 

The headlong caurfers fpurn his empty Gat ;. 
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Till fad Polydames the fteeds' reftrain’d, 
And gave, Aiftynous, to thy careful hand; 
Then, fir'd to vengeance, rath'd amidf the foe ; 
Rage ibe his iword, and ftrengthen’d every 
Ow. ; 

., Once more bold Tester, in his couttry's canted, 
At Hector’s breaft a chefen arrow draws ; 
And had the weapon found the dettin’d'way, 
Thy fall, great Trojan! had renown'd that day! 
But Hector was not doom'd to perifh then : 
Th’ all-wife Difpofer of the fates of mien 
(imperial Jove) his prefent death withftands ; 
Nor was {uch glory due to Teucer’s hands. 
At its full ftretch ak the tough ftring he drew, 
Struck by en arm unfeén, it burft in twa; 
Bown dropt the bow : the fhaft with brazem head 
Fell innotent, and on the duft fay dead. 
‘Th° aftonifh’d archer to great Ajax cries, 
God prevents our deftin’d enterprifé ; 

ome God, ptopitious to the Trojan foe, 
Has, from my arm unfailing, ftrnck the bow, 
And broke the nerve my hands had twin'd with 


art, 
Strong to impel the flight of many a dart. 
Since Heaven commands it (Ajax made reply) 
Difmifs the bow, and lay thy arrows by, 
(Thy arms no léfs fuffice the lance td wield) 
quit the quiver for the ponderdas fhield ; 
In the firft rank¢ indulpe thy thirft of fame, 
Thy brave example fhall the reft inflame. 
Fierce as they are, by long fucceffes vain, 
To force our fleet, of ev'n a thip to gain, 
Aiks toil, and {weat, and blood: their utmoft 
might 
Shall find its match---rio mote : "tis outs to figgt. 
Then Teucer laid his faithlefs bow afide ; 
The four-fold buckler o’er his fhoulders ty’d ; 
©n his brave head a ctefted helm he plac'd, 
With nodding horfe-hair formidably grac'd ; 

A dart, whole point with brafs refulgent fhines, 
‘The warrior wields: and his great biother joins. 
This Hector faw, and thus expre(s’d his joy: 

Ye troops of Lytia, Dardanus, and Troy ! 

Be mindful of yourfelves, your ancient fame, 
And fpread your glory with the navy's flame. 
Jove is with us; Ifaw his hand, but now, 
From the proud archer ftrike bis vaunted bow. 
Indulgent Jove ! how plain thy favours thine, 
When happy nations bear the marks divine ! 
How ealy then, to fee the finkisig ftate 

Of realms accurft, deferted, reprobate ! 

Such is the fate of Greece, and fuch is ours. 
Behold, ye warriors, and exert your powers. 
Death is the worft ; a fate which all muf try ; 
And, for car country, tis 4 blifs to die. 

The gallxnt man, though flain in fight He be, 
Yet leaves his nation fafe, his children frée ; 
Entails a debt on all the i ian ftate ; 

His own brave friends thadl glory in His fate ; 
His wife live bonoar'd, all his race fucteed ; 
And late pofterity enjoy the deed ! 

This rouz'd the foul in every Trojan breaft. 

The godlike Ajax next his Greeks addreft : ~ 
*Bow long, ye warriors of the Argive race 
(To generous Argos what 2 dire difgrace ! 
How long, on thefe curs’d confines will ye lie; 
Yet undetermin’d, ot to Hve or die ! 
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What hopet remtiin, what maths to tetire, 

If onct your veffels catch the Trojan fire? 

Marit how the fames approach, how near they fall; 

How He@or calls, and ‘Troy obeys his call! 

Not ta the dance that dreadful yoise invites, 

Ie calls to death, ahd all the rage of fights. 

‘Tis now no time for wi or ‘debates ; 

To your own hands are trufted all your fates 3 

And better far, in one decifive ftrifd, 

One day thould end our labour, or our life ; 

Than keep' this hard-got inch of barren fands, , 

Still pr is and prefs'd by fach inglorions 
h 


an 

The lifteningt Grectans feel theit leader's flanre; 

And every kindling bofom pants for fante. 

Then mutual flaughters fpread on ether fide } 

By Hector here the Photian Schedius dy’d J 

Thére, pierc’d by Ajax, funk Lzodamas, 

Chief of the foot, of eld Antenor’s race. 

Polydamas laid Otus on the fand, 

The fierce commander of th” Epian band. 

His lance bold Meges at the victor threw ; 

The victor, ftooping, from the death withdrew} 

(That valued life, O Phoebus, was thy care); 

But Croe{mus” bofom took the flying {pear : 

Mis corpfe fell bleeding on the flippery thore ¢ 

His radiant arms triumphant Meges bore. 

Dolops, the fon of Lampus, rulhes on, 

Sprung ftom the race of old Lagmedon, 

And fam’d for prowefs in a well-fought field ; 

He pieic’d the centre of his founding fhield:s 

But Meges Phyleus’ ample breait-plate wore 

(Well-known in fight on Seles’ winding thorely 

For king Euphetes gave the golden mail, 

Compact, and firm with many a jointed fcale) ¢ 

Which oft, in cities ftarm’d, and battles won, 

Flad fav'd the father, and now {aves the fon. 

Full at the Trojan’s head he urg’d his lance, 

Where the high plumes above the helinet dance, 

New ting’d with Tyrian dye: in duit below, 

Shora from the creft, the purple honours glow. 

Mean time theif fight the Spartan king furvey’d, 

And ftood by Meges* fide, a fudden aid, 

Throngh Dolops’ fhowlder urg’d his forceful dart; 

Which held its paffage through the panting heart, 

And iffued at his breaft, With thundering found 

The warrior falls, extended on the ground. 

In rufit the conquering Greeks to {poil the flain: 

But Hedtors voice excites his kindred train ; 

The-hero moft, from Hicetaon {prung, 

Fierce Melanippus, gallant, brave, and young. 

He (ere to Troy the Grecians crofs‘d the main) 

Fed his large oxen on Percote’s plain ; 

But when, opprefs’d, his country claim’d his carey 

Return’d to flion, and excell’d in war ; 

For thia, in Priam‘s court, he held his place, 
lov’d no lefs than Priam’s royat race. 

im HeCtor fingled, as histroopsheiled, 
And thus irflanr'd him, pointing to the dead 
Lo, Melanippus! lo whete Dolops lies ; 

And is it thas our royal kinfman dies ; 
O'ermatch'd he falls; to two at ottce 4 prey, 
And lo! they bear the bloody arms away ! 
Come on---a diftant wat no longer wage, 
But hand to hand thy country's foes engage, 
Till Greece at once, ard ail her glory end, 
Or Ikon fron her tetvery bvigtt detcendy 
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Hew from the lowelt fone: ind bury ail 
Ta one fad fepulcbre, one common fail. 
flewtor (this Gid) cuth’d forward on the foes: 
With equal ardowr Melan:ppas glow’ : 
Then Ajax thus---Oh Greeks ! reipect your fame, 
Relpect yourleives, and icam an hone ft thare : 
Let mutual reverence mutual Wwarmeh inipire, 
And catch from breatt to breaft the noble fice. 
On valour’s Gde the adds of combat tie, 
‘The brave live glorious, ot lamented dic ; 
The wretch that teembles in the field of fame, 
Meets death, and worle than death, eternal frame. 
Fis fenfe he uot in vain imparts ; 
Jt funk, and rooted mm the Grecian hearts ; 
They join, they throng, they thicken at his call, 
And @ank the navy with a breren wail; 
Shields waaching fhields, in order blaze above, 
And top the Trojans, though impell’d by Jove, 
The fery Spartan fir, with loud applaute, 
Wacms the bold fon of Nefter in his caufe : 
fs there (he faid) in arms a youth like you, 
So trong ta fight, fo active to purfue? 
Why @aad you diftant, nor attempt 2 deed ? 
Lift the bold lance, and make fome Trojan bleed. 
Fle faid; and backward to the lines retir® : 
Furth rafh'd the youth, with martial fury fir'd, 
Beyond the foremoft ranks; his lance he threw, 
And round the black battalions cat his view. 
The troops of Troy recede with fudden fear, 
While the fwift javelin bifs’d along in ait. 
Advanciag Mel :nippus met the dart 
With his bold breaft, and felt i¢ in his heart: 
Thunderiag he talls; his falling arms refound, 
Hey broad buckler rings again the ground. 
he viGtor leaps upoa his proftrate prize : * 
Thus on a roe che well-breath’d beagle flies, 
And reads his fide, freth-bleoding with the dart 
The diftant hunter (ent tuto his heart. 
Obferving Hector to the retoue few ; 
Bold as he was, Antifochus withdrew. 
So when a favage, ranging o’cr the plain, 
Has tora the fhepherd’s dog, or thepherd fwain ; 
While, confcious of the deed, he glares around, 
And hears the gathering multitude refound, 
Timely he flies the yet-untafted food, 
And gains the friendly thelter of the wood. 
So tears the youth ; all Troy with fhouts purfue, 
While ftones and darts in mingled tempefis flew ; 
But, enter'd in the Grecian ranks, he turns 
His manly breaft, and with new fury burns. 
Now oa the fleet the tides of Trojans drove, 
Fierce to fulfil the ftern decrees of Jove : 
The Sire of Gods, confirming Thetis’ prayer, 
The Grecian ardour quench'd in deep defpai ; 
But lifts to glory Troy's prevailing bands, 
Swells all their hearts, and ftrengthens all their 
hands. 
On Ida's top he waits with longing eyes, 
To view the navy blazing to the fies ; 
Then, nor till then, the (cale of war fhall turn, 
Tke Trojans fly, and conquer’d Lion burn. 
Thefe fates revolv'd in his almighty mind, 
He raifes Hector to the work defign’d, 
Bids him with more than mortal be glow, 
And drives him, like 2 lightening, on the foe. 
So Mars, when human crimes for vengeance call, 


Shakes his huge javelin, and whole armies fall. 


Not with more 2 conflagration rolls, 
Wraps the vat mountains, and involves rhe pole 
He foams with wrath; beneath his gloomy drow 
Like fiery meteors his red eye balls glow: 
The radiaat kelaret oa his temples burns, 
Waves when he nods, and lightens as he turns: 
For Jove his {plender tound the chief had thsewdy 
= cait the blaze of “pales the hufts on one, 
nhappy gloties! tor his fate was néur, 
Due S| aera Pallas, and Pelides’ {peat : 
Yet Jove deferr'd the death he was ta pey, 
And gave what Fate allow’d, the hononrsof a day f 
Now, all on dire for fame his breait, bis eyes 
Bure at each foe, and Gngle every prime 3 
Still at the clofeft ranks, che thicket fight, 
He poiats his drdour, and exerts his might. 
The Grecian phalanx movelefs as a tovier, 
On all fides battet'd, yet refifts his posrer= 
So fome tall reck o’erhangs the hoary maing 
By winds affail'd, by billows beat in vpia ; 
Unmovw'd it hears, above, the tempett blow, 
And fees the watery mouutains break below. 
Gict in furrounding flames, he feems te fall, 
Like fire from Jove, and burfts upoa them all : 
Butts as a wave that from the clouds impends, 
And {well’d with tempeits on the thip defcends + 
White are the decks with foam; the winds alou@ 
How] o'er the mafts, and fing thro’ every farouds 
Pale, trembling, tir’d, the failors freeze with fears; 
And initant death on every wave appears. 
So pile the Greeks the eyes of Hectue meet, 
Tbe chief fo thunders, and fo thakes the fleee. 
As when a lion ruihing from his den, 
Amidft the plain of dome wide-water'd fen 
(Where numerous oxen, as at eale they feed, 
At Marge expatiate o’er the tanker mead) 
Leaps on the herds before the herdfman’s eyes: 
The trembling herd{man far ro diftance flies : 
Some iondly bull (the reft difpers’d ard fled) 
He fingles out; arxtfts, and lays him dead. 
Thus trom the rage of Jove-lke Hector flew 
All Greece in beeps; bit one he feiztd, and lew: 
Mycemaa Periphes, a mighty name, 
In wifdom great, in arms well known to fame ; 
The minifter of Itern Euryitheus’ ire, 
Againt Alcides, Corpreus was his firp : 
The fon redeem’d the honours of thevace, 
A fon as generous as the fire was baf 
O’er all his country’s youth con{picu 
In every virtue, or of peace or war: | « 
But doom’d to Hector’s ftronger fer 
Apainf the margin of his ample thield 
He ftruck his hafty foot : his heel» up tprung ; 
Supine be fell ; his brazen helmet rong. 
On the fall’n chief th’ invadtng Tragan preft, 
And plung'*d the pointed javelin in his brea. 
His circling friends, who {trove to gpard too late 
Th’ unhappy hero, fled, or that'd his fate. 
Chac'd from the foremoft line, the Grecian trait 
New man the next, receding moh 4 main : 







to yield ! 


Wede'd in one body at the tents thry ftand, 

Wall’d round with fterns, a glogny defperate 
band. 

Now manly fifame forbids th’ inglu ious flight ; 

Now fear itfelf confines them to the fight : 

Man courage breathes in man; but| Neftor mo 
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Exhorts, adjures, to guard thefe utmoft thores ; 
And by their parents, by themfelves, implores. 

O friends! be men: your generous breafts in- 

flame 

With equal honour, and with mutual fhame ? 
Think of your hopes, your fortunes; all the care 
Your wives, your infants, and your parents, fhare: 
Think of each living father’s reverend head : 
Think of each anceftor with glory dead ; 
Abfent, by me they fpeak, by me they fue ; 
They afk their fafety, and their fame, from you: 
The Gods their fates on this one action lay, 
And all are loft, if you defert the day. 

He fpoke, and round him breath’d heroic fires ; 
Minerva feconds what the fage infpires. 
The mift of darknefs Jove around them threw, 
She clear’d, reftoring all the war to view ; 
A fudden ray thot beaming o’er the plain, 
And thew'd the fhores, the navy, and the main: 
Hector they faw, and all who fly, or fight, 
The f{cene phe eae to the blaze of light. 
Firk of the field great Ajax ftrikes their eyes, 
His port majeftic, and his ample fize : 
A pondereus mace with ftuds of iron crown’d, 
Full twenty‘cubits long, he {wings around ; 
Nor fights, like others, fix’d to certain ftands, 
But looks a moving tower above the bands; 
High on the decks, with vait gigantic ftride, 
The godlike hero ftalks from fide to fide. 
So when a horfeman from the watery mead 
(Skill’d in the manage of the bounding ftee@) 
Drives four fair courfers, pradtis’d to obey, 
Tofome great city through the public way ; 
Safe in his art, as fide by fide they run, 
He fhifts his feat, and vaults from one to one ; 
And now to this, and how to that he flies: 
Admiring numbers follow with their eyes. 

From thip to fhip thus Ajax {wiftly flew, 
No lefs the wonder of the warring erew, 
As furious Hector thunder’d, threats aloud, 
And rufh’d enrag’d before the Trojan crowd : 
Then {wift sovailes the thips, whofe beaky prores 
Lay rank’d contiguous on the bending fhores : 
So the ftrong cagle from his airy height, 
Who marks the {wans’ or cranes’ embody’d flight, 
Stoops down impetuous, while they light for food, 
And, ftooping, darkens with his wings the flood. 
Jove leads him on with his almighty hand, 
And breathes fierce fpirits in his following band. 
The warring nations meet, the battle roars, 
Thick beats the combat on the founding prores. 
Thon vee have thought, fo furious was their 
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No force could tame them, and no toil could tire ; 
As if new vigour from new fights they won, 

And the long battle was but then begun. 

Greece yet udconquer'd, kept alive the war, 
Secure of death, confiding in defpair ; 

‘Troy in proud hopes, already view’d the main 
Bright with tie blaze, and red with heroes flain ' 
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Like ftrength is felt from hope and from defpair 

And each contends, as his were al] the war. 
"Twas thou, bold Hector! whofe refiitlefs hand 

Firft feiz’d a thip en that contefted ftrand ; 

The fame which dead Protefilaiis bore, 

The firft that touch’d th’ unhappy Trojan thore : 

For this in arms the warring nations food, [hlood. 

And bath’d their generous breaits with mutual 

No room to poize the lance or bend the bow ; 

But hand to hand, and man to man, they grow : 

Wounded they wound; and feek each ovher’s 

hearts 

With falchious, axes, fwords, and fhorten’d darts. 

The falchions ring, fhields ratwle, axes found, 

Swords flafh in air, or glitter on the ground ; 

With ftreaming blvod the flippery thores are dy’d, 

And flaughter’d heroes {well the dreadful tide. 
Still raging Hector with his ample hand 

Grafps the high ftern, and gives this loud com- 

mand : [years 

Hafte, bring the flames! the toil of ten long 

Is finifth’d ! and the day defir’d appears ! 

This happy day with acelamations greet, 

Bright with deftruction of yon hoftile fleet. 

The coward counfels of a timorous throng 

Of reverend dotards, check’d our glory long: 

Too long Jove lull’d us with lethargic charms, 

But now in peals of thunder calls to arms: 

In this great day he crowns our full defires, 

Wakes all our force, and feconds all our fires. 
He {poke—the warriors, at his fierce command, 

Pour a new deluge on the Grecian band. 

Ev'n Ajax paus'd (fo thick the javelins fly) 

Stepp'd back, and doubted or to live, ordie. 

Yet whtre the oars are plac’dhe ftands to wait 

What chief approaching dares attempt his fate : 

Ev’n to the Jaft, his naval charge defends, 

Now fhakes his {pear, now lifts, and now portends ; 

Ev'n yet, the Greeks with piercing fhouts infpires, 

Amidft attacks, and deaths, and darts, and fires. 
O friends: O heroes! names for ever dear, 

Once fons of Mars, and thunderbolts of war ! 

Ah! yet be mindful of your old renown, 

Your great forefathers’ virtues and your own. 

What aids expect you in this utmott ftrait ? 

What bulwarks rifing between you and fate ? 

No aids, no bulwarks, your retreat attend ; 

No friends to help, no city to defend. 

This fpot is all you have, to lofe or keep ; 

There ftand the Trojans, and here rolls the deep. 

*Tis hoftile ground you tread; your native lands 

Far, far from hence: your fates are in your hands. 
Raging he fpoke ; nor farther waftes his breath, 

But turns his Javelin to the werk of death. 

Whate’er bold Trojan arm’'d his daring hands, 

Againft the fable thips, with flaming brands, 

So well the chief his naval weapon {ped, 

The lucklefs warrior at ‘his ftern lay dead ; 

Full twelve, the boldeft, in a moment fell, 

Sent by great Ajax to the thades of helly 
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BOOK XVI. 
THE ARGUMENT. 


The fixth Battle: the Aés and Death of Patroclus. 


Patroclus (in purfuance of the requeft of Neftor in the eleventh book) entreats Aciiilles to fuffer him 
to go tothe affjftance of the Greeks with Achilles’ troops and armour. He agrees to it; but at the 
fame time charges him to content himfelf with refcuing the fleet, without farther purfuit of the enc- 
my. The armour, horfes, foldiers, and officers of Achilles are defcribed. Achilles offers a hbation 
for the fuccefs of his friend, after which Patroclus leads the Myrmidons to battle. ‘The Trojans, at 
the fight of Patroclus in Achilles’ armour, taking him for that hero, are cait into the ntmoft confter- 
nation: he beats them off from the veffels. Hector himfelf flies. Sarpedon is killed, though Jupi- 
ter was averfe to his fate. Several other particulars of the battle are de(cribed ; in the heat of which, 
Patroclus, neglecting the orders of Achilles, purfues the foe to the walls ot Troy; where Apollo re- 
pulfes and difarms him, Euphorbus wounds him, and Heétor kills him:* which concludes the book. 


So warr’d both armies on th’ enfanguin fhore, 
Whule the black veffels fmok’d with human gore. 
Mean time Patroclus to Achilles flies ; 

The ftreaming tears fall copious from his eyes ; 
Not fafter trickling tothe plains below, 

From the tall rock the fable waters flow. 

Divine Pclides, with compaffion mov'd, 

Thus fpoke, indulgent to his beft-belov'd : 

Patroclus, fey, what gricf thy bofom Lears, 
That flow, fo faft in thefe unmanly tears? 

No girl, no infant, whom the mother keeps 
From her lov’d break, with fonder paffion weeps ; 
Not more the mother’s foul that intant warms, 
Ulung to her knees, and reaching at her arms, 
Than thou haft mine! Oh tell me, to what end 
Thy melting forrows thus purfue thy friend ? 

Gricv’it thou for me, or for my martial band ? 
Or come [ad tidings from our native land ? 
ur fathers live (our firft, moft tender care) 

‘Thy good Menoetius breathes the vital arr, 
And hoary Peleus yet extends his days; 
Picas’d in their age to hear their childrens’ praife. 

Or may fome meaner caufe thy pity claim! 
Perhaps yon reliques of the Grecian name, 
Poom’d in their fhips to fink by fire and fword, 
And pay the forfeit of their haughty lord ? 
Whiute’er the cauie, reveal thy iecret care, [fhare. 
And fpeak thofe foriows wiuch a friend would 

A figh, that inftant, from his bofo-n broke, 
Another follow’d, and Patroclus fpoke : 

Let Creece at length with pity touch thysbreaft, 
‘Thyfelf a Greck ; and, once, of Greeks the beft! 
Jao! every chict that might her fate prevent, 
Lies piere’d with wounds, and bleeding in his tent. 
Eurypylus, Tydides, Atreus’ fon 7T 
And wile Ulyffes, at the navy groan, fown. 
More for their country’s wounds than for their S 
Their pain, foft arts of pharmacy can eafe, 

Thy breatt alone no lenitives appeafe. 
May never rage like thine my foul cnflave, 
O great in vain! unprofitably brave! 
Thy country flighted in her laft diftrefs, [drefs? 
What friend, what man, from thee fall hope re- 
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No---men unborn, and ages yet behind, 

Shall curfe that fierce, that anforgiving raind. 
O man unpitying! if of man thy race; 

But fare thou fpting’ft not from a foft cinbrace, 

Nor ever amorous hero caus’d thy birth, 

Nor ever tender Goddefs brought thee forth. 

Some rugged rock’s hard entrails gave thee furm, 

And raging feas produc’d thee in a ftorm, 

A foul well-fuiting that tempeftuous kind, 

So rough thy manners, fo untam’d thy mind, 
If fome dire oracle thy breait alarm, 

[feanght fiom Jove, or Thetis, ftop thy arm, 

Some beam of comfort yet on Cre¢ece may thine, 

If I but lead the Myrmidonian line: 

Clad in thy dreadful arms if I cppear, 

Proud Troy fhall tremble, and defert the war : 

Without thy perfon Greece fhall win the day, 

And thy mere image chafe her foes away. 

Prefs’d by frefh forces, ber o’erlabour’d train 

Shall quit the fhips, and Greece ref{pire again. 
Thus, blmnd to fate! with fupplicating breath, 

Thou bege’ft his arms, and in his arms thy death. 

Unfortunately good! a boding figh 

Thy friend return’d; and with it this reply : 
Patroclus! thy Achilles knows no fears ; 

Nor words from Jove, nor oracles, he hears ; 

Nor aught a mother’s caution can fuggeft : 

The tyrant’s pride lies rooted in my breaft. 

My wrongs, my wrongs, my confant thought 

"Thofe, my fole oracles, infpire my rage: [engage, 

I made him tyrant: gave him power to wrong 

Ev’n me; I feltit; and fhall feel it long. 

‘The maid, my black-ey’d maid, he fore’d away, 

Due to the to'ls of many a well fought day ; 

Due to my conquett of her father’s reign ; 

Due to the votes of all the Grecian train. 

From me he fore’d her; me, the bold and brave ; 

Difgrac’d, dithonour’d, like the meanctt flave. 

But bear we this---the wrongs I gticve are paft ; 

"Tis time ovwr fury fhould relent at laft : 

T fix’d itsdate; the day 1 wifh’d appears; 7 

Now Hedtor to my ships his battle bears, 

The flames my cyes, the tg invade my ears. 5 
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Go, then, Patroclus ! court fair honour’s charms 
In Troy’s fam’d fields, and in Achilles’ arms: 
Lead forth my martial Myrmidens to fight, 
Go, fave the fleets, and ¢onquer in my right. 
See the thin reliques of their baffled band, 
At the laft age of yon deferted land ! 
Behold ali Ilion on their fhips defcends; 
How the cloud blackens, how the ftorm impends ! 
Tt was not thus, when, at my fight amaz’d, 
Troy faw and trembled, as this helmet blaz'd: 
Had not the injurious king our friendthip lof, 
Yon ample trench had bury’d half her hott. 
No camps, no bulwarks, now the Trojans fear; 
Thofe are not dreadful, no Achilles there: 
No longer flames the lance of ‘Tydides’ fon; 
No more your general calls his heroes on; 
Hector alone I hear; his dreadful breath 
Commands your flaughter, or proclaims your death. 
Yet now, Patroclus, 1ffue to the plain: 
Now fave the hips, the rifing fires reftrain, t 
And give the Grecks to vifit Greece again. 
But heed my words, and mark a friend’s com- 
mand, 
Who trufts his fame and honours in thy hand, 
And from thy deeds expedts, th’ Achaiad halt 
Shall render back the beautcous maid he lott. 
Rage uncontrel’d through all the hoftile crew, 
But touch not Hector, Hector is my due. 
Though Jove in thunder fhould command the war; 
Be jut, confult my glory, and forbear : 
The fleet once fav’d, defitt from farther chafe, ¢ 
Nor lead to Ilion’s walls the Grecian race ; 
Some adverle God thy raflnets may dettroy ; 
Some God, like Phoebus, ever kind to Troy. 
Let Greece, redeem’d from this deftructive ftrait, 
Do her own work ; and leave the rett to Fute. ¢ 
Oh' would to all th’ immortal bowers above, 
Apollo, Pallas, and almighty Jove, 
That not one Trojan might he left alive, 
And not a Greek of all the race furvive ; 
Might only we the vait defiruction fhun, 
And only we deftroy th’ accurfed town ! 
Such conference held the chiefs; while on the 
ftrand band. 
Great Jove with conqueft crown’d the Trojan 
Ajax no more the founding ftorm fuftain’d, 
So thick the darts an iron tempeft rain’d : 
On his tir’d arm the weivhty buckler hung ; 
His hollow helm with faliing javelins rung ; 
His breath, in quick, thort pantings, comes and 
Oes 5 
And Satu fweat from all his members flows. 
Spent and o’erpower'd, he barely breathes at mof; 
Yet fcarce an army ftirs him from his poft : 
Dangers on dangers all around him grow, 
And toil to toil, and woe fucceeds to woe. 
Say, Mufes, thron’d above the ftarry frame, 
How ifirft the navy blaz’d with Trojan flame ? 
Stern Hector wav’d his fword: and fianding 
near “ 
Where furious Ajax ply’d his afhen {pear, 
Full on the lance a ftroke fo juftly {ped, 
‘That the broad faulchion lopp’d tts brazen head : 
His pointleis {pear the warrior Quakes 3a vain ; 
The brazen head fails founding on the plain. 
Great Ajax faw, and own’d the hand divine, 


Confefling Jove, and trembling at the figa ; 
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_ Warn’d, he retreats, Then (wift from all fides pout 
The hiffing brands; thick itreams the fiery fhowex; - 
O’er the high ftern the curling volumes rife, 

And fheets of rolling tmoke involve the ikies. 

Divine Achilles view'd the rifing flames, 

And {mote his thigh, and thus aloud exclaims: 
Arm, arm, Patroclus! Lo, the blaze afpires ! 
The glowing ocean reddens with the fires. 
Arm, ere our veflels catch the {preading flame ; 
Arm, ere the Grecians be no more a name; 

I hafte to bring the troups—the hero faid; —,, 
The friend with ardour, and with joy obey’d. 

He cas’d hislimbsin brafs; and firtt around 
His manly legs with filver buckles bound 
The clatping greaves ; then to his breaft apphea 
The flamy cuirafs, of a thoufand dyes ; 

Emblaz’d with ftuds of gol his faulchion fhone 
In the rich belt, as in a ftarry zone: 

Achilles’ fhield his ample fhoulders {pread, 
Achilles’ helmet nodded a’er his head : 
Adorn’d in all his terrible array, 

He flath’d around intolerable day. 

Alone, untouch’d, Pelides’ javelin ftands, 

Not to be pois’d but by Pelides’ hands ; 

From Pelion’s thady brow the plant entire 

Old Chirgn rent, and fhap’d it for his fire ; 
Whoie fon’s great arm alone the weapon wields, 
The death ot he1oes, and the dread of tields. 

Then brave Automedon (an honour’d name, 
The fecond to his lurd in love and fame, 

In peace his triend, and pirtner of the war) 
The winged courfers harnets’d to the car; 

Xanthus and Balius, of immortal breed, 
Sprung frown the wind, and like the wind in fpeed 3 
Whom tke wing’d Harpy, {weft Podaige, bore, 
By Zephyr pregnant on the breezy fhore : 

Swift Pedafus was addcd to their tide 

(Once great Action’s, now Achilles’ pride) 
Who, like in ftrength, in fwitnefs, and in grace, 
A mortal courier, match’d th’ immortal race. 

Achilles fpeeds trom teat to tent, and warms 
His hardy Myzimnidons tu blood and arms. 

All breathing death, around their chief they ftand, 

A grim terrific formidable band : 

Grim 4s voracious wolves, that feek the {prings 

When f(calding thirft their burning bowels wrings; 

When fome tail ftag, frefh-flaughter’d im the wood, 

Has diench’d their wide infatiate throats with 
blood, 

To the black fount they ruth, a hideous throng, 

With paunch diflended, and with lolling tongue, 

Fire fills their eye, their black jaws belch the gore, 

And, gorg’d with flaughter, itil they thirlt for 
more. 

Like ftious rufh’d the Myrmidonian crew, 

Such their dread ftrength, and fuch their deatha 
ful view. 

High in the midft the great Achilles ftands, 
Directs theip order, and the war commands. 

He, lov’d of Jove, had launch’d from Tlion’s fhores 
Full fifty veflels, mann’d with fitty oars: 

Five chofen leaders the fierce bands obey, 
Himfelf fupreme in valour, as in fway. 

Firft march’d Meneftheus, of celeitial birth, 
Deriv’d from thee, whote waters wath the earth, 
Divine Spirchius ! Jove-defcending flood ! 

& mortal mother mixing with a God. 
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Such was Mehefthens, biit mifcall'’d by fame 
The fon of Borus, that efpous’d the dame. 

Eudorus next ; whom Polymele the gay, 

Fam'd in the graceful dance, produc’d to day. 
Her, fly Gellenus lov'd, on her would gaze, 

As with fwift ftep the form'd the running maze : 
To her high chamber, from Diatia’s quite, 

The God puriued her, urg’d, and crown’d his fire. 
The fon confels’d his father’s heavenly race, 

And heir’d hi+ mother’s fwiftnefs in the chafe. 
Strong Echecleéus, bleft in all thofe charms 

That pleas’d a God, fuceeeded to her arms; 

Not confcious of thofe loves, long hid from fame, 
With gifts of price he fought and won the dame; 
Her fecret offspring to her fire the bare ; 

Her fire carefs’d him with a parent's care. 

Pifander tollow’d ; matchlefs in his art 

To wing the tpear, or aim the diftant dart ; 
No hand fo fure of all th’ Emathian hne, 
Or if'a furer, great Patroclus! thine. 
fourth by Phoenix’ grave command was 
. grac’d; 
Laérces’ valiant offfpting led the laft. 

Soon as Achilles with fuperior eare 
Had call'd the chiefs, and order’d al! the war, 
This ftern remembnance to his troops he gave : 
Ye far-fam’d Myrmidons, ye fierce and brave ! 
Think eis what threats you dar’d the Trojan 

throng, 
Think what Tepeiek thefe ears endur’d fo long, 
“ Stern fon of Peleus! (thus ye us’d to fay, 
While, reftle(s, raging, in you fhips you lay) 
* Oh, nurs’d with gall, unknowing how to yield 3 
* ‘Whofe rage defrauds us of {o fam’d a field ; 
“If that dire fury muft for ever burn,” 
“ What make we here? Retuin; ye chiefs, te- 

turn.” [no more. 
Such were your words—Now, warr'ors, grieve 
Lo there the Trojans ! batht your {words in gore ! 
This day fhall pive you all your foul demands; 
Glut all your hearts! and weary al! your hands! 
Thus while he tous’d the fire in every breatt, 
Clofe, and more clofe, the liPening cohorts pret ; 
Ranks wedg’'d in ranks; of arm, a fteely ring 
Stull grows, and fpreads, and thickens round the 
As when a circling wall the builder forms, [king, 
Of ftrength defenfive again’ wind and ftorms, 
Compacted ftones the thickemhg tvork compofe, 
find round him wide the nfing ftrudture grows : 
So helm to helm, and creft to cieft they thiong, 
Shield urg’d on fhield, and man dtove man along ; 
‘Thick, undiftinguifl'd plumes, together joiu’d, 
Float in one fea, and wave before the wind. 

Far o'er the reft, in glittering pomp appear, 
There bold Automedon, Patroclus here; 
Brothers in arms, with equal fury fir’d ; 

Two friends, two bodies with one foul infpir'’d. 

But, mindful of the Gods, Achilles went 
To the rich coffer in his fhady tent : 

There lay on heaps his various garments roll’d, 
And coftly furs, and carpets ftiff with gold 
(The prefents of the filver-footed dame). 
From thence he took a bowl, of antique frame, 
Which never man had ftain’d with ruddy wine, 
Nor rais'd in offerings to the Powers divine, 
But Peleus’ fon; and Peleus’ fon to none 

Had rais’d in offerings, but to Jove alone. 
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He purg’d; and wath’d it in the ruaning ftream. 
Then cleans’d his handsg and, fixing for a {pace 
His eyes on heaven, his feet upon the place 
Of facrifice, the purple draught he pour’ 
Forth in tiff midft; and thus the God implor’d : 

O thou Supreme! high-thron’d all height above! 
Oh great Pelafgic, Dodonzan Jove ! 
Who *midtt fur: qunding frofts, and vapours chill, 
Pread*ft on bleak Dotena’s vocal hill - 
( Whofe groves, the Selli, race auftere! furround, 
Their feet unwath'd, their flumbers on the ground ; 
Who hear, fiom ryftling rocks, thy daik de- 

crees ; 

And catch the fates, low-whifper'd in the breeze:) 
Hear, as of old: Thou gav’ft, at Thetis’ prayer, 
Glory to me, and to the Greeks de{pair. 
Lo, to the dangers of the fighting field 
The beft, the deareft of my friends, I yield ; 
Though ftill determin’d, to my fhips conhn’d ; 
Patroclus gone, I ftay but half behind. 
Oh! be his guard thy providential care, 
Confirm his heart, and ftring his arm to war: 
Prefs’d by his fingle force, let Hector fee 
Ilis fame in arms not owing all to me. 
But when the fleets are fav’d from foes and fire, 
Let him with conqueft and renown retire ; 
Preferve his arms. preferve his forial train, 
And fafe return him to thefe eyes again. 

Great Jove confents to half the chief's requeft, 
Fut heaven's eternal docm denies the reft; - 
To free the fleet, was granted to his prayer ; 
His fafe return, the winds difpers'd in air, 
Back to his tent the ftern Achilles flies, 
And waits the combat with impatient eyes, 


* Mean while the troops beneath Patroclus’ care 


Invade the Trojans, and commence the war. 
As wafps, provok'd by children in their play, 
Pour from their manfions by the broad high way, 
In fwarms the guiitlefs traveller engage, _ 
Whet all their ftings, and call forth alf their rage: 
All rife in arms, and with a general «ry 
Affert their waxeh domes, and buzzing progeny. 
Thus from the tents the fervent legion fwarms, 
So loud their clamour, and fo keen their arms ; 
Their rifing rage Patroclus’ tieath infpircs, 
Who thus inflarhes them with heroic fires: 

Oh warriors, partners of Ac hilles’ praife | 
Be mindful of your deeds in ancient days: 
Your godlike mafter let your acts proclaim, 
And add new glories to his mighty uname. 
Think, your Achilles fees you fight: be brave, 
And humble the proud monarch Whom you fave, 

Joyful they heard, and, kindling as he fpoke, 
Flew to the fleet, invalv’d in fire and fmoke, 
Fiom fhore to fhore the doubling flouts refound, 
The hollow thips return a deeper found. 
The war ftood fill, and all around them gaz’d, 
When great Achilles’ fhining armour blaz’d : 
Troy faw, and thought the dread Achilles nigh ; 
At once they fee, they tremble, and they fly. 

Then firft thy {fpear, divine Vatroclus! flew, 
Where the war rag’d, and where the tumult grew. 
Clofe to tRe ftern of that fam’d fhip, which bore 
Unblett Protefilaus to Ilion’s fhore, 
The great Pzonian, bold Pyrechmes, ftood 
(Who led his bands ae winding flood) . 
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His thoulder-blade receives the fatal wound ; 
he groaning warrior pants upon the ground. 
His troups, that fee their country’s glory flain, 
Fly diverfe, fcatter’d o’er the diftant plain. 
Patioclus’ arm forbids the {preading fires, 
And from the half-burn’d fhip proud Troy retires: 
Clear’d from the {moke the joyful navy lies: 
In heaps on heaps the foe tumultuous flies ; 
Triumphant Greece her refcued decks afcends, 
And loud acclaim the ftarry region rends. 
So, when thick clouds inwrap the mountain’s head, 
O’er heaven’s expanfe like one black cieling 
fpread, 
Sudden the Thunderer, with a flafhing ray, [day: 
Barits through the darknefs, and lets down the 
‘Lhe hills thine out, the rocks in prefpect rife, 
And fireams, and vales, and forefis, frike the eyes ; 
"The filing fcene wide opens to the fight, 
And all th’ unmeafar’d ther flames with light. 
But Troy repuls’d, and fcatter'd o’er the plains, 
Fore’d from the navy, yet the fight maintains. 
Now every Greek fome hoftile hero flew, 
But fill the foremoft bold Patroclus flew ; 
As Ari¢lycus had turn’d him round, 
Sharp in his thigh he felt the picrcing wound ; 
The brazen pointed fpear, with vigour thrown, 
The thigh transfix’d, and broke the brittle bone : 
Headlong he fell. Next, Thoas, was thy chance, 
Thy breait, unarm’d, receiv’d the Spartan lance. 
Phylides’ dart (as Amphiclus drew nigh) 
His blow prevented, and tranfpierc’d his thigh, * 
Tore all the brawn, and rent the nerves away ; 
In darknels and in death the warrior lay. 
Jn equal arms two fons of Ne‘tor ftand, 
And two bold hrothers of the Lycian band : 
By great Antilochus, A.ymnius dies, 
Pierc’d in the flank, lamented youth ! he lies. 
Kind Maris, bleeding in his brother’s wound, 
Defends the breathlefs carcafe on the ground : 
Furious he flies, his murdercr to engage ; 
But godlike Thrafimed prevents his rage, 
Between his arm and fhoulder aims a blow; 
His arm falls {pouting on the duft below : 
He finks, with endlefs darknefs cover’d o’er ; 
And vents his foul, effus’d with guihing gore. 
Sluin by two brother, thus two brothers bleed, ~- 
Sarpedon’s friends, Amitedarus’ feed ; 
Amilodarus, who, by Furies led, 
The bane of men, abhorr’d Chimera bred ; 
Skill'd in the dart in vain, his fons expire, 
And pay the forfeit of their guilty fire. 
Stopp’d in the tunilt, Cleobulus lies 
Beneath Oileus’ arm, a living prize; 
A living prize not long the Trojan ftood ; 
‘The thirfty falchion drank his recking Wood: 
Plung’d in his throat the {moking weapon lies ; 
Black death, and fate unpitying, feal his eye>. 
Amid the ranks, with mutuai thirft of fame, 
Lycon the brave, and fierce Peneleus, came ; 
Jn vain their javelins at each other flew, 
Now met in arms, their eager {words they drew. 
On the plum’d creft of his Boeotian foe, 
“The daring Lycon aim’d a noble blow; 
The {word broke fhort ; but his, Peneleu® fped 
Full on the junéture of the ueck aud head: 
‘The bead, divided by a ftroke fo juft, 
Tien by the thin: the bodv funk to duf. 
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O'ertaken Neamas by Merion bleeds, 
Pierc’d through the fhoulder as he mounts his 
fteeds ; 
Back from the car he tumbles to the ground: 
His fwimming eycs eternal fhades furround. 
Next Erymas was doom’d his fate to feel, 
His open’d mouth receiv’d the Cretan fteel : 
Beneath the brain the point a paffage tore, 
Crafh’d the thin bones, and drown’d the tecth in 
gore: 
His mouth, his eyes, his noflrils, pour a food; « 
He fobs his foul out in the guih of blood. 
As when the flacks, neglected by the fwain 
(Or kids, or lambs) lie fcatter’d o’er the plain, 
A troop of wolves th’ unguarded charge furvey, 
And rend the trembling, unrefifting prey : 
Thus on the foe the Greeks impetuous came ; 
Troy fled, unmindful of her former fame. 
But Rill at Hector godlike Ajax aim’d, 
Still pointed at his breaft his javelin flam’d : 
The Trojan chief, experienc’d in the field, 
O’er his broad fhoulders fpread the mafly mhiel® 
Obfeiv’d the ftorm of darts the Grecians pour, 
And on hig buckler caught the ringing fhower. 
He fees for Greece the icale of conquett rife, 
Yet ftops, and turns, and faves hrs lov'd allies. 
As when the hand of Jove atempeft forms, 
And rolls the clouds to blacken heaven with 
fturms, 
Dark o’er the fields th’ afcending vapour flies, 
And fliades the fun, and blots the golden fkies : 
So from the thips, along the duthy plain, 
Dire Flisht and Terror drove the Trojan train. 
Ev’n Hector fled; through heaps of dijarray 
The ficry Courfers fore’d their loud away: 
While far behind his Trojans fall confus'd 5 
Wede’d in the trench, in one vaft carnage bruis'd: 
Chariots on chariots roll; the clafliing ipokes 
Shuck; while the madding feeds break thort then 
yokes: 
In vain they labour up the fleepy mound; 
Their charioteers lic foaming on the ground, 
Fierce on the rear, with fhouts, Patroclus flies ; 
Tumultuous clamour fills the fields and fhics ; 
Thick drifts of duit involve their rapid flight 5 
Clouds rife on clouds, and heaven ts {natch’d from 
fight. 
Th’ affvighted fteeds, their dying lords caft down, 
Scour o’cr the fields, and ftretch to reach the towne 
Loud o’er the rout was heard the victors cry, 
Where the war bleeds, and where the thickeit die, 
Where horfe, and arins, and chariots lic o’erthrown, 
And bleeding heros under axies groan. 
No ftop, no check, the dtceds of Peleus knew 
From bank to bank th’ immortal courlers flew, 
High-bounding o’er the foffe : the whirling car 
Smokes through the 1anks, o’ertakes the flying 
And thunders after Hcdtor; Hector flies, [war, 
Patreclus fliakes his lance ; but Fate denies. 
Not with lefs noife, with Icfs impetuous force, 
The tide of Trojans urge theu defpcrate courfe, 
Than when in Autunin fove his fury pours, 
And earth is loaden with inccffant fhowers 
(When guilty mortals break th’ eternal laws, 
Or judges, brib’d, betray the righteous cauie) ; 
From their deep beds he bids the rivers rife, 
And opens all the flood-gates of the fsies s 
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Th’ impetuous torrents from their hills obey, 
Whole fields are drown'd, and mountains fwept 


away ; 
Loud roars the deluge till it meets the main; 
And trembling man fees all his labours vain. 

And now the chief (the foremoft troops repell’d) 

Back to the hips his deftin’d progrefs held, 

Bore down half Troy in his refiftlefs way, 

And fore’d the routed ranks to ftand the day. 

Between the {pace where filver Simois flows, 

Wahere lay the fleets, and where the rampires 
rofe, 

All grim in duft and blood, Patroclus flands, 

And turns the fleupliter on the conquering bands 

Firft Pronotis died beneath his fiery dart, 

Which piere’d below the fhield his valiant heart. 

Theftor was next ; who faw the chief appear, 

And fell the victim of his coward fear ; 

Shrank-up he fat, with wild and haggard eye, 

Nor flood to conibat, nar had force to fly ; 

Patroclus mark’d him as he flunn’d the war, 

And with unman'y tremblings fhook the car, 

And dropp’d the flowing reins, Him ‘twist the 
jaws 2 

The javelin fticks, and from the chariot draws. 

As on arock that over-hangs the main, 

An angler, ftudious of the line and cane, 

Some mighty filh draws panting to the fhore ; 

Not with lefs eafe the barbed javelin bore 

The gaping daftard: as the {pear was fhook, 

He fell, and iife his heartlefs breaft forfook. 

Next on Eryalus he flies; a ftone, 

Large as a rock, was by his fury thrown: 
Fullon his crown the ponderous fragment flew, 
And burft the helm, and cleft the head In two: 
Prone to the ground the breathlefs wartior fell, 
And death involv’d him with the thades of hell. 
‘Then low in duft Epaltes, Echius lie ; 

ipheas, Evippus, Polymelus, die ; 

Amphotcrus, and Erymas fucceed ; 

And laft TMepolemus and Pyres bleed. 
Where’er he moves, the growing flaughters {pread 
In heaps on heaps; a monument of dead. 

When now Sarpedon his brave friend. beheld 
Grovelling in duit, and gafping on the ficld, 
With this reproach his flying hoft he warms: 

Oh ftain to honour! oh dilgrace to arms! 
Forfake, inglorious, the contended plaia ; 

This hand, unaided, fhall the war fuflain: 

The taik be mine, this he1o’s ftrength to try, 
Who mows whole troops, and wnakes an army fly. 
He tpake ; and, (peaking, leaps from off the cur ; 
Patroclus lights, and {ternly waits the war. 

As when two vultures on the mountains peight 
Stoop with reivunding pinions to the fight ; 
They cuff, they tear, they raife a tcreamung cry: 
The defart echoes, and the rocks reply : 

The warriors thus, oppos’d in arms, engage 
With equal clamours, and with equal rage. 

Jove view’d the combat ; whofe event lorefeen, 

He thus belpoke his Siiter and his Queen: 

The hour drawson; the Deflinies ordain, 

My godlike fon fhall prefs the Phrygian plain: 
Already on the verge of death he ftands, 

His life 1s ow'd to fierce Patroclus’ hands. 
What paffions in a parent's breaft debate ! 
Say, fliall I {natch lim from impending fate, 
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And fend him fafe to Lycia, diftant far 

From all the dangers and the toils of war s 
Or to his doom my bravett offspring yield, 
And fatten with celefial blood the field ? 

Then thus the Goddefs with the radiant eyes : 
What words are thele ? O Sovereign of the Skies! 
Short is the date prefcrib’d to mortal man; 

Shall Jove, for one, extend the narrow {pan, 

Whofe bounds were fix'd before his race began? 

How many fons of Gods, foredoom’d to death, 

Before proud Hion mutt refign their breath ! 

Were thine exempt, debate would rife above, 

And murmuring powers condemn their partial 

ove, 

Give the bold chief a glorious fate in fight ; 

And, when th’ afcending foul has wing'’d hey 
flight, : 

Let Sicea sad Death convey, by thy command, 

The breathlefs body to his native land. 

His friends and people, to his future praife, 

A marble tomb and pyramid fhall raife, 

And lafting honours to his afhes give ; 

His fame (tis all the dead can have) fhall live. 

She faid; the Cloud-compeller, overcome, 
Affents to fate, afd ratifies the doom. [till’d 
Then, touch’d with grief, the weeping heavens dil- 
A fhower of blood o’er all the fatal field : 

The God, his eyes averting from the plain 

Laments his fon, predeftin’d to be flain, 

Far {rom the Lycian fhores, his happy native 
reign. 

Now met in arms, the combatants appear, 
Each heav’d the fhield, and pois’d the lifted [pea 
From ftrong Patroclus’ hand the javelin fled, 
And pafy’d the groin of valiant Thrafy med ; 

‘he nerves unbrac’d, no more his bulk fuflain, 
He falls, and falling bites the bloody plain. 
Two tounding darts the Lycian leader threw; 
The firft aloof with erring fury flew, 

The next tran{piere’d Achilles’ mortal fteed, 

The generous Pedatus of Theban breed ; 

Fia’d in the thoulder's joint, he reel’d around, 

Roil’d in the bloody duft, and paw’d the tlippery 
ground. 

His fudden fall th’ entangled karnefs broke ; 

Each axle crackled, and the chariot fhook : 

When bold Automedon, to difengage 

The @.urting courfers, and refirain their rage, 

Divides the traces with his {word, and freed 

‘Lh’ incumber’d chariot from thedlying ftecd : 

The reft move on, obedient to the rein; 

The car rolls lowly o’er the dufty plain. 

The towering chicfs to fiercer fi ghts advance, 
And firit Sarpedon whirl’d his weighty lance, 
Which o'er the warrior’s fhoulder took its courfe, 
And {pent in empty air its dying force. 

Not {fo Patroclus’ never-erring dart: 

A:m’d at his breaft, it pierc’d the mortal part, { 
Where the flrong fibres bind the folid heart; 
‘Then, as the mountain oak, or poplar tall, 

Or pine, (fit matt for fome great admiral) 

Nods to the axe, till with a groaning found 

It finks, and fpreads its honours on the ground : 
‘Thus fell the king ; and, laid on earth fupine, 4 
Ecfore lis chariot ftretch’d his form divine : 

He grafp’d the dutt diftain’d with ftreaming gore, 
And, pale in ceath, lay groaning on the fhcre. 
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So lies a bull beneath the fion’s paws, 
While the grim favage grinds with foamy jaws 
The trembling limbs, and fucks the {moking 
blood ; [the wood. 
Beep groans, and holjow roars, re-bellow through 
Then to the leader of the Lycian band 
The dying chief addrefs’d his Jaft command : 
Glaucus, be bold; thy tafk be fir to dase 
The glorious dangers of deitruttive war, 
To lead my troops, to combat at their head, 
Incite the living, and fupply the dead. 
Tell them, I charg’d them with my lateft breath 
Not unreveng’d to bear Sarpedor’s death. 
What griet, what thame, muft Glaucus undergo, 
If thefe ipoil’d arms adorn a Grecian foe! 
Then as a friend, and as a warrior, fight ; 
Defcnd my body, conquer in my right ; 
That, taught by great examples, all may try 
Like thec to vanquith, or like me to die. ; 
He ceas’d; the Fates fupprefs’d his labouring 
bieath, 
And his eyes darken’d with the fhades of death. 
Th’ infulting victor with difdain beftiode 
‘lhe proftrate prince, and on his boiom uod ; 
‘Then drew the weagion from his panting heart, 
The reeking fibres clinging to the dart ; 
From the w.de wound gufh'd out a ftream of 
bloud, 
And the foul iffued in the purple flood. 
His flying feeds the Myrmidons detain, 
Unguided now, their mighty mafter lain. 
All-impotent of aid, transfix’d with grief, 
Unhappy Giaucus heard the dying chief. 
His painful arm, yet ufelets with the {mart 
Infiicted late by Teucer’s deadly dart, ‘ 
Supported on his better hand he flay’d ; 
To Phoebus then, (‘twas all he could) he pray*d: 
All-feeing monarch ' whether Lycia's coaft, 
Or facred llion, thy bright prefence boaft, 
Powerful alike to eafe the wretch’s {mart! 
O hear me! God of every healing art ! 
Lo: fff with clotted blood, and pierc'd with 
ain, 
That thrills my arm, and fhoots thro’ every vein, 
I ftand, unable to fuftain the fpear, 
And figh, at diftance from the glorious war. 
Low in the dutt is great Sarpedon laid, 
Nor Jove vouchfaf'd his haplefs offspring aid. 
But thou, O God of Health! thy fuccour lend, 
To guard the réliques of my flaughter’d friend. 
For thou, though diftant, canft reftore my might, 
To head my Lycians, and fupport the fight. 
Apollo heard ; and, fuppliant as he ftood, 
His heavenly hand reftrain’d the flux of blood : 
He drew the dolours from the wounded part, 
And breath’d a fpirit in his rifing heart : 
Renew'd by art divine, the hero ftands, 
And owns th’ affiftance of immortal hands. 
Firft to the fight his native troops he warms, 
Then leudly calls on Troy*s vindictive arms: 
With ample ftrides he ftulks from place to place 
Now fires Agenor, how Poly damas ; 
/eneas next, and Hector, he accofts ; 
Inflaming thus the rage of all their hofts: 
What thoughts, regardlefs chief! thy breaft 
empluy ~ 
Oh foo fargettul of the friends of Troy ! 
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Thofe generous friends, who, from their country 
far, 
Breathe their brave feuls out in another's war. 
See! where in duit the great Sarpedon lies, 
In action valiant, and in council wile, : 
Who guarded right, and kept his people free ; 
To all his Lycians loft, and loft to thee | 
Stretch’d by Patroctus’ arm pn yonder plains, 
O fave from hoitile rage his lov’d reinains : 
Ah let not Greece his conquer’d trophies boaft, 
Nor on his coft revenge her heroes loft. : 
He ipoke; each leader in his pricf partook, 
Troy, at the lofs, through all her legions fhouk. 
Transfix’d with deep regret, they View o’erthrown 
At once his country’s pillar, and their own; 
A chief, who led ta Troy’s beleaguer’d wall 
A holt of heroes, and out-fhin’d them all. 
Fir'd they ruth on; firft Hector feeks the foes, 
And with fuperior vengeance greatly glows. 
But o’er the dead the fierce Patroclus ftands, 
And, rouging Ajax, rouz’d the liflening bands: 
Heroes, be men! be what you were before ; 
Or weigh the great occafion, and be more. 
The cluef who taught our lofty walls to yield, 
Lies pale in death, extended on the held. 
To guard his body, Troy in nuinbeis flies ; 
Tis half the glory to maintain our prize. 
Hafte, ftrip his arms, the flaughter round him 
And fend the living Lycians to the dead. [{pread, 
The heroes kindle at his fierce command ; 
The martial tquadrons clofe on either hand: 
Here Troy and Lycia charge with loud alarms, 
Theffalia there, and Gieece, oppole their arms. 
With horrid fhouts they circle round the flan; 
The clath of arinour 11ngs o’er all the plain. 
Great Jove, to fwell the horrors of the fight, 
O’cr the fierce armies pours pernicious mght 3 
And round his fon confounds the warring hotts, 
His fate enobling with a crowd of ghofts. 
Now Greece pives way, and preat Lpigeus falls; 
Agacleus’ fou, tram Budium’s lofty walls: 
Who, chas’d for murder tlience, a fuppliant came 
To Peleus aud the filver-footed dame ; 
Now tent to Troy, Achilles’ arms to aid, 
He pays due vengeance to his kinfinan’s fhade. 
Soon as his luckily hand had touch’d the dead, 
A rock’s large fragment thundea’d on his head ; 
Harl’d by Hectortan force, it cleft in twain 
His fhatter’d helm, and ftretch’d him o’er the 
flain. 
Fierce to the van of fight Patroclns came ; 
And, like an eagle darting at his game 
Sprung on the ‘Trojan and the Lycian band ; 
What grief thy heart, what fury urg’d thy hand, 
Oh generous Greek! when with full vigor thrown 
At Sthenelaiis flew the weighty ftone, 
Which funk him to the dead: when Troy, toa 
near 
That arm, drew back ; and Hector learn’d to fear. 
“ar as an able hand a lance can throw, 
Or at the litts, or at the fighting tue ; 
So far the Trojans tiom their lines retir’d ; 
Till Glaucus, turning, all the reft infpir'd. 
Then Bathyclaus tell beneath his rage, 
The only hope of Chalcon’s trembling age : 
Wide o’er the land was ftretch’d his large domain, 
With flately feats, and riches, bleft in vain: 
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Mim, bold with youth, and eager to purfue 
The flying Lycians, Glaucus met, and flew ; 
Picre’d through the bofom with a fudden wound, 
He fell, and, falling, made the fields refound. 
Th’ Achaians forrow tor their hero flain ; 
With conquering fhouts the Trojaus fhake the 
plain, 
And crowd to fpoil the dead: the Greeks oppofe ; 
An iron circle round the carcafe grows. 
Then brave Laogonus refign’d his breath, 
Didpatch’d by Merion to the fhades of death : 
On Ida's holy hill he made abode, 
The prieft of Jove, and honour’d like his God. 
Between the jaw and ear the javelin went: 
The foul, exhaling, illued at the vent. 
His {pear /Eneas at the victor threw, 
Who itooping torward from the death withdrew ; 
The lance hifs’d harmlefs o’er his covering thield, 
And trembling ttruck and rooted in the field ; 
‘There yet {caice fpent, it quivers on the plain, 
Sent by the great Atneas’ arm in vain. 
Switt as thou art (the raging hevo cries) 
And jkill’d m dancing to diipute the prize, 
My fpear, the deftin’d patlape had it toynd, 
Hed ha’d thy achive vigour to the ground. 
Oh valiant leader of the Daidan hoft ! 
(Infultcd Merion thus retorts the boatt) 
Strong a you are, “tis mortal force you truft, 
An arm as itrung may itretch thee in the duit. 
And if to this my lance thy fate be given, 
Wain are thy vaunts; fuccels is fill from Heaven: 
"this inftant fends thee down to Pluto’s coait ;, 
Mine 1s the glory, his thy parting ghotft. 
O triend (Mecnuctius’ ion this aniwer gave) 
With words to combat, ul befits the brave ; 
Not empty buatts the fons of Troy repel, 
Your oo muit plunge them to the fhades of 
rel]. 
To fpeah, befeems the council: but to dare 
ln glotious activn, 15 the tafk of war. 
This tad, Patioclus to the battle flies ; 
Gieat Mcrion follows, and new shouts arife : 
Shields, helmets rattle, as the warriore clofe ; 
And thick and heavy found the tto:m of blows. 
«s> thro’ the ihuilling vale, or mountain ground, 
The labours of the woodman’s axe refound ; 
Blows toilowing blows are heaid re-echoing 
wide, 
While crackling forefts fall on every fide : 
"Thus echo'd all the fields with loud alarms, 
So felkthe warriors, and fo rung their aims. 
Now yieat Sarpedon on the iandy thore, 
Fis heavenly toim defac’d with duft and gore, 
And ituck with darts by warring heroes fhed, 
Lies undiftinguith’d tron the vulgar dead® 
Fis long-ditputed corfe the chiefs enclole, 
On every fide the bufy combat grows; 
Thick as beneath fome thepheid’s thatch’d abode 
(The pails high foaming with a milky flood) 
‘Phe buzzing thes, a perfevering train, 
In: etlant iwarin, aud chas’d return again. 
Jove view'd the combat with a ftern furvey, 
And eyes that flafh’d intolerable day. 
Fix’d on the field his fight, his heaft debates 
The vengeance due, and meditates the fates: 
Whether to urge their prompt effect, and call 
The force of Hecfor to Patroclus’ fall, 


‘lay 

This inftant fee his thort-liv'd trophies won, 

And au him breathlefs gn his flaughter’d, 
on; 

Or yet, with many a foul’s untimely flight, 

Augment the fame and horrer of the fight. 

To crown Achilles’ valiant friend with praife 

At length he dogs; and. that, his laft of days 

Shall fet in glory, bids him drive the foe ; 

Nor unattended fee the fhades below. 

Then Hector’s mind he fills with dire difmay 

He mounts his car, and calls his hofts away, 

Sunk with Troy’s heavy fates, he fees decline 

The {cales of Jove, and pants with awe divine. 

Vhen, or before, the hardy Lycians fled, 

And left their monarch with the commun dead : 
Around, in heaps on heaps, a dreadful wall 

Of carnage rifes, as the heroes fall, 

(So Jove decreed !) at length the Grecks obtain 
rhe prize contefted, and defpoil the flain. 

The radiant arms are by Patroclus borne, 
Patroclus’ fhips the glorious {poils adorn. 

Then thus to Phabus, in the realms above, 
Spoke from his throne the Cloud-compelling Jove: 
Defcend, my Phcebus! on the Phrygian plain, 
And from the fight conyey Sarpedon flain ; 

Then bathe his body in the chryftal flood : 

With duft difhonour’d, and deform’d with blood ; 
O’er all his lambs celeftial odours fhed, 

And with celettial robes adorn the dead. 

Vhofe ntes difcharg’d, his facred corfe bequeath 
"Fe the foft arms of filent Sleep and Death. 
They to his triends the mournful charge thall bear, 
His thiends a tomb and pyramid fhall rear ; 
What honours mortals after death receive, 
Thofe unavailing honours we may give! 

* Apollo bows, and from mount Ida’s height 
Swiit to the field precipitates his flight ; 

Thence from the war the breathlefs hero bore, 
Veil’d in a cloud, to filver Simois’ fhore ; 

There bath’d his honourable wounds, and dreft 
His manly members in th’ immortal veft ; 

And with perfumes of fweet ambrofial dews, 
Reitores his frefhncfs, and his form renews. 
Then Sleep and Death, two twins of winged race, 
Of matchleis fwiftnefs, but of filent pace, 
Receiv’d Sarpedon, at the God’s command, 
And in a moment reach’d the Lycian land ; 
‘Ihe corte amidit his weeping friends they laid, 
Where endlefs honours wajt the facred thade. 

Mean while Patroclus pours algng the plains, 
With foaming courfers, and with loofen’d reins. 
Fierce on the Trojan and the Lycian crew, 

Ah blind to fate! thy headlong fry flew : 
Againft what Fate and powertul Jove ordain, 
Vain, was thy friend’s command, thy courage vain; 
For he, the God, whofe counfels uncontrol’d 
Dilmay the mighty, and confound the bold ; 
The God who gives, refume’, and orders all, 

He urg’d thee on, and urg’d thee on to fall. 

Who firit, brave hero! by that arm was flain, 
Who laft, beneath thy vengeance, preis’d the 
When Heaven itfelf thy fatal fury led, —_ [plain ; 
And cali’d to fill the number of the dead ? 
Adiettus firit; Autonoiis then fucceeds ; 
Echeclus follows; next young Megas bleeds : 
Epittor, Melanippus, bite the ground : 

The flaughter, Klafus ahd Mulus crown’d: 
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Then funk Pylartes to eternal night ; 
The reft, difperfing, truft their fates to fight. 
Now Troy had, foop’d beneath his matchlefs 


power, 
But flaming Phoebus kept the facred tower. 
Thrice at the battlements Patroclus ftrook, 
His blazing apis thrice Apollo fhook: [cloud, 
He try’d the fourth; when buriting from the 
A more than mortal voice was heard aloud: 
Patroclus! ceafe; this heaven-defended wall 
Defies thy lance; not fated yet to fall ; 
Thy friend, thy greater far, it fhall withftand : 
Troy fhall not ftuop ev’n to Achilles’ hand. 
So fpoke the God who darts celeftial fires ; 
e Greel: obeys him, and with awe retires: 
While Hedctoi, checking at the Scean gates 
Hs panting courfers, in his breaft debates, 
Or in the field his forces to employ, 
Or draw the troops within the walls of Troy. 
Thus while he thought, befide him Pheebus flood, 
In Afius’ fhape, who reign’d by Sangar’s flood ; 
(Thy brother, Hecuba! from Dymas fprune, 
‘A valiant warrior, haughty, bold, and young.) 
Thus he accofts him: What a fhanietul fight! 
Gods! is it Hector that torbears the fight? 
Were thme my vigeur, this fuccefful (pear 
Should foof convune thee of fo falfe a fear, 
Turn then, ah turn thee to the field of fame, 
And in Patroclus® bleod «face thy thaime. 
Perhaps Apollo fhall thy aris fucceed, 
And Heaven ordains him by thy lance to bleed. 
So fpoke thtinfpiring God; then took his flight, 
And phing'd amidft the tumult of the fight. 
He bids Celnion drive the rapid car; 
The lath refounds, the courfers roth to war: 
‘The God the Grecians’ finking fouls deprett, 
And pour’d {wift fpirits through each Trojan 
Patroclus lirhts, impaticnt for the fight; [Licaft. 
aA fpear his left, a tone employs his right: 
With all his nerves he drives it at the foe ; 
Pointed above, and rough and grois below : 
The faliine ruin crufh’d Cebrion’s head, 
The lawle:s offspring of king Priam’s bed ; 
Fis front, brows, eyes, one undiftinguifh’d wound: 
The butting balls drop fightlefs to the ground. 
The charioteer, while yet he held the rem, 
Struck from the car, falls headlong on the plain. 
‘Vo the dark fhades the foui unwilling pg! des; 
While the prond victor thus his fall derides : 
Good heavens! what active feats yon artift 
fhows | 
What f.ilful divers are our Phrygian foes ! 
Mark with what cafe they fink into the fand ! 
Pity! thot all theic practice ts by land ' 
Then, rufhing forward on his pruflrate prize, 
To fpoil the carcafe fierce Patroctus flies: 
Swift 45 a lion, terrible and bold, 
That {weeps the fields, depopuiates the fold; 
Piers'd through the dauntlefs heart, then tum. 
bles flain : 
And from his fatal courage finds his bane. 
At once bold Hedétor leaping from his car, 
Defends the body, and provokes the war. 
Thus for fome flanghter’d hind, with equal rage, 
Tw lordly rulers of the wood engage ; 
Stung with fierce hunger, each the prey invades, 
And echoitg roars rebeliow through thc thades, 
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Stern Hector faftens on the warrior’s head, 

And by the foot Patroclus drags the dead. 

While all around, confufion, rage, and fright, 

Mix the contending hofts in mortal peht. 

So, pent by hills, the wild winds roar aloud 

In the deep bofom of fome gloomy wood ; 

Leaves, arms, and trees, alott in air are blown, 

The broad oaks crackle, and the Sylvans groan ; 

This way and that the rattling thicket bends, 

And the whole foreit in one crath defcends. 

Not with lefs noife, with lefs tumultuous rage} 

In dreadful fhock the mingled hofts engage. [ring 

Darts fhower’d on darts, now round the carcafe 

Now flights of arrows bounding+from the ftring : 

Stones follow ftones; fome claster on the fir Ids, 

Soine, hard and heavy, fhake the founding thields. 

But where the rifing whirlwind clouds the 
plains, 

Sunk in foft duft the mighty chicf remains, 

And, ftretch'd in death, forgets the guiding 
reins ! 

Now, flaming from the zenith, Sol had driven 
Ths fervid orb through half the vault of heaven; 
While oneach hott with equal tempeft fell 
The thowering darts, and number, funk to hell. 
But when his evening wheels o’erhung the muin, 
Glad conqueft 1efted on the Grecian train. 

Then, from amidft the tunrult and alarms, 

Vhey draw the conquer’d corfe, and radiant arms. 
Then rafh Vatroclus with new fury glows, 

And, breathing flanghter, pours amid the foes. 
Thrice on the prefs, like Mars himfeif, he flew, 
Aud thrice three heroes at cach onfet flew. 
There ends thy glory! there the Fates untwine 
The lait, black remnant of fo bright a linc ; 
Apollo dreadful ftops the middle way ; 

Death calls, and Heaven aliows no longer day ' 

For lo! the God, in dufky clouds enthrin’d, 
Approaching dealt a ttaggering blow br hid. 
The weighty fhock his neck and fhoulders feel ; 
His eyes flath fparkles, his ftunn’d fenfes reel 
In giddy-darknets: far to diftance flung, 

His bounding helmet on the champain rung. 
Achilles’ plume is ftain’d with duft and gorc, 
That plume, which never ftoop’d to earth betore ; 
Long us’d, untouch’d, in fighting fields to fhine, 
And fhude the temples of the man divine. 

Jove dooms it now on Hector’s helm to nod ; 
Not long—for Fate purfues him, and the God. 

His {pear in fhivers falls: his ample thield 
Drops from his arm: his baldrick ftrows the field: 
The corfelet his aftonifh’d breaft forfakes: 
Loofe is each joint: each nerve with horror 
Stupid he ftares, and all-aflittlefs ftands: [thakes, 
Such is the force of more than mortal hands! 

A Dardan youth there was, well known to 

fame, : 

From Panthus fprung, Euphorbus was his name; 
Fam’d for the manage of the foaming Lorfe, 
Skill’d in the dart, and matchlefs in the courfe : 
Full twenty knights he tumbled from the car, 
While yet he learn’d his rudiments of war. 
His venturous fpear firft drew the hero’s gore ; 
He ftruck, he wounded, but he durft no more ; 
Nor, though difarm’d, Patroclus’ fury ftood ; 
But fwift withdrew the long-protendcd wood, i 
And turn’d Lim hort, and herded in the crowd. 
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Thus, by af arm diviife, and mortal {pear, 

Wounded at once, Patroclus yields tofear, , 

Retiies for fuccour to his focial train, 

And flies the tate, which Heaven decreed, in vain. 

Stern Hetor, as the bleeding chief he views, 

Breaks through the ranks, and his retreat puriues: 

The lance arrefts him wita a mortal wound ; 

He falls, earth thunders, and his arms refound. 

With him all Gre :ce wa- funk; that moment all 

Her yet-furviv.nz heroes (cvem’d to fall, 

So, dcorch’d w tu beat, along the detfert fhore, 

The roaming ! on ru.ets a briftly boar, 

Fait by the fpring; they both difpute the flood, 

With flaming vygs, and jews befmear’d with 
blood , 

At length the favereign favage wins the ftrife, 

And the torn boar refigns his thir’t and lite. 

Patioclus thus, fo many chiets o’erthrown, 

So many lives cffu’d, expires his own, 

As dying now at Hector’s teet he lies, 

He fteruly views hin, and triumphing cries: 

Lie there, Patruclis! and with thee, the joy 
Thy pride once promis'd, of fubvertung ‘Troy ; 
The tan y'd {cenes of Thon wrapt in flangs, 

And thy ivit pleafures ferv’d with capt:ve dames! 
Unthinking man! I fought, thole towers to tice, 
And guard that beauteous race from lords lke 
But thou a prey to vultures fhalt be made; [thee: 
Thy own Achilles cannot Jend thee aid ; 
~ th mu - 

fay, 
And much enjoin thee, this impoitant day. 
* Return not, my brave frend (perhaps he taid) 
“Without the bloody arms of Hector dead.’ { 
He Jpoke, Patroclus maich’d, and thus hétped. 
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Supine and wildly gazing on the fhies, 
With taint, expiring breath, the chief replies: 
Vain boatter! ceaie, and know the Powers di- 
Jove's and Apollo’s is this deed, not thine; [vine! 
To Heaven is ow’d whate’er your own you call, 
And Heaven itfelf difarm’d me ere my fall. 
Had twenty mortals, each thy match in might, 
Oppos’d me fairly, they had funk in fight : 
By Fate and Phashus was I firft o’erthrown, 
tuphorbus next, the third mean part thy own: 
But thou, imperious! hear my lateft breath; 
Yhe Gods infpire it, and it founds thy death. 
Infulting man, thou fhalt be foonasI; {nigh: 
Black fate hangs o’er thee, and thy hour draws 
Ev’n now on lift’s laft verge I fee thee ftand, 
I fee thee fall, and by Achilles’ hand. 
He faints; the foul unwilling wings her way 
(ihe beauteous body left a load of clay) 
Flits to the lone, uncomfortable coatt, 
A naked, wandering, melancholy ghoft ! 
‘Then Heétor, paufing, as his eyes he fed 
On the pale carcafe, thus addrefs’d the dead: 
Froin whcnce this boding fpeech, the ftern de- 
ctee 
Of death denowne’d, or why denounc’d to me ? 
Why not as well Achilles’ tate be given [ven 3 
To Hedcton’s lance? Who knows the will of Hea~ 
Pentfive he {aid ; then preiling, as he lay, 
Hs breathiefs bofom, ture the lance away, 
And upwards caft the corpfe: the reeking fpear 
Hehakes, and charges the buld charioteer. 
But fwift Automedon with loofen’d reins 
Rapt in the chariot o’er the dittant plains, 
kat from his rage th’ immortal courlers drove, 
Th’ uamoital courlers were the gift of Jove. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 
The feventh Battle, for the Body of Patrocius: the Ads ef Menelaus. 


Menelaus, upon the death of Patroclus, defends his body from the enemy: Euphoibus, who attempts 


it, is flain. Mector advancing, Mcnelaus retires; but foon returns with Ajax, and drives him ott. 
This Glaucus objyeéts to Hector as a flight; who thereupon puts on the armour he had won from 
Patroclus, and renews the battle. The Giceks pive way, tll Ajax rallies them: hmeas fuftuins 


the Trojans. 
don. 


darknels: the noble prayer of Ajax on that occafion. 
d then returns to the fight; where, though attacked wth the utinoft 


the news of Patroclus’ death ; 


#Encas and Heéber attempt the chariot of Achilles, which ts borne qf by Autome~ 
The horfes of Achilles deplore the lofs of Patioclus: Jupiter covers his body with a thick 


Menclaus fends Antilochus to Achilles, with 


fury, he and Meriones, affifted by the Ajaxes, bear off the body to the fhips, 
The time is the evening of the cight and tWenticth day. ‘The fcene lies in the fields before Troy. 


Ow the cold earth divine Patroclus fpread, 

Lies pierc’d with wounds among the vulgar dead. 

Great Mcnelatis, touch’d with gencrous woe, 

Springs to the front, and guards him from the fue: 

Thus round her new-fall’n young the heifer 
Movcs, 

Fruit of her throes, and firft-born of her loves ; 

And anxious (helplefs as he lies, and bare) 

Turus, and re-turns her, with a mother’s cure. 

Oppos’d to each that near the carcule came, 

His broad fhield glitamers, and his lance: Same. 


The fon of Panthus, fkill'd the dart to fend, 

Eyes the dead hero, and infults the friend : 
This hand, Atrides, laid Patroclus low ; 
Warrior defift, nor tempt an equal blow: 
To me the fpoils my prowefs won, refign; 

Depart with life, and leave the glory mine. 

The Trojan thus: the Spartan monarch burn’d 
With generpus anguith, and in fcorn return’d : 
Laugh’ft thou not, fove! from thy -fuperior 

throne, 
When mortals boaft of prowefs not theix own ? 


qot: 


Not thus the lion glories in his might, 

Nor panther braves his {petted foe in fight, 

Nor thus the boar (thofe terrors of the plain) 

Man only vaunts his foree, and vaunts in vain, 

But far the vainett of the boaitful kind 

Thefe fons of Panthus vent their haughty mind. 

Yet ’twas but late, beneath my conquering fteel 

This boafter’s brother, Hyperenor, fell; 

Againit our arm, which rafhly he defy’d, 

‘Vain was his vigour, and as vain his pride. 

Vhefe eyes behed him on the duit eapiye, 

No moie to cheer his {poufe, or glad his fire. 

Prefumptuous yeuth! like his fhall be thy doom, 

Go, wait thy brother to the Stygian gloom ; 

Or, while thou may’ft, avoid the threaten’d fate ; 

Fools itay to feel it, and are wife too late. 
Unmov'd Euphorbys thus: That action known, 

Come, tor my brother's blood repay thy own, 

His weeping father claims thy deitin’d head, 

And {poufe, a widow in her bridal bed: 

On thefe thy conquer’d fpouls I hall beftow, 

'fo foothe a confort’s and a parent’s woe ; 

No longer then deter the glorious ftrite, 

Let Heaven decide our fortune, fame, and life. 
Swift as the woid the miffile lance he flings, 

The well-aim’d weapon an the buckler riags, 

But blunted by the brafs innoxious falls. 

On Jove the father, great Atrides calls, 

Nor flies the javelin trom his arm ip vain, 

Zt pierc’d his throat, and bent him to the plain; 

Wide through the neck appears the griily wotnd, 

Prone {inks the warrior, and his arms refound. 

The fhining circlets ot his golden hair, 

Which ev’n the Graces might be proud to wear, 

Inttars’d with gems and gold, beftrow the fhore, 

With duft difhonour’d, and deform’d with goré, 
As the young olive, in fome fylvan scene, 

Crown’d by freth fountains with eternal ‘green, 

Lifts the gay head, in fnowy flowerets fair, 

And plays and dances to the gentle air; 

When lo! a whirlwind fom high heaven invades 

The tender plant, and withers all its fhades ; 

It vs uprooted from its genial bed, 

A lovely ruin, now defac’d gud dead. 

Thus young, thus beautiful, Euphorbus lay, 

While the fierce Spartan tore his arins away, 

Proud of his deed, and glorious in the prize, 

afirighted ‘Troy the towering victor flies: 

Flies, as before iome mountain lion’s tre 

‘The village cyrs and tiembling {wains retire, 

When o’cr the flaughter’d bull they hear him 

roar, 

And fee his jaws diftil] with fmoking gore ; 

All pale with fear, at diftgnce icatter’d round, 

They thout inceMfant, and the vales refound. 
Mean while Apollo view’d with envious eyes, 

And urg'd grcat [lector to difpute the prize 

(In Mentcs’ fhape, beneath whofe mai tial care 

‘The rough Ciconians Icarn’d the trade of war :) 

Forbear, he cry’d, with fruitlefs {peed to chafe 

Achilles’ courfers, of setherial race ; 

‘They itoop not, thefe, to mortal man’s command, 

Or ttoop to none but great Achilles’ hand. 

Too long amus’d with a purfuit fo vata, 

Turn, and behold the brave Euphorbus flain! 

By Spaita flaiu! for ever now {upprelt 

‘Khe fire which burn’d in that undaunted breaft ! 
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And mix’d with mortals in the toils of fight : 

His words infix’d unutterable care 

Deep in great Hector’s foul: through all the war 

He darts his anxious eye; and inftant view'’d 

The breathle{s hero in his blood imbrued 

(Forth welling from the wound, as prone he lay) 

And in the victor’s hands the fhining prey. 

Sheagh'd in bright arms, through cleaving ranks 
he fies, 

And fends his voice in thunder to the fhies: » 

Fierce as a flood of flame by Vulcan fent, 

It flew, and fir’d the nations as it went. 

Atrides from the voice the itorm divin’d, 

And thus explor’d his own unconquer’d mind : 

Then fhall I quit Patroclus on the plain, 

Slain in my caute, aud for my honour flain? 
Defert the arms, the relicks of my friend ? 

Or, fingly, Hector and his troops attend ! 

Sure where fuch partial favour heaven beftow’d, 
‘Lo brave the hero were to brave the God : 
Forgive me, Greece, if once I quit the field ; 
*Ty not to Hector, but to heaven I yield. 

Yet, nor the God, nar heaven, fhall give me fear, 
Did but the voice of Ajax reach my ear: 

Still would we turn, ftill battle on the plains, 
And give Achilles all that yet remains 

Of his and our Patroclus---'This, no more, 

The time allow’d: Troy thicken’d on the fhore, 
A fable feene! The terrors Hector led. 

Slow he 1ecedes, and fighing quits the dead. 

So from the tuld th? uawiling lion parts, 
Force by loud clamouis, and a tturm of darts ; 
He flies indeed, but threatens as he fives, 

With heart indignant and retorted eyes. 

Now entei’d m the Spartan ranks, he turn'd 
His manly breaft, and witu new fury burn’d; 
O’er all the black battalions (ent his view, 

And through the cloud the god like Ajax knew; 
Where labuumag on the left the warrior ftood, 
All grim in arms, and cover'd o’er with blood ; 
There breathing courage, where the God of Day 
Had funk each heart with terror and difinay. 

To him the king: Oh Ajax, oh wy friend 5 
Hatte, and Patroclus’ lov’d remains defend : 

The body to Achilles to 1eflore, 
Demands our care; alas, we can no more ! 
For naked now, dei{poil’d of arms, he lies ; 
And He¢tor glories in the dazzling prize. 
He faid, and tuuch’d his heart. The raging pait 
Pierce the thick battle, and provoke the war. 
Already had itern Hector iciz‘’d his head, 
And doom’d to Trojan dogs th’ unhappy dead ; 
But foon (as Ajax rear’d his tower-lke fhield ) 
Sprung to his car, and meafur’d back the field. 
His train to Troy the radiant armour bear, 
To ftand a trophy of his fame in war. 

Mean yi) gieat Ajax (his bruad fhield dif. 

lay’d 
Guards the dead hero with the dreadful thade ; 
And now before, and now behind he ftood : 
Thus, in the centre of fome ploomy wood, 
With many a ftep the lionels furrounds 
Her tawny young, befet by men and hounds ; 
Elate her heart, and rouzing all her powers, 
Dark o’cr the fiery balls cach hanging eye-brow 
lowers. 


Thus having fpoke, Apollo wee his flight, 
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Fait by his fide the generous Spartan glows 
With great revenge, and feeds his inward woes. 

But Glaucus, leader of the Lycian aids, 

On Hector frowning, thus his flight upbraids: 
Where now in Hector fhall we Hector find ? 

A manly form, without a manly mind ! 

Is this, O chief! a heroe's boated fame ? 

How vain, without the merit, is the name! 
Since battle is renounc’d, thy thoughts employ 
What other methods may preferve thy Troy ; 
“his time to try if Ilion’s ftate can ftand 

By thee alone, nor afk a foreign hand ; 

Mean, empty boaft! but fhall the Lycian’s ftake 
Their lives fur you ?*thofe Lycian’s you forlake ? 
What from thy thanklefs arms can we expect? 
Thy friend Sarpedon proves thy bafe neglect : 
Say, fhall our flaughter’d bodies guard your walls, 
While unreveng’d the great Sarpedon falls? 
Ev’n where he «ly’d for Troy, you left him there, 
A feat fur dogs, and all the fowls of air. 

Qn my command ifany Lycian wait, 

Hence kt him march, and give up Trey to fate. 
Did fuch a fpirit as the Gods impart 

Iimpel one ‘Trojan hand, or ‘Trojan heart + 
(Such, as fhould burn in every foul, that draws 
"he tword for glory, and his country’s caule ;) 
Lv’n yet our mutual arms we might employ, 
And drag yon caicafe to the walls ef Troy. 

Oh! were Patroclus ours, we might obtain 
Sarpedon’s arins and honour’d corfe again ! 
Gieece with Achilies’ friend thould be repaid, 
And thus due honours purchas’d to his fhade. 
But woids are vain --Let Ajax once appear, 
eind Hector trembles and recedes with feag; 
"Thou dart not mect the terrors of his eye ; 
And lo! already thou prepar’tt to fly, 

"Lhe Trojan chief with fix’d refentment ey'd 
The Lycian leader, and fedate replied : 

Say, is it juft (my frend) that Hector’s ear 
Frem fuch a watrior fuch a fpeech thould hear?. 
1 deem’d thee once the wifett of thy kind, 

But iil this infult Iuits a prudent mind. 

} fiun great Ajax? I defert my train? 

Tis mine to prove the rath aflertion vain ; 

1 joy to mingle whcie the battle blecds, 

And hear the thunder of the founding fteeds. 

But Jove’s high wall is ever uncontroul’d, 

The'ftiong he withers, and confounds the bold ; 

Now crowns with fame the mighty man, and 
now 

Strikes the frefh garland from the victor’s bruw ! 

Come, through yon fyuadron let us hew the way, 

Aud thou be witnefs, if 1 fear to-day ; 

It yet a Greek the fight of Hector dread, 9 

Or yet their hero can defend the dead. 

Then, turning to the martial holts, he cries, 

Ye Trojans, Dardans, Lyvians, and allies ! 
Be men (my friends) in action as m name, 
And yet be mindful of your ancient fame. 
He¢tor in proud Achilles’ arms fhall fhine, 
Torn from‘ his friend, by right of conqueft mine. 

He {trode along the field, as thus he {aid 
(The fable plumage nodded o’er his head) : 
Swift through the fpacious plain he fent a look ; 
One inftant faw, one inftant overtook 
rhe diftant band, thgt on the fandy fhore 
The radiant {poils to facred Lion bore. 


# 


tex" 
There his own mail unbrac'd the field beftrow'd ; 
His train to Troy convey’d the maffy load. 
Now blazing in th’ immortal arms he ftands, 
The work and prefent of celestial hands ; 

'y aged Peleus to Achilles given, 

is firt to Peleus by the court of heaven : 
His father’s arms not long Achilles wears, 

‘urbid by fate to reach his father’s years. 

Him, proud in triumph, glittering from afar, 

The God, whofe thunder rends the troubled air, 
Beheld with pity, as apart he fute, 
And con{cious look’d through all the {cene of fate, 
He fhook the facred honours of his head ; 
Olympus trembled, and the Godhead faid : 

Ah wretched man! unmindfal of thy end! 

A moment’s glory! and what fates attend ! 

In heavenly panoply divinely bright 

Thou ftand'ft, and armies tremble at thy fight, 
As at Achilleg’ felf! beneath thy dart 
Lies flain the great Achilles’ dearer part : 

Thou trom the mighty dead thofe arms hait torn, 
Which once the greateft of mankind had wor. 
Yet live! I give thee one illuftrious day, 

A blaze of glory ere thou fad’it away : 

For ah! no more Andromache fhall come, 

With joyful tears ta weleome Hector home 

No more officious, with endearing charms, 

From thy tir’d limbs unbrace Pelides’ arms! 

Then with his fable brow he gave the nod, 
That feals his word ; the fanétion of the God. 
The Rubborn arms (by Jove’s command difpos’d) 
Conform’d tpontaneous, and around hit clos‘d; 
Fill’d with the God, enlarg’d his members grew, 
Through all his veins a fudden vigour flew, 

Thg blood in biifker tides began to roll, 

And Mars himfelf came rufhing on his foul. 

Exhorting loud, through all the field he itrode, 

And look'd, and mov'd, Achilles, or a God. 

Now Mefthles, Glaucus, Medon, he infpires: 

Now Phorcys, Chromius, and Hippothous fires ; 

The great Thefilocus {ike fury found, 7 

Afterupaus kindled at the found, 

And Ennomus, in augury renown’d. 

Hear, all ye hofts, and hear, unnumber’d bands 

Of neighbonring nations, or of dittant lands ' 

T'was not for ftate we fummon'd you fo far, 

To boaf our nuinbers, and the pomp of war ; 

Ye came to fight; a violent foe to chafe, 

To fave our preient, and our future race. 

For this, our wealth, our products, you enjoy; 

And glean the relicks of exhaufted ‘Troy. 

Now then to conquer or to die prepase, 

To die or conquer are the terms of war. 

Whatever hand fhall win Patroclus flain, 

Whoe’er fhall drag him to the Trojan train, 

With Hector’s telt thall equal honours claim ; 

With Hector part the fpoil, and fhare the fame. 
a by his words, the troops difmifs their 

ears, 

They join, they thicken, they protend their {pears; 

Full on the Greeks they drive in firm aryay, 

Andeach from Ajax hopes the glorious prey: 

Vain hope! what number fhail the field o’ers 

{fpread, 

What victims perifh round the mighty dead ! 

Great Ajax mark’d the growing ftorm from far, 

And thus befpoke his bruther of the war: 
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Our fata: day, alas' 1s come (my friend) 

And all our wars and glories at an cnd 

*Tis not this corle alune we guard in vain, 

Conde mn d to vultures on the Proyan plain ; 

We too mut yacld the fame fad tate muft fall 

On thee, on me, perhaps (my fricr d) on all 

Sa what itcmpe ft diuctul Hector fpreads, 

And lo! it birfts it thunders on our heids! 

Call on our Cre ks, if aay bh ar the call, 

The brave Greece = thish urde i nds them al 
The wonaua rar ’d lisvore ant wide around 

The ticld re-cchacd the d tli tst 1 Oo nd 

O1 1 fs! oh princes! to ehofe hand ts piven 


"1 imen, who cloy sf m Heaven! 
Mion w hor iwsbo a Atuis guice 
Y fcoudu wA giv oc! ffar, 
A ot wil a4 ir ch %) 
ail silt oo whe g doiwar, 
Cu a ’ r+ anploy, 
A et f Pry 

\ 
Svii v i 4. ty bsirvl, 
We Amad ctu, anell wwihag , 
And Muncn, bucnmy ith thou s1ize 


And long fuccucding rumbeis wl o can nime? 
But illwere Gieel andc gerall or fume 
Fieree to th char,e great He“tan Iced the thion,, 
Whoie Licy, ert rd ed, riba w th thouts alcn, 
Thu when imo mii b Yow fo ms ind raves, 
Wiese fom iwoliisci d tembezues his waves, 
Fullin the ro tris flop d the iu dung tidee 
‘In vol izorimyo hs trom fide to fidc, 
her rt mit cs to hisutmoft fhorc, 
Avl dutatt reel rcbellow to the rour 

Wer ef reko dy the im Achuin bard 
Wilt aenfhell 1: pormdcuce f& 11 e 
J ,prurnr drone oerthe mingled tht, 
Coco ther arior fi inv helins in nig at 
lotum, the onic for wh in the hofs ccntard, 
Fiadtivd noth wril trh livd frei 
D adtejzroticét * 1 w th luperor crc 
Werac rishiscn te to the b rds of air 

Tien Latta? the Grevuains fcarce fuftain, 
Rey | dt! vy dd, the Troyans feize the flan 
Ttor aectheyr ily, to revenge led on 
Rytncts tra ft Ajax Iclamon 
( \,.4, to Pe'ta ton the fecond nime, 
Ji gracctul fat sc nest, ind next in faric), 
With acadl n, orce the toremclt ranks he tore 
So tbr ugh ta thi Let burits the mountain-bear 
And rudcly tc ettcrs, f r to di?ance round, 
The mishted hun c and the bayiig hound 


Th 1.0 kethus, brave Peliugus’ herr, 
Hipp 1 u, drag. d the caicate through the wai, 
Th on wy anclesran’l, the (Let he bound 


Wit thon, inferte |] through the double wound 

Incvitia! sate o ertakes the deed, 

De we" sy jreat \jax vengeful lince to bleed 

It clit the helnct brizen cheeks in tw un, 

The thatter’d creft and horfe hair ftrow the plan 

With nerves relax’d he tumbles to the ground 

The brain comes guihing through the ghaitly 
wound 

He drops Patroclus’ foot, and o er bine {pread 

Now lies, a fad com, anion ot the dead 

Far trom Larifla hes, his native arr, 

Avid ll requites his parent s tender care. 
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Lamented youth ? in life’s firft bloom he fell, 
Sent by great Ajax to the thades of hell. 
Once mote at Ajax, Hector’s javelin flies 
The Grecian marhing, as 1t cut the fkies, 
Shurn’d the defcending death, which hifling on, 
Stretch’d in the duft the great Iphytus’ fon, 
Schedius the biave, of all the Phocian hind 
Lhe boldeft wartor, and the nobleft mind. 
In ttle Panopc, for ftrength renown’d, 
He held his feat, 1nd rul d the realms around 
Plun,’d in his throat, the wce1ipon drank his blood, 
And deep tr infpiercing through the fhoulder ftood, 
In clan.ing arms the hero fell, and all 
Lhe fields relounded with hig weighty fall. 
Phorcy s 1s fliri Hippothous he detends, 
The Lelamonian lince h » belly rends, 
Lhe hollow armoii burit before the ftroke, 
Anlthrough the wound theirufluing entrails broke 
In thiong convuilfion panting on the tands 
He lics, and graps the daft with dying hands. 
Sauch at the isht, recede the Tiojar train 
The Monte . Ai,ives at ip the heroc flan 
And row had Troy Ly Grecce compel'’d to yield 
ricltohe om os , ud wennd the ticld, 
Gree e inher nitive ortitude elat , 
With Jove averie, had tuin a the ical of fite 
But Phabusurgd Ami tot 1 ht, 
He fe md lke acd Pcriphasto ficbt 
(A herald in Anchiics love grown old, 
Rever'd tor prudence and with piu ence, bold). 
Thish —-Whit methods yet, oh chict! remain, 
To tave your Troy, though He tven its fall ord un? 
There have been herocs, who, by vit ous c ire, 
By viloar, number, udty arts oi war, 
Have t%c’d the Lowers to (pare afin in, ftate, 
And gun’d tleng ‘the glorio.s olds ot fite 
But you when Furtune imk , when Jove de- 
clures 
Itis putial favour ard a® ts your wars, 
dour fhiumetul etlorts g unt yourfelvcs employ, 
And torcc th unwi lin, God to rum Troy 
floieis throuph the torm vflu nu d, detciies 
The Power cor cal d, inl thus to H ctor cries 
Oh lifting fhame to our cwn tras a prey, 
We feek our 1 iumpirts, and defert the day ! 
A God (nor 1s he Icis) my bofom warms, 
And tells me, Jove ifterts the Troj in arms . 
He {pohe, and fore noft to the combat flew 
The hold cxample all h» hot purine 
Lhen firft, Leocritus beneath him bled, 
Tn vin below’d by v lant Fycomedc, 
Who view d his fill, ind giicving at the chince, 
Swit to revenge it, tent his ing y lance 
The whitl 1 lance, with vigor ous foice addreft, 
Deiceids, and pints in Apifaon > brealt 
From rich Peontas valcs the warriot came, 
Next tlee, Aterope s! inplace and fame 
Aftcroocus with ,ricf bcheld the flain, 
And ruth’d to combat, but he rufh d in vin 
Ii difloluably firm, around the dead, 
Rank within rank, or buckler buchlca fpread, 
And hemm’d with briftled fpeais, the Gieqiin 
A brazen bulv ark, and an 1ron wood [Rood 
Great Ajax cycs them with inccfint care, 
And 1n an orb contracts the crowded war, 
Glofe in their ranks commands to fight or fall, 
And ftands the centre and thé foul of all. 
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Fixt on the {pot they war, and, wounded, wound ; 
A fanguine torrent fteeps the reeking ground ; 

On heaps the Greeks, on heaps the Trojans bled, 
And, thickening round them, rife the hills of dead. 

Greece in clofe order, and collected might, 

Yet fuffers leaft, and {ways the wavering fight ; 
Fierce as conflicting fires the combat burns, 
And now it rifes, now it finks, by turns. 

In one thick darknefs all the fight was loft ; 

The fun, the moon, and all th’ xtherial hoft, 
Seem’¢ as extinct: day ravith'd from their eyes, 
And all heaven’s {plendors blotted from the fkies. 
Such o’er Patioclus’ body hung the night, 

The reft in funfhine fought, and open light: 
Unclouded there, th’ serial azure fpread, 

No vapour refted on the mountain's head ; 

The golden fun pour'd forth a ftronger ray, 

And all the broad expanfion flam'd with day. 
Difpers’d around the plain, by fits, they fight, 
And here, and there, their fcatter’d arrows light : 
But death and darknefs o’er the carcafe {pread, 
There burn’d the war, and there the mighty bled. 

Mean while the fons of Neftor in the rear 
(Their fellows routed) tofs the diftant fpeag, 

And fkirmifh wide: fo Neftor gave command, 
When from the fhips he fent the Pylian band. 
The youthful brothers thus for fame contend, 

Nor knew the fortune of Achilles’ friend ; 

In thought they view'd him ftill, with martial joy, 
Glotious in arms, and dealing deaths to ‘Troy. 

But round the corpfe the heroes pant for breath, 
And thick and heavy grows the work of death : 
O’erlabour’d now, with duft, and fweat, and gore, 
Their hnees, their legs and feet are cover’d o’er ; 

rops follow drops, the clouds on clouds ariie, 
And carnage clogs their hands, and durknels fills 

their eyes. 
As when a flaughtcr’d bull's yet-reeking hide, 
Strain’d with full force, and tugg’d from fide to 
fide, 
The brawny currries ftretch; and labour o’cr 
Th’ extended furface, drunk with fat and gore: 
So, tugging round the corpfe both armies ftood ; 
The mangled body bath’d in fweat and blood : 
While Giecks and Ilions equal ftrength employ, 
Now to the fhips to force it, now to Troy. 
Not Pallas’ felf, her breaft when fury warms, 
Nor he whofe anger {ets the world in arms, 
Could blame this fcene: fuch rage, fuch horror 
retuned 5 
Such, Jove to honour the great dead ordain’d. 

Achilles in his fhips at diltance lay, 
Nor knew the fatal fortune of the day ; 
He, yct unconfcious of Patroclus’ fall, 
In duftextended under Dion's wall, 
Expects him plorious from the conquer’d plain, 
And for his with'’d return prepares in vain; 
Though well he knew, to make proud Ilion bend, 
Was more than heaven had deftin’d to his friend ; 
Perhaps to him: this ‘Thetis had reveal’d ; 

The reft, in pity to her fon, conceal’d. 

Stdl rag’d the conflict round the hero dead, 
And heaps on heaps by mutual wounds they bled 
Curs'd be the man (ev'n private Greeks would 
Who dares defert this well-difputed day! [lay) 
Firft may the cleaving earth before our eyes 
Gage wide, and drial’ our blood for {acrifice ! 
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Firft peri(h all, ere haughty Troy fhall boat 
We lot Patroclus, and our glory loft ! [faid, 


Thus they. While with one voice the Trojang 
Grant this day, Jove! or heap us on the dead ! 
Then clath their founding arms; the clangorg 
And fhake the brazen concave of the fkies. [rife, 
Mean time, at diftance from the fcene of bload, 
The penfive fteeds of great Achilles ftood ; 
Their god like mafter flain before their eyes, 
‘hey wept, and fhar’d in human miferies. 
In vain Automedon now fhakes the rein, [vain ! 
Now plies the lath, and foothes and threats in 
Nor to the fight nor Hellefpont they go, 
Reftive they ftood, and obitinate in woe: 
Still as a tomb-{tone, never to be mov’d, 
On fome good man or woman unreprov'd 
Laysits eternal weight; or fix’d as ftands 
A marble courfer by the fculptor’s hands, 
Plac’d on the heroe’s gravee Along their face 
The big round drops cours’d down with filent pace, 
Conglobing on the duft. Thcir manes, that late 
Circled their arched necks, and wav'd in ftate, 
Trail’d on the duft beneath the yoke were fpread, 
And prone to earth was hung their languid head z. 
Nor Jove difdain’d to caft a pitying look, 
While thus relenting to the fleeds he fpoke : 
Unhappy courfers of immortal ftrain ! 
Exempt from are, and deathlefs, now in vain; 
Did we your race on mortal man beftow, 
Only, alas! to fhare in mortal woe ? 
For afi! what is there, of inferior birth, 
That breathes or creeps upon the duft of earth ; 
What wretched creatpre, of what wretched kind, 
Than man more weak, calamitous, and blind ? 
A miferable race! but ceafe to mourn ; 
For not by you {hail Priam’s fon be borne 
High on the {plendid car: one glorious prize 
He rafhily boxfts; the reft our will denies. 
Ourfelf will fwiftnefs to your nerves impart, 
Ourfelf with rifing fpirits {well your heart. 
Automedon your rapid flight fhall bear 
Safe to the nivy through the ftorm of war: 
For yet "tis given to Troy, to ravage o’cr 
The field, and {pread her flaughters to the fhore ; 
The fun fall icve her conquer, till lus fall 
With facred darknels fhades the face of all. 
He faid; and, breathing in th’ immortal horfe 
Exceflive fpirit, urg’d them to the courle ; 
From their high manes they fhake the duff, and 
bear : 
The kindling chariot through the parted war: 
So flies a vulture through the clamorgus train 
Of gcete, that tcream, and (catter round the co 
From danger now with f{wifteft {peed they flew, 
And now to congnefl with like fpeed purtuc ; 
Sole in the fcat the charioteer renaains, 
Now plies the javelin, now direéts the reins: 
Him brave Alcimedon behold diftreft, 
Approach‘d the chariot, and the chief addreft : 
What God provokes thee, rafhly thus to date, 
Alone, unaided, in the thickeft war? 
Alas! thy friend is flain, and Heétor wields 
Achilles’ arms triumphant in the fields. 
In happy time (the charivtcer replies) 
The bold Alcimcdon now greets my eyes; 
No Greek like him the heavenly ttec ds reflrains, 
Or holds their fury in fufpended reins: 
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Patroclus while he liv’d, their rage could tame, 
But now Patroclusis an empty name ! 

To thee I yield the feat, to thee refign 

The ruling charge: the tafk of fight be mine. 

He faid. Alcimedon, with active heat, 
Snatches the reins, and vaults into the feat. 

His friend defcends. The chief of Troy defcry'd, 

And call’d Acneas, fighting near his fide : 

Lo, to my fight, beyond our hope, reftor’d 

Achilles’ car, deferted of its lord ! 

The glorious fteeds our ready arms invite, 

Scarce their weak drivers guide them through the 
ht ; 

Can pel eppenents ftand, when we affail? 

Unite thy force, my friend, and we prevail. 

‘The fon of Venus to the council yields ! 

Then o’er théir backsthey fpread their folid thields: 
With brafs refulgent the broad furface fhin’d, 
And thick bull-hides the {pacious concave lin’d. 
Then Chromius follows, Aretus fucceeds ; 

Each hopes the conquett of the lofty fteeds: 

In vain, brave youths, with glorious hopes ye burn, 
Jn vain advance, not fated to return. 

Unmov’d, Automeden attends the fight, 
Ymplores th’ Eternal, and colle&s his nught. 
Then turning to his friend, with dauntlefs mind : 
Oh keep the foaming courfers clofe behind ! 

Full on my fhoulders let their noftrils blow, 

For hard the fight, determin’d is the foe ; 

*Tis Hector comes; and when he feeks the prize, 
War knows no mean: he winsit, or he diese 

Then through the field he fends his voice aloud, 
And calls th’ Ajaces from the warring crowd, 
With great Atrides, Hither turn (he fad) 
Turn, where diftrefs demands immedpate aid ; 
The dead, encircled by his friends, forego, © 
And fave the living trom a fiercer foe. 

Unhelp’d we ttand, unequal to engage 
The force of Hector, and /Lneas’ rage: 
Yet, mighty as they aré, my force to prove 
Is only mine: th’ event belongs Jove. 

He (poke, and high the founding javelin flung, 
Which pafs'd the fluield of Aretus the young ; 

It picie’d his belt, embofs’d with curious art, 

Then in the lower belly ftuck the dart. 

As when a ponderous axe, defcending full, 

Cleaves the broad forehead of fome brawny bull; 

Struck ’twixt the horns, he iprings with many a 
hound, 

Then tumbling rolls enormous on the ground : 

Thug fell the youth, the air his foul receiv’d, 

And the {pear trembled as his entrails heav’d, 

Now at Automedon the Trojan foe 
Difcharg’d his lance; the meditated blow, 
Stooping, he fhunn’d; the javelin idly fled, 

And hifs’d innoxious o’er the hero’s head : 

Deep-rooted in the ground, the forceful {pear 

In long vibration fpent its fury there. 

With clafhing falchions now the chiefs had clos’d, 

But each brave Ajax beard, and interpos’d; 

Nor longer Hector with his Trojans ttood, 

But left their flain companion in his blood : 

His artns Automedon divefts, and crie , 

Accept, Patroclus, this mean facrifie: ' 

Thus pai I footh’d my griefs, and thus have 
paid, 

Poor as it is, fome offering to thy thadc ! 
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So looks the lion o’er a mangled boat, 
All grim with rage, and horrible with gore 
High on the chariot at one bound he fprung, 
And o’er his feat the bloody trophies hung. 
And now Minerva, from the realms of aif, 
Defcends impetuous, and renews the war ; 
For, pleas’d at length the Orecian arms to aid, 
The Lord of Thunders fent the blue-ey’d Maid, 
As when high Jove, denouncing future woe, 
O’er the dark clouds extends his purple bow. 
(In fign of tempetts from the troubled uir, 
Or from the tage of man, deftructive war) 
The drooping cattle dread th’ impending fkies, 
And from his half-till’d field the labourer flies; 
In fuch a form the Goddefs round her drew 
A livid cloud, and to the battle flew. 
Affuming Phoenix’ thape, on earth the falls, 
And in his well-known voice to Sparta calls: 
And lies Achilles’ friend, belov’d by all, 
A prey to dogs beneath the Trojan wall ? 
What thame to Greece, for futnre times to tell, 
To thee the greateft, in whofe caufe he fell ! 
© chief, oh father ! (Atreus’ fon replies) 
O tull of days! by kung experience wife ' 
What more defires my foul, than here, unmov'd, 
‘To guard the body of the man I Jovd ? 
Ah would Minerva fend me ftiength to rear 
This weary'd arm, and ward the tlorm of war! 
But Hector, like the rage of fire, we dread, 
And Jove’s own glories blaze around his head, 
Pleas’d to be firft of all the Powers addreft, 
She breathes new vigour in her hero’s breaft, 
And fills with keen revenge, with fell defpight, 
Defire of blood, and rage, and Inft ot fight. 
So bums the vengeful hornct (foul alf o’er !) 
Repuls’d in vain, and thifty fill of gore 
(Bold fun of air and heat ') on angry wings 
Untam’d, untir’d, he turns, attacks, and ttings. 
Fir’d with like ardor fierce Atrides flew, 
And fent his fonl with every lance he threw. 
There ftood a Trojan, not unknown to fame, 
Fetion’s fon, and Podes was his name, 
With riches honoui'd, and with conrage blett, 
By Hector lov’d, his comrade, and his guett ; 
Through his broad belt the fpear a paflage found, 
And ponderous as he talls, hts aims rejound. 
Sudden at Hectoi’s fide Apollo ftood, 
Like Phenops, Afius’ fon, appear’d the God 
(Afius the great, who heid his wealthy reign 
In fair Abydos, by the rolling main): 
Oh prince (he cried) oh toremoft once itt 
fame ! 
What Grecian now fhall tremble at thy name? 
Doft thou at length to Menelaub yield, 
A cBiet once thovght no terror of the field ; 
Yet ingly, now, the long-dilpyted prize 
He beass victorious, while out army flies ! 
By the fame arm illuftrious Podes bled ; 
The friend of Hector, unreveney’d, is dead | 
This heard, o’er Hector fpreads a cloud of woe, 
Rage lifts his lance, and drives him on the foe. 
But now th’ Eternal fhook his fable fhield, 
That fhaded Ide and all the fubject field, 
Beneath itsample verge. A rolling cloud 
Involv’d the mount; the thunder roar’d aloud s 
Th’ affrighted hills from their foundations nod, 
And blaze bencath the lighftnings of the God; 
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At 6ne régard of his all-feeing eye, ! 

The vanygurh’d triumph, and the victors fly. 
apen oe Greece. The flight Peneleus 

ed: 

For, as the brave Boetonian turn’d his head 

To face the foe, Polydamas drew neat, 

And raz’d his thoulder with a fhorten’d (pear: 

By Hector wounded, Leitus quits the plain, 

Pierc’d through the wrift ; and, raging with te 

Grafps his once formidable lance in vain. (pain, 

As Hector tollow’d, Idomen addrett 
The Haming javelin to his manly breaft ; 

The brittle point before his corfelet yields ; 
Exulting Troy with clamour fills the fields ; 
Hieh on his chariot’as the Cretan ftood, 

The fon of Priam hurl’d the millive wood ; 

But, erring trom its aim, th’ impetuous {pear 
Struck to the duft the fquire and charioteer 

Of inartial Merion: Coeranus his name, 

Who left fair Ly¢tus for the fields of fame. 

On fout bold Merion fought; and now, laid low, 
Had grac’d the triumphs of his Trojan foe ; 

But the brave ‘(quire the ready courfers brought, 
And with his lite his matter’s fatety bought. 
Betweer his check and ear the weapon went, 
‘The teeth it thatter’d, and the tongue it rent. 
Prone trom the {cat he tumbles to the plain; 
His dying hand forgets the falling rein: 

This Merion reaches, bending from the car, 
And urges to defert the hopelefs war ; 
Idomencus conients ; the lash applies ; 

And the fwift chartot to the navy tlies. 

Nor Ajax lets the will of Heaven defery’d, 
And canqueil ibifting to the Trojan fide, 
4Yurn’d by the hand of Jove. ‘Then thus leegun, 
To Atreus’ feed, the godlike Telamon : 

Alas! who ices not fove’s almighty hand 
Transfers the glory to the Trojan band? 
Whethe: the weak or ftrong difcharge the dart, 
He guides cach arrow to a Grecian heart : 

Not fo our {pears: inceifant though they rain, 

He futters every lance to fall in vam. 

Deierted of the God, yet let us try 

What human itrength aud prudence can fupply ; 

It yet this honour'’d corpfe, in triumph borne, 

May glad the fleets that hope not our return, 

Who trembled yet, icarce retcued f10m_ their 
fates, 

And ftill hear Hector thundering at their gates. 

Some hero too mutt be difpatch’d, to bear 

The mournful meflage to Pelides’ ear; 

For fure he knows not, diftant on the fhore, 

His triend, his lov’d Patroclus, is no more. 

But fuch a chief I ipy not through the hott: 

The men, the tteeds, the armies, all arc loft ® 

In general darknets---Lord of earth and air ! 

Oh King! oh Father ! hear my humble prayer: 

Ditpel this cloud, the light of heaven reftore ; 

Give me to fee, and Ajax afks uo more: 

If Greece mutt perith, we thy will obey, 

But let us perifh in the face of day ! 

With tears the hero tpoke, and at his prayer 
The God relenting, clear’d the clouded air ; 
Forth burit the fun with all-enlightening ray ; 
The blaze of armour flath’d againit the day. 
Now, now, Atrides! caft around thy fight; 

If yet Antilochus durvives the fight, 
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Let him to great Achilles’ ear convey 


' "The fatal news———Atrides haftes away. 


So turns the lion from the nightly fold, 
Though high in courage, and with hunger bold, 
Long -gall’d by herdimen, aud long vex’d by 

hounds : 
Stiff with fatigue, and fretted fore with wonnds s 
The darts fly round him from an hundred hands; 
And the red tetrois of the blazing brands: 
Till late, rcluctant, at the dawn of day 
Sour he departs, and quits the unta ed prey. 
So mov'd Atrides ftdém his dangerous place 
With weary limbs, but with unwilling pace ; 
The foe, he fear’d, might yet Patroclus gain, 
And much admonifh’d, much adjur’d, his train: 

O guard thefe relicks, to yout charge confign’d, 

And bear the merits of the dead in mind ; 
How {kill’d he was in ¢ach obliging urt ; 
The mildeft manners and the gentleft heart: 
He was, alas! but fate decreed his end; 

In death a hero, as in life a friend ! 

So parts the chief; from rank to rank he flew, 
And round on all fides fent his piercing view. 

As the buld bird, endued with tharpeit eye 
Of all that wing the mid aérial fky, 

The facred eagle, from his walks above 

Looks down, and fees the diftant thicket move ; 
Then ftoops, and, foufing on the quivering hare, 
Snatches his life amid the clouds of air. 

Not with lefs quickneds, his exerted fight 

Pais this, and that way, thro’ the ranks of fight : 
Till on the leit the chief he fought, he found ; 
Checring his men, and fpreading deaths around. 

To him the king: Below’d of Jove! draw near, 

For fadder tidings never touch’d thy ear; 

Thy eyes have witnefs’d, what a fatal turn! 

How Thon triumphs, and th’ Achalans mourn; 
This is not all: Patrocius, on the fhore 

Now pale and dead, fhall fuccour Greece no more. 
Fly to the tleet, thisinftant, fly, and tell 

‘The tad Achilles, how his low’d-one fell: 

He too inay hafte the naked corpie to gain; 

The arms are He¢tor’s, who defpoil’d the flain. 

The youthtul warrior heard with filent woe, 
From his fair eyes the tears bepan to flow ; 

Big with the inighty grief, he ftrove to fay 

What forrow dictates, but no word found way. 
‘Yo brave Lauodocus his arms he flung, 

Who near him wheeling, drove his iteeds along ; 
‘hen 1an, the mournful meffage to igpurt, 
With tearful eyes, and with dejected heart. 

Switt fled the youth: nor Menelaiis ftands, 
(Though fore diftreft) to aid the Pylian bands ; 
But bids bold Thrafvmede thole troops fuftain; 
Himfelf returns to his Patroclus flain, 

Gone is Antilochus (the hero faid) 

But hope not, warriors, for Achilles’ aid : 
Though fierce his rage, unbounded be his woe, 
Unarm’d he fights not with the Trojan foe. 
"fis in our hands alone our hopes remain ; 

*Tis our own vigor muit the dead regain, 

And fave ourfelves, while with impetuous hate 
Troy pours along, and this way rolls our fate. 

“Tis well (mid Ajax); be it then thy care, 
With Merion’s aid, the weighty corpie to rear ; 
Myfelf and my bold brother will fuitain 
The thock of Hector and his charging train ; 
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Nor fear we armies, fighting fide by fide ; 

What Troy can dare, we have already try’d, 

Have try’d it, and have ftood. The hero faid; 

High from the ground the warrior’s heave the 

A general clamour riles at the fight: {dead. 

Loud fhout the Trojans, and renew the fight. 

Not fiercer rufh along the gloomy wood, 

‘With rage infatiate and with thirft of blond, 

Voracious hounds, that many a length before 

Their furious hunters drive the wounded boar; 

But, if the favage turns his glaring cye, 

They howl aloof, and round the foreft fly. 

‘Thus on retreating Greece the Trojans pour, 

Wave their thick faulchions, and their javclins 

fhowcr: 

But, Ajax turning, to their fears they yield, 

All pele they tremble, and torfake the field, 
While thus aloft the hero’s corpfe they bear, 

Behind them rages all the ftorm of war; 

Contufion, tumult, horror, o’e1 the throng 

Of men, feeds, chariots, urg’d tle rout along : 

Lefs fierce the winds with rifing flames confpire, 

To whelm fome city under waves of fire ; 

New fink in gloomy clouds the proud abodes; 

Now ctfack the blazirg temples of the Gods; 

The rumbling torrent through the rvin rolls, 

And fheets of fmoke mount hcavy to the poles. 
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The heroes fweat beneath their honour'd load : 
As when two mules, along the rugged road, 
From the fteep mountain with exerted ftrength 
Drag fome vaft beam, or tnaft’s unwieldy length; 
Inly they groan, big drops of fweat diftil, 


* Th’ enormous timber lumbering down the hill: 





So thefe Behind, the bulk of Ajax ftands; 

And breaks the torrent of the rufhing bands. # 

Thus, when a river fwell’d with fudden rains 

Spreads his bioad waters o’er the level plains, 

Some interpofing hill the ftream divides, 

And brcaks its force, and turns the winding 
tides. 

Still clofe they follow, clofe the rear engage ; 

/Eneas ttorms, and Hector foams with rage : 

While Greece a heavy, thick retreat maintains, 

Wedg'd in one body, like a flight of cranes, 

That thnek incetlant while the falcon, hung 

High on pois’d pinions, threats their callow young. 

So from the ‘Trojan chiefs the Grecians fly, 

Such the wild terror, and the mingled cry : 

Within, without the trench, and all the way, 

Strow’d in bright heaps, their arms and armour 
lay ; 

Such h&rror Jove impreft! yet ftill proceeds 

The wok of death, and fill the battle bleeds. 
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THE S\RGUMENT. 


The Grief of Achiies, anl new Armour made him by Vulcan 


The news of the death of Patroclus is brought to Achilles by Antilochus. Thetis, hearing his lamen- 


tations, comes with ¢ll her fea-nymphs to comfort him. 


‘The fpeeches or the mother and fon ow 


this occafion, Iris appears to Achilles by the command of Juno, and orders him to fhew himlelf a¢ 
the head of the entrenchments, The ficht of him turns the fortune of the day, and the body of Pa- 
troclus ja catried off by the Greeks. The Trojans call a council, where Hector and Polydamas dil- 


We aes 


Achjlles over the Lody of Patioclus. 


jx opinions; bat the advice of the former prevails, to remain encamped in the field. 


Thetis goes to the palace of Vulcan, to obtain new arms for her fon. The defcription of the wonder. 


ful wor 


of Vulcan; and luitly, that noble one of the thield of Achilles. 


The latter part of the nine and twentieth day, and the night enfuing, take up this Sook. The fcene 
is at Achilles’s tent, on the fea-fhore, fiom «hence it changes to the palace of Vulcan. 


"Fnvs, like the rage of fire, the combat burns; 
And now it rifes, now it finks by turns. 

Bean wiule, where He liefpont’s broad waters flow, 
Stood Neftor’s fon, the meflenger ¢i woe : 

There fat Achilles, faded by hs fa.'s, 

On hoifted yards extended to the gules; 

Penfive he fat; for all that Fate defign'd 

Rofe in fad profpect to his boding mind. 

Thus to hjs foul he faid: Ah! what conftrains 
"The Greeks, late victors, now to quit the plains? 
1s this the day, which heaven fo long ago 
Ordain’d, te fink me with the weight of woe ? 
(So Thetis warn’d) when by a Trojes hand 

The biaveft ot the Myrmidonian bard 

Should Jofe the light? Fulfill’d is that decree? 
Fall’n os the warrior, and Patrocius he? 


In vain I charg’d him foon to quit the plain, 
And warn’d to fhun Hectorean force in vain ! 
Thus while he thinks, Antilochus appears, 
And « Il) the melancholy tale with tears : 
Sad tiding, fou of Peleus! thou muft hear; 
And wretched I, th’ unwilling meffenger ! 
Dead is Patroclus! For his corpfe they fight, 
Huis naked corpre ; his arms are Hector’s iight. 
A fudden horror fhot through all the chief, 
And wrapt his fenfes in the cloud of grief; 
Caft on the ground, with turious hands he fpread 
The fcorching afhes o’er his graceful head; 
His purple garments, and his golden hairs, 
Thole he deforms with duft, and thefe he tears : 
On the hard foil his proaniag breaft he threw, 
And roll’d and grovell’d, as w cath he grew. 
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The virgin captives, with diforder’d charms 
(‘Won by his own, or by Patroclus’ arms) 
Ruth'd pi tents with cries; and gathering 
round, 
Beat their white breafts, and fainted onthe gtourid! 
While Neftot’s fon fuftains a manlier part, 
And mourns the warrior with a warrior’s heart ; 
Wangs on his arms, amidft his frantic woe, 
And oft prevents the meditated blow. 
Far in the deep abyffes of the main, 
With hoary Neroes, and the watery train, 
‘The mother Gaddefs from her eryital throne 
Heard hiy loud cries, and anfwei'd groan for groam 
The circling Netefds with their miftrefs weep, 
And all the fea-green fiflers of the deep. 
Thalia, Glauce (every watery name) 
Nefeea mild, and filver Spio came: 
Cymothoé and Gymodocé were nigh, 
And the blue Janguith of foft Alia’s eye. 
Their locks Actza and Limnoria rear, 
Then Proto, Doris, Panope, appear, 
Thoa, Pheiufa, Doto, Melita; 
Agave gentle, and Amphithoe gay; 
Next Callianira, Callianaffa, fhow ) 
Their fitter looks; Dexamene the flow, 
Aud fwift Dynamene, now cut the tides $ 
Ixia now the verdant wave divides: 
Nemertes with Apfeudes lifts the head, 
Bright Galatea quits her pearly bed ; 
Thefe Oiythia, Clymene, attend, 
Mura, Amphinome, the train extend ; 
And blach Janira, and fanatla fair, 
And Amatheia with her amber hair. 
All thefe, and all that decp in ocean held 
Their fucred feats, the glimmicring grotto fill’d ; 
Each beat her ivory bicaft with filent woe, 
"Lill Thetis’ foriows thus began to flow ; 

Hear me, and judge, ye fitters of the main! 
How jut acaule has ‘Phetis to complain ? 

How wretched, were 1 mortal, were my fate! 
How moie than wretched in th’ immortal ftate ! 
Sprung from my bed a god like hero came, 
The braveft far that ever bore the name; 

Like fome fair olive, by my caretul hand 

He grew, he fiourith’d, and adorn’d the land : 
To Troy I fent him: but the Fates ordain 

He never, never, muft return again. 

So fhort a {pace the light of heaven to view, 
So fhort, alas! and fill’d with anguith too. 
Hear how his furrows echo through the fhore! 
T cannot eafe them, but I muft deplore ; 

I go at Ieaft to bear a tender part, 

And moutn my lov’d-one with a mother’s heart. 

She taid, and left the caverns of the main, 
All bath’d in tears; the melancholy train 
Attend her way. Wide-opening purt the tides, 
While the long pomp the filver wave divides. 
Approaching now, they touch’d the ‘Trojan land ; 
Then, two by two, afcended up the ftrand. 

Th’ immortal Mother, ftanding clofe befide 
Her mournful offspring, to his fighs reply'd ; 
Along the coaft the mingled clamours ran, 
And thus the Silver-footed Dame began: 

Why mourns my fon? thy late preferr’d requeft 
The Ged has granted, and the Greeks diftrett : 
Why mourns my fon? thy anguifh let me fhare ; 
Reveal the caufe, and truit a parent’s are. 

PRANS. 
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He deeply groaning~-T'o this curelefs gticf 
Not even the ‘Thunderer’s favour brings relief 
Patroclus---Ah '~--fay, Goddefs, can I boatt 
A pleafure now? revenge itielf is lott ; 
Patroclus, lov’d of all my martial train, 
Beyond mankind, beyond myfelf, is flain ! 

Loft are thofe arms the Gods them{elves beftow'd& 
On Peleus; Hector bears the glorious load. 
Curs‘d be that day, when all the powers abuve 
Thy charms fubinitted to a mortal love: 

Oh hadft thou ftill, a filter of the main, 

Purfued the pleafures of the watery reigns 

And happier Peleus, lefs ambitious, le 

A mortal beauty to his equal bed ? 

Ere the fad fruit of thy unhappy womb 

Had caus‘d fuch forrows patt, and woes to comes 
For {foon, alas ! that wretched offspring flain, 
New woes, new forrows, fhall create again. 

*Tis not in Fate th’ alternate now to give ; 
Patroclus dead, Achilles hates to live. 

Let me revenge it on proud Hector’s heart, 

Let his laft fpirit fmoke upon my dart; 

On thefe conditions will I breathe: till then, 

I bluth to walk among the race of men. - 

A flood of tears, at this, the Goddefs fhed, 
Ah then, I fee thee dying, fee thee dead ! 

When Heétor falls, thou dy'it.---Let HeCtor diéy ! 
Aud let me fall! (Achilles made reply) 
Fur lies Patioclus from his native piain! 
He fell, and, falling, with’d my aid in vain. 
Ah then, fince from this miferable day 
Tcaft all hope of my return away ; 
Since, unreveng’d, a hundred ghofts demand 
‘The fate of HeCtor from Achilles’ hand : 
Since here, for brutal courage far renown'd, 
T hive an idle burden to the ground 
(Otheis in council fam’d for nobler fkill, 
More uferul to preferve, than I to kill), 
Let me-- But oh! ye gracious Powers above ! 
Wrath and revenge from men and Gods remove § 
Far, tar too dear to every mortal breait, 
Sweet to the foul, as honey to thé tafte* 
Gathering like vapours of a noxious kind 
From fiery blood, and darkening all the mind, 
Me Agamemnon urg’d to deadly hate 3 
Tis paft---I quell it; Lrefign to fate. 
Yes---I will meet the murderer of my friend y 
Or (if the Gods ordain it) meet my end. 
The ftroke of fate the braveft cannot fhun; 
The great Alcides, Jove's unequal’ fon, 
To Juno’s hate at length refign’d his breath, 
And funk the victim of all-conquerjng death. 
So thall Achilles fall? ftretch’d wale and dead, 
No more the Grecian hope, or Trojan dread ! 
Let me, this inflant, rufh into the fields, 
And reap what glory life’s thort harvett yields, 
Shall J not force fome widow’d dame to tear 
With frantic hands her long difhevel’d hair ? 
Shall EF not force her breatt to heave with fighs, 
And the foft tears to trickle from her eyes? 
Yes, I fhall give the fair thofe mournful charms—— 
In vain you hold me---Hence !---My arms, my 
arms ! 
Soon fhall’the fanguine torrent fpread fo wide, 
That all fhall know Achilles fwells the tide. 
My fon (ccerulean Thetis made reply, 
To fate fubmitting with a fecret figh) 
H 
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The hoft to fuccour, and thy friends to fave, 
Is worthy thee ; the duty of the brave. 
But canft thou naked er to the plains? 
Thy radiant arms the ‘Trojan foe detains 
Iniulting Hector bears the fpoils on high, 
But vainly glories, for his fate is nigh. 
Yet, yet a while, thy generous ardour ftay : 
Affur'’d, I meet thee at the dawn of day, 
Charg’d with refulgent arms (a glorious lead) 
Vulcanian arms, the labour of a God. 
Then turning to the daughters of the main, 
The Goddefs thus difmifs’d her azure train: 
Ye fifter Nereids! to your deeps defcend ; 
Hafle, and our father’s facred feat attend: 
I go to find the architect divine, 
Where vat Olympus’ ftarry fummits fhine: 
So tell our hoary fire-~This charge fhe gave : 
The fea-green Atters plunge beneath the wave: 
‘Thetis once more afcends the bleft abodes, 
And treads the brazen threthold of the Gods. 
And Se the Greeks, from furious Hedctor's 
rce, 
Urg’d to broad Hellefpont their headlong courfe : 
Nor yet their chiefs Patroclus body bore 
Safe through the tempeft to the tented fhore. 
The horfe, the foot, with equal fury join’d, 
Pour’d on the rear, and thunder'd clofe behind ; 
And, like a flame through fields of ripen'd corn, 
‘The rage of Hector o’er the ranks was borne. 
Thrice the flain hero by the foot he drew ; 
Thrice to the fkies the ‘Trojan clamours flew : * 
As oft th’ Ajaces his affault fultain ; 
But chegk'd, he turns; repuls'd, attacks again ; 
With ficicer fhouts his lingering troops he fires, 
Nor yields a ftep, nor from his poft retires: 
So watchful thepherds ftrive to force, in vain, 
"The hungry lion from a carcate flain. 
Ev’n yet Patroclus had he borne away, 
And all the glories of th’ extended day: 
Ffad not high Juno, from the realms ot air, 
Secret, difpatch’d her truity meflenger. 
The various Goddefs of the fhowry bow, 
Shot in a whirhwind to the fhore below ; 
To great Achilles at his fhips fhe came, 
And thus began the Many-colour’t Dame: 
Rife, fon of Peleus! rife divinely brave ! 
Affi the combat, and Patroclus fave: 
For ‘him the flaughter to the fleet they {pread, 
And fall by mutual wounds around the dead, 
To drag him back to Troy the foe contends : 
Nor with bis death the rage of Hector ends: 
A prey to dogs he dooms the corpfe to lie, 
And marks thé place to fix his head on high. 
Rife, and prevent (if yet you think of fame) 
"Thy friendc’s difgrace, thy own eternal fhame! 
Who fends thee, Goddefs! from the etherial 
Achilles thus. And Iris thus replies ; {flies ? 
I come, Pelides! from the Queen of Jove, 
'T'h’ immortal Emprcis of the realms above ; 
Unknown to him who fits remote on high, 
Unknown to all the fyned of the fky, 
‘Thou com’ft in vain, he cries (with fury warm'd) 
Arms 1 have none, and can f fight unarm’d? 
Unwilling asI am, of force I tay, e 
"Till Thetis bring me at the dawn of day, 
Vulcanian arms: what other can I wield ; 
Except the mighty Telameniaa fhicld ? 
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That, in my friend's defence, has Ajax fpread, 
While his ftrong lance around him heaps the dead: 
The gallant chief defends Mencetius’ fon, 

And does, what his Achilles fhould have done. 

Thy want of arms (faid Iris) well we know, 
But though unarm’d, yet clad in terrors, go ! 

Let but Achilles o’er yon trench appear, 
Proud Troy fhall tremble, and content to fear : 
Greece from one glance of that tremendous eye 
Shall take new courage, and difdain to fly. 

She fpoke, and pafs’d in air. The hero rofe- 
Her egis Pallas o’er his fhoulder throws; — + 
Around his brows a golden cloud fhe fpread ; 

A ftream of glory flam'’d abovedhis l:ead 

As when from fome beleaguer’d tow: arue 

The {mokes, high curling to the faded fkies 
(Seen from fome ifland, o’er the main afar, 
When men diftrefi hang out the fign of war) 
Soon as the fun in ocean hides his rays, 

Thick on the hills the flaming beacous blaze ; 
With long-projected beams the feas are bright, 
And heaven’s high arch reflects the ruddy light : 
So from Achilles” head the {plendors uife, 
Reflecting blaze on blaze againft the fkies. 
Fo:th march’ theehief,and, diftant fromtheerowd, 
High on the rampart rais’d his voice aloud ; 

With her own flout Minerva fwells the found ; 
Troy, ftarts aftomih’d, and the fhores rebound. 

As the loud trumpet’s brazen mouth trom far 
With fhrilling clangor founds the alarm of war, 
Struck from the wall, the echoes float on high, 
And the round bulwarks and thick towers reply ; 
So high his brazen voice the hero rear’d: 

Hiofts drop their arms, and trembled as they heard 3 
And back the chariots roll, and courfers bound, 
And fteeds and men lay mingled on the giound. 
Aghaft they fee the living In.htninge play, 

And turn their eyc-balls from the flathing ray. 
Thrice trom the trench his dreadful voice he rais’d? 
And thrice they fled, confounded and amaz’d. 
Twelve, inthe tumult wedg’d, untimely rufh’d 
On their own {pears, by their own chariot’scrufli’d: 
While, fhielded from the darts, the Greeks obtuun 
The Jong-contended carcafe uf the flain. 

A lotty bier the breathle ts warrior bears : 
Around, his fad companions melt in tears. 

But chief Achilles, bending down his head, 

Pours unavailing forrows o’er the dead, 

Whom late triumphant, with his fleeds and car, 

He fent refulgent to the field of war; 

(Unhappy change ') now fenfclefs, pale, he found, 

Stretch’d forth, and gafl’d ‘with many a gaping 
wound, 

Mean time, unweary’d with his heavenly way, 
In oceah’s waves th’ unwilling light of day 
Quench’d his red orb, at Juno's high command, 
And from their labours eas’d th’ Achaian band. 
The frighted Trojans (panting from the war, 
Their fteeds unharnets’d from the weary car) 

A fudden council call’d: each chief appeai’d 

In hafte, and flanding ; for to fit they fear’d. 
"Twas now no feafon for prolong’d debate ; 

They faw Achilles, and in him their fate. 
Silent they ftoods Polydamas at laft, , 
Skill’d to difcern the future by the paft, 
The fon of Panthus, thus exprefs’d his fears; 

(The fiiend of Hector, aud of equal years ; 
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The felf-fame night to both a being gave, 
One wile in countel, one in action brave) : 
In free debate, my friends, yout fentence {peak ; 
For me, I move, befure the morning break, 
To raife gur camp: tuo dangerous here our poft, 
Far fom Troy walls, and on a naked coaft. 
I deem’d not Greece fo dreadful, while, engag’d 
In mutual feuds, her king and hero rag’d ; 
Then, while we hop’d our armies might prevail, 
We boldly camp’d befide a thovtnd ul. 
i dread Pelides now: his rage of n.d 
Not long coutsnues to the fhore. cunfin’d, 
Nor to the fields, where long in equal fray 
Contending nations won and loft the dy ; 
For Troy, for Troy, fhall henceforth be the ftrife 
And the hard conteft not for fame, but life. 
Maite then to Ilion, wlule the ravuuring night 
Wetains thofe terrors, keeps that arm from fight ; 
it but the morrow’s fun behold us here, 
That arm, thole terrors, we thal] feel, uor fear; 
And hearts that now diidain, fhall leap with joy, 
It Heaven permit them then to enter Troy. 
Let not my futal prophecy be true, 
Nor what I tremble but to think, enfue, 
Whatever be our fute, yet let us try 
What force 97 thought and reafon can fupply ; 
Let Ww on counfel for our guard depend ; 
The town, her gates and buiwarks {hall defend : 
When morning dawns, our well-appointed 
powers, 
Array'd in arms, fhall line the lofty towers. 
Let the fierce hero then, when fury calls, 
Vent his mad vengeance on eur rocky walls, 
Or fetch a thoufand circles round the plain, 
Lill his {pent courfers feek the fleet again: 
So may his rvge be tir'd, and labour’d down; 
And dogs flail tear him ere he fack the town. 
Return? (faid Hector, fir'd with ftern difdain) 
What! coup whole armies in our walls again? 
Was’t not enough, ye valiant warriors fay, 
Niue years imprifon’d in thofe towers ye lay ? 
Wide o’er the world was Ilion fam’d of old 
For braf> exhauitlefs, and for mines of gold: 
But while inolorious in her walls we ftay’d, 
Sunk were her treatures, and her ftores decay’d ; 
The Phryyians now her fvatter’d {poils enjoy, 
And proud Maonia wattes the fruits of Troy. 
Great Jove at length my arms to conqueft calls, 
And thats the Grecians in their wooden walls: 
Darit thon difpurit whom the Gods insite ; 
Flies any Trojan? I thall ftop his flight. 
‘To better counfel then attention lend; 
Take due refrefhment, and the watch attend. 
It there he one whofe riches coft him care, 
Forth let hita bring them tor the troops to fhare ; 
Tis better generoully hc ftow'd on thole, 
Than lett’the plunder of our country’s foes. 
Sou zs the morn the purple orient warms, 
Fierce on yon navy we will pour our arms ; 
Tf creat Achilles mfp in all his might, 
His be the danger. J fall dtand the fight. 
Honour, ye Gods! or let me gain, or give! 
And live he glorious, whofoe’cr thall live ! 
Alax< is our common lord, alike to all: 
Aad oft the victor triampls, but to fall. 
The ‘houtng helt in loud appliuies join’d; 
So Pallas :obb’d the many of their miad ; 
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To their own fenfe condemn'd, and Jefe to chufe 
The worft advice, the better to refute. 

While the log night extends her fable reign, 
Around Patroclus mvurn’d the Grecian train. 
Stern in fuperior grief Pelides ftood ; 

Thole flaughtering arms, fo us’d to bathe in blood, 

Now clafp’d his clay-cold limbs: then gufhing 
{tart 

The tears, and fighs burt from his {welling heart. 

The lion thus, with dreadful anguith tung, 

Roars thro’ the defert, and demands his young : 

When the grim favage, to his rifled den 

Too late returning, {nuffs the track of men, 

And o’er the vales and o’er the foreft bounds ; 

His clamorous grief the bellowing wood refounds. 

So gricves Achilles ; and impetuous vents 

To all his Myrmidons his loud laments. 

In what vain promife, Gods! did I engage. 
When, to confole Mencetius’ feeble age, 
vow'd his much-lov’d offspring to re:tare, 

tharg’d with rich {peils, to fair Upuniia’s fhore ? 
But mighty Jove cuts dort, with juft dudain, 
The lony, long views of poor, defigning man! 
One fate the warrior and the friend fhall ftrike, 
And Truy’s black fands maft drink our blood 
Me too a wretched mother fhall deplore, [alike : 
An aged father never fee me more ! 
Yet, my latroclus! yet a {pace 1 ftay, 
Then {wift puriue thee on the darkfome way. 
Erg thy dear relicks in the grave are laid, 
Shall Heétor’s head be offer’d to thy thade ; 
That, with his arms, fhall hang before thy fhring; 
And twelve the nobleit of the ‘Trojan ‘ine, 
Sacred tu vengeance, by thishand expire ; 
Their lives effus'd around thy flaming pyre. 
Thus let me he till then! thus, clofely preit, 
Batne thy cold face, and fob upon thy breatt! 
While Trojan captives here thy mourners itay, 
Weep ail the mght, and murmur all the day: 
Spoils of my arms, and thine; when, waiting wide, 
Our {words kept time, and conquer’d fide by fide. 

He fpoke, and hade the fad attendants round 
Cleante the pale corpie, and wath each honour’d 
A maffy caldron of tupendous frame =—s [ wound. 
They brought, and plac'd it o’er the rifing flame * 
Then heap the lighted wood; the flame divides 
Beneath the vafe, and climbs around the fides: 
Tn its wide womb they pour the ruthing fream: 
The boiling water bubbles to the biim. 

The body then they bathe with pious toil, 
Embalm the wounds, anoint the lhmbs with oil, 
High on a bed of ftate extended laxl, 

And decent cover’d with a linen fhade ; 

Laft o’er the dead the milk-white veil they threw; 
That done, their forrows and their fighs renew. 

Mean while to Juno, in the realms above, 
(His wife and fifter} fpoke almighty Jove: 
Atlaft thy will prevails: great Peleus’ fon 
Rifes in arms: juch Grace thy Greeks have won. 
Say (for I know not) is their race divine, 

And thou the mother ef that martial line? 

What words are thefe (th’ imperial dame re- 
While anger fiafh’d from her majeitic eyes) [plies, 
Succour like this a mortal arm might lend, 

And fuch fuccefs mere human wit attend : 
And fhall not I, the fecond Power above, [Jove 
Heaven's Queen, and confort of the thundeiing 
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Say, fall not I, one nation’s fate command, 
Not wreak my vengeance on ong guilty land? 
Sothey. Mean while the Sil¥er-footed Dame 
Reach’dthe Vuicanian dome, eternal frame! 
} igh-eminent amid the works divine, 
‘Where heaven’s far-beaming brazen manfion$ 
thine. 
There the lame architect the Goddefs found, 
‘Obfcure in fmoke, his forges flaming round, 
While bath’d in {weat from fire to fire he flew; 
And puffing loud, the roaring bellows blew. 
‘That day no common tafk his labour claim‘d: 
Full twenty tripods for his hall he fram’d, 
‘That, plac’d on living wheels of maffy gold 
{Wond1ous to tell !) inftind with fpuit roll’d 
From place to place, around the bleft abodes, 
Self-mov’d, obedient to the beck of Gods: 
For their tair handles now, o’erwrought with 
flowers, 
Jn molds piepar’d, the glowing ore he pours. 
Juit as re{ponfive to his thought the frame 
Stood prompt to move, the azure Goddefs came: 
Charis, his {poufe, a grace divinely fair 
(With purple bliets round he: braided hair) 
Obierv’d her entering? her foft hand the prefs’d, 
And, {miling, thus the watery Queen addrefs’d : 
What, Gorldefs ! this unufual tavour draws? 
All hail, and welcome! whatioe’er the caufe : 
Till now a ftranger, in a happy hour 
Approach, and tafte the dainty of the bowere 
Hich on a throne, with ftars of filver grac’d, 
“And vasious artifice, the Qneen the plac’d : 
A footitool at her fee: ; then, calling, faid, 
Vulcan, draw near; ‘tis ‘i hetis afks your aid. 
Thetis (reply’d the God) our powers may clarn, 
An ever-dear, an .v¢i honour’d name ! 
When my proud mother hurl’d ine from the fky 
(My aukward torn, st feems, diipleas'd her eye) 
She and Eurynome my gr ets redreft, 
And foft receiv’d me on their filver breaft. 
Ev’n then, these artsemploy d my infant thought ; 
Chains, bracelets, pendants, all then toys, 1 
wrought. 
Nine years kept fecret in the dark abode, 
Secure J lay, conceal’d tron man aud God: 
Deep in a cavern’d rock my days were led ; 
The rushing ocean rourmur’d o’er my head. 
Now fice her prefence glads our maufion, fay, 
For fuch defert what fervice can J pay ? 
Vouch.fafe, § Thetis! at our board to fhare 
The genial rites, and hofpitable fare ; 
While 1 thetlahours of the forge forego, 
And tid the soaring bellows ceafe tu blow. 
Then fiom his anvil the lame artift rofe ; 
Wide with diftorted legs, oblique he goes, 
And ttills the bei'ows, and (in order laid) 
Locks in the:r chetts his infiruments or trade. 
Then with a fponge the footy workman drett 
His brawny arms imbrown’d, ard hairy breaft. 
With his boge iceptre piac’d, and red attue, 
Came halting forth the Sovere: zn of the fire: 
The monarch’s {tens two female forms uphold, 
That mov’d, and breath’d, in an:mated gold ; 
To whom was voice, and fenfe, and {cience given 
Of works divine. (fuch wor dets are in heaven !) 
®n thefe Supported, with uncqual gait, 
He rcach’d the throne where penuve Thetis fate; 
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There, plac’d befide her on the fhining frame, 
He thus addrefs'd the Silver-footed Dame: 
Thee, welcome Goddefs! what occafion calls 
(So long a ftranger) to thefe honour’d walls? 
’Tis thine, fair ‘Thetis, the command to lay, 
And Vulcan’s joy and duty to obey. 
To whom the mourntul mother thus replies 
- ciyftal drops ftood trembling in her eyes) 
, Vulcan ! fay, was ever breaft divine 
So pierc’d with forrows, fo o’erwhelm’d, as mine ? 
Of ali the Goddeffes, did Jove prepare 
For Thetis only fuch a weight of care ! 
I, only I, of all the watery race, 
By torce fubyected to a man’s embrace, 
Who, finking now with age and forrow, pays 
The mighty fine impos’d on length of days. 
Sprung from my bed, a godlike hero came, 
‘Lhe bravelt fure that ever bore the name; 
Like fome fair plant, beneath my careful hand, 
He grew, he flourifh’d, and he grac’d the land: 
To Troy I {ent him! but his native fhore 
Never, ah never, fhall receive him more; 
(Ev'n while he lives, he waftes with fecret woe) 
Nor I,‘a Goddefs, can retard the blow ! 
Robhb’d of the prize the Grecian fuffrage gave, 
The king of nations ferc’d his royal flave : 
For this he griev’d; and, till the Greeks oppreft 
Requir’d lus arm, he {orrow’d unredreft. 
Large gifts they promife, and their eldeis fend ; 
In vain--~ he aims not, but permits his friend 
His arms, his fteeds, his forces, to employ ; 
He marches, combats, almoft conquers Troy. 
Then, flain by Phoebus {Hector had the name) 
At onoe refigns his armuur, lite, and fame. 2 
But thou, in pity, by my prayer be won: 
Grace with immortal arms this fhoit-liv’d fon, 
And to the field in martial pomp reftore, 
To fhine with glory, til] he fhines no more ! 
To her the Artift-god: Thy griets retign, 
Secure, what Vulcan can, 15 ever thine. 
O couid T hide him from the Fates as well, 
Or with thefe hands the cruel ftroke repel, 
As I thall forge moft cuvy’d arms, the gaze 
O} wondering ages, and the world’s amaze ! 
‘Thus having faid, the Father of the fires 
To the black labours of his forge retires. 
Soon as he bade them blow, the bellows turn’d 
Vheir iron mouths; and where the furnace burn'd, 
Kelounding breath’d; at once the blait expires, 
\nd twonty forges catch at onee the fires; 
Juit as the God directs, now loud, now low, 
They raife a tempeft, or they gently blow. 
In hitling flames huge filver bars are roll’d, 
And @ubbuin brafs, and tin, and folid gold: 
Be fore, deep fix’d, th’ eternal anvils ftand ; 
The pondereus hammer loads his better hand, 
His left with tongs turns the vea’d metal round, 
And thick, ftrong ftrekes, the doubling vaults re« 
bound. 
Then firft he form’d th’ immenfe and folid Shields 
Rich vaiious artifice emblaz’d the field ; 
Its Wtmok verge a threefold circle Lound ; 
4 filver chain fufpends the mafly round; 
Five ample plates the bioad eapanie compofe, 
And godiil.e labours on the durtace rofe, 
Jhere fhoue the image of the maiter-mind : 
‘Theseeaith, there heaven, therc ocean, hedcfign’ds 


FLEA D, 


Th’ unwearied fun, the moon completely round ; 
The ftarry lights that heaven’s high convex 
crown’'d; 

The Pleiads, Hyads, with the northern team ; 

And great Oyion’s more refulgent beam ; 

To which, atound the azle of the fky, 

‘The Bear revolving points his golden eye, 

Still thines exalted on th’ ethereal plain, 

Wor bathes his blazing forehead in the maine 
Two cities radiant on the fhield appear, 

The image one of peace, and one of war. 

Here facied pomp and genial feaft delight, 

And folemn dance, and Hymenzal rite ; 

Along the ftreet the new-made brides are led, 

With torches flaming, to the nuptial bed: 

The youthful dancers in a circlé bound 

‘To the foft flute, and cittern's filver found : 

Through the fair ftreets, the matrons in a row 

Stand in their porches, and enjoy the fhow. 
There, in the forum fwarm a numerous train, 

The fubje& of debate, a townfman flain: 

One pleads the fine difcharg’d, which one deny’d, 

And bade the public and the Jaws decide ; 

The witnefs is produc’d on either hand: 

For this, or that, the partial people ftand: 

Th’ appointed heralds ftill the noify bands, 

And form a ring, with {ceptres in their hands 

On feats of flone, within the facred place, 

The reverend elders nodded o’er the cafe ; 

Alternate, each th’ attefting fceptre took, 

And rifing, folemn, each his fenteuce ipoke. 

"l'wo golden talents lay amidft, in fight, 

The prize of him who bett adjudg’d the right. 
Another part (2 profpedt dittering far) 

Glow’d with refulgent arms, and horridewar. 

Two mighty hojts a leaguer’d town embrace, 

And one would pillage, one would burn the place. 

Mean time the townfmen, arm’d with filent care, 

A fecret ambufh on the tue prepare : {hand 

Vheir wives, their children, and the watchful 

Of trembling parents, on the turrets fland. 

They march, by Pallas and by Mars made bold: 

Gold were the Gods, their radiant garments gold, 

And gold their armour: thefe the fquadron led, 

Augutt, divine, fuperior by the head! 

A place for ambush fit, they found, and ftood 

Cover’d with fhields, befide a filver flood. 

Two {pies at diftance lurk, and watchful feem 

If thecp or oxen teek the winding ftream. 

Soon the white flochs proceeded o’er the plains, 

And fteers flow moving, and two thepherd {wains 

Behind them, piping on their reeds, they go, 

Nor fear an ambuth, nor fufpect a foe. 

fn arms the glittering fquadron rifing round, 

Ruth fudden; hills of laughter heap theeg: ound 

Whole flocks and herds lie bleeding on the plains, 

And, all amidft them, dead, the fhepherd {wains 

The bellowing oxen the befiegers hear; [war 

They rife, take borfe, approach, and meet thi 

They fight, they fall, befide the filver flood ; 

The waving filver feem'd to bluth with blood. 

There tumult, thera contention, ftood confeft ; 

One rear’d a dagger at a captive’s breatt ; 

One held a living foe, that frethly bled = [dead. 

With new-made wounds; another dragg’d a 

Now here, now there, the carcafes they tore : 

Fate ftalk'd amidft them, grim with human gore. 
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And the whole war came out, and met the eye;: 
4nd each bold figure feem’d to live, or die. 
A field deep-furrow’d, next, the God defign'd, 
‘he third time labour’d by the fweating hind ; 
The fhining flares full many ploughmen guide, 
And turn their crooked yokes on every fide: 
‘till as at either end they wheel around, 
‘The mafter meets them with his goblet crown'ds 
The hearty draught rewards, renews their toil, 
Then back the turning plough-fhares cleave the 
Behind, the rifing earth in ridges roll'd: [foil 
And fable look’d, thaigh form’d of molten gold. 
Another field rofe high with waving grain ; 
With bended fickles ftand the reaper-train : 
Here, ftretch’d in ranks, the level’d {warths are 
found, [ground. 
Sheaves heap‘d on fheaves here thicken up the 
With {weeping ftroke the mowers ftrow the 
lands ; : 
The gatherers follow, and collect in bands ; 
And laft the children, in whofe arms are borne 
(Too fhort to gripe them) the brown fheaves of 
The ruftic monarch of the field defcries, [corn. 
With filent glee, the heaps around him rife. 
A ready banquet on the turf is laid, 
Beneath an ample oak’s expanded fhade. 
The victim ox the fturdy youth prepare ; 
The reaper’s due repaft, the womens’ care. 
Next, ripe in yellow gold, a vineyard fhines, 
Bent with the ponderous harveft of its vines ; 
Aedeeper dye the dangling clufters thew, 
And, curl’d on filver props, in order glow : 
A darker metal mixt, intyench’d the place ; 
And pales of glittering tin th’ enclofure grace. 
To this, one path way gently-winding leads, 
Where march a train with bafkets on their heads 
(Fair maids, and blooming youths) that {miling 
bear 
The purple product of th’ autumnal year. 
To theie a youth awakes the warbling flringe, 
Whole tender lay the fate ot Linus fings; 
In meafur’d dance behind him move the train, 
Tune foft the voice, and anfwer to the ftrain. 
Here herds of oxen march, eret and bold, 
Rear high their horns, and feem to low in pold, 
And fpeed to meadows, on whofe founding fhoreg 
A rapid torreat through the rufhes roars: 
Four golden herdimen as their guardians ftand, 
And nine jour dogs complete the ruftic band. 
Two lions rufhing from the wood appear’d, 
And teiz’d a bull, the mafter of the herd : 
He roar’d: in vain the dogs, the men, withftood= 
They tore his flefh, and diank the fable blood. 
The dogs (oft cheer’d in vain) defert the prey, 
Dread the grim terrors, and at diftance bay. 
Next this, the eye the art of Wulcan leads 
Deep through fair forefts, and a length of meads; 
And ftalls, and folds, and {catter’d cots between ; 
And fleecy flocks, that whiten all the fcenc. 
A figur’d dance fucceeds: fuch once was feem 
In lofty Gnoffus, for the Cretan queen, 
Form'd by Dsedalean art: a comely band 
Of youths and maidens, bounding hand in hand, 
The maigs in {oft cymars of linen dreft ; 
The youths all graceful in the gloffy vet: 
Of thofe the locks with flowery wreaths inroll’d; 


Of thefe the fides adorn’d — {words of gold, 
ii 
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That, glittering gay, from filver belts depend. 
Now all at once they rife, at once defcend +, 
With well-taught feet: now thap¢, in oblique 


ways, 
Confas’dly regular, the moving maze: 
Now forth at once, too twift for fight, they {pring, 
And undiftinguifi’d blend the flying ring s 
$6 whirls a wheel, in giddy circle tof, 
And rapid as it runs, the fingle {pokes are loft. 
‘The gazing multitudes admire around, 
Two active tumblers in the centre bound ; 
Now high, now low, their phant limbs they bend: 
And general fongs the {prightly revel end. 
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Thus the broad fhield complete the artié 
« crown'd 


“With his laft hand, and pour’d the ocean round : 


In living filver feem’d the waves to roll, [whole. 
And beat the buckler’s verge, and bound the 
This done, whate’er a warrior’s vie requires, 

He forg’d ; the cuirafs that outthines the fires. 
The greaves of ductile tin, the helm impreft 
With various feulpture, and the goldey créft. 
At Thetis’ feet the finith'd labour lay» 

She, as a falcon, cuts th’ aerial way, r 
Swift from Glympus’ {nowy fummit flies, 

And bears the blazing prefent through the fkies. 


BOOK XIX. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Reconciliation of Achilles and Agamemnon. 


Thetis brings to her fon the armour made by Vulcan. She preferves the body of his friend from cor- 
ruption, and commands him to affemble the army, to declare his refentment at an end. Agamem- 
non and Achilles are fulemnly reconciled: the tpeeches, prefents, and ceremonies, on that occafion. 
Achilles is with great difficulty perfuaded to refrain from the battle till the truops have retreilied 


themlelves, by the advice of Ulyifes. 


The pret'nts are conveyed to the tent ot Achilles; where 


Brifeis laments over the body ot Patroclus. «The hero obftinatety retufes all repatt, and pives hin. 
{lf up to lamentation for his friend. Minerva dercends to ftrengthen him, by the order ot Jupiter. 
He arms for the fight: his appearance def.ribed. He addreffes himfelf to his horfes, and reproac hes 


them with the death of Patioclus, 


One of them is miraculoufly endued with voice, and infpited to 


prophefy his fate; but the hero, not aitonithed by that pro&gy, rufhes with fury to the combat, 


The thirtieth dey. The fcene is on the iea-ilore. 


Ssow as Aurora heav'd her orient head 
Above the waves, that blufi’d with early red 
(With new-born day to gladden mortal tight, 
And gild the courts of heaven with facred light) 
Th’ immortal arms the Goddefs-mother bears 
Swift to her fon: her fon the finds in tears 
Stretch’d o'er Patioclus’ corpfe; while all the reft 
Their fovercign’s furrows in their own expreft. 
A ray divine her heavenly prefence fhed, 
And thus, his hand foft-touching, Thetis faid : 
Supprefs (my fou) this rage of grief, and know 
It was not man, but Heaven, that gave the blow; 
Behold what arg:s by Vulcan are beltow'd? 
Arms worthy thee, or fit to grace a God. 
Then drops the radiant burden on tl e ground; 
Clana the ftroig arms, and sing the shores a- 
round : 
Back fhrink the Myrmidons with dread furprife, 
And from the broad effulgence turn’d their eyes, 
Unmov’d, the hero kindles at the fhow, 
And feels with rage divine his bofom gigw ; 
From his fierce eye-balls living flames expire, 
And flash inceffant like a ftream of fire : 
He turns the radiant gift, and feeds his mind 
On all th’ immortal arti had defign’d. 
Goddcfs! (he ery’d) thefe glorious arms that 
fhine e e 
With matchlefs art, confefs the hand divine. 
Now to the blondy battle let me bend : 
But ah! the relicks of my flaughter'd friend | 


In a wide wounds threugh which his dpirit 
ed, 

Shall fics and worms obfcene pollute the deac > 

That unavailing care be laid afide, 
(The agure Goddefs t» her fon reply'd) 
Whole years untouch'd, uninjur'd, thall remain, 
Frefh asin kre, the carcafe of the fain. 
But go, Achules (as affairs require) 
Before the Grecian peers renounce thine ire; 
Then uncontroll’d in boundlets war engage, 
And Heaven with ftrength iuyply the mighty 

rag 

Then in the noftrils of the fain the pour’d 
Nectareous drops, and rich ambrofia fhower'd 
O’er all the corpfe. The flies forbid thei: prey, 
Untouch’d it refts, and facied fiom decay. 
Achilles to the ftrand obed:ent went : 
The flores relounded with the voice he fent. 
The heroes heard, and all the naval train 
That tend the flips, or guide them o'er the main, 
Alarm’d, trantported, at the well-known found, 
Frequent and full, the great affeinbly crown’d ; 
Studious to fee that terror of the plain, 
Long loft to battle, fhine in arms again. 
Tydides and Ulyffes firft appear, {fpear ; 
Laie with their wounds, and leaning on the 
Thefe on the facred feats of countil plac’d, 
The king of men, Atrides, came the latt; 
He too fore wounded by Agenor’s fon, 
Achilles (rifing in the midit) begun: 
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Oh monarch! better far had been the fate 
OF thee, of me, of all the Grecian ftate, 
If, (ere the day when by mad paffion {way'd, 
Rath we contended for the black-ey’d maid) 
Preventing Dian had difpatch’d her dart, 
And fhot the thining mifchief to the heart : 
Then many a hero had not prefs’d the fhore, 
Nor Troy’s glad fields been fatten’d with our 
gore: {wail, 
rene logg fhall Greece the woes we caus’d be- 
Aisd fad polterity repeat the tale. 
But this, no more the fubject of debate, 
Is paft, forgotten, and refign’d to fate ; 
Why fhould, alae! a mortal man, as I, 
Burn with a fury that can never dic? 
Here then my anger ends; let war fuccecd, 
And ev’n as Greece has bled, let Tlion bleed. 
Now call the hofts, and try, if in our fight 
Troy yet fhall dare to camp a fecond night ? 
I deem their mightieft, when this arm he knows, 
Shall *fcape with tranfport, and with joy repofe. 
He faid: hus finifh'd wrath with loud acclaim 
The Greeks accept, and fhout Pelides’ name. 
When thus, not rifing from his lofty thyne, 
In ftate unmov'd, the king of men begun: 
Hear me, ye fons of Greece: with filence 
hear ! 
And grant your monarch an impartial ear; 
A while your Joud, untimely joy fufpend, 
And let your rath, injurious clamours end : 
Unruly murmurs, or ill-tim’d applaufe 
Wrong the beft fpeaker, and the juttcf caufe. 
Nor charge on me, ye Greeks, the dire debate s 
Know, angry Jove, and all-compelling Fate, 
With fell Erinnys, urg’d my wrath that Vay 
When from Achilles’ arms I fore’d the prey. 
What then could I againft the will of Heaven? 
Not by myfelf, but vengeful Até driven ; 
She, Jove's dread daughter, fated to inteft 
The wrath of mortals, enter’d in my breait. 
Not on the ground that haughty Fury treads, 
But prints her lofty footfteps on the heads 
Of mighty men; i.flicting as fhe goes 
Long teflering wounds, inexticable woes ! 
Of old, the ftalk’d amid the bright abodes; 
And Jove himfelf, the Sire of men and Gods, 
The world’s great ruler, felt her venom’d dart ; 
Deceiv'd by Juno's wiles, and female ait. 
For when Alcmena’s mine long months were 
run, 
And Jove expected his immortal fon: 
To Gods and Goddefles th’ unruly joy 
He thow’d, and vaunted of his matchlefs boy : 
From us (he faid) this day an infant {prings, 
Fated to rule, and born a King of kings. 
Saturnia afk’d an oath, to vouch the truth, 
And fix’d dominion on the favour’d youth. 
The Thunderer, unfufpicious of the fraud, 
Pronounc’d thofe folemn words that bind a God. 
The joyful Goddefs from Olympus’ height, 
Swift to Achaian Argos bent her flight; 
Scarce {even moons gone, lay Sthenelus’s wife ; 
She pusth’d her lingering infant into life ; 
Her charms Alcmena’s coming labours flay, 
And ftop the babe, juft iffuing to the day. 
Then bids Saturnius bear his oath in mind ; 
“A youth ({aid Re) of Jove’s immortal kind 


tij 
“Ys this day botn: from Sthenelus he fprings, 
“* And claims thy promife to be king of kings ?? 
Grief feiz’d the Thunderer, by his oath engag’d ; 
Stung to the foul, he forrow'd, and he rag’d. 
From his ambrofial head, wherefperch’d the fate, 
He {natch'd the Fury-Goddefs of debate, 
The dread, th’ irrevocable oath he fwore, 
Th’ immortal feats fhould ne’er hehold her mores 
And whirl’d her headlong down, for ever driven 
From bright Olympus and the ftarry heaven: 
Thence on the nether world the Fury fell ; 
Ordain'd with man’s contentious race to dwell. 
Full oft the God his fon’s hard toils bemoan‘d, 
Curs’d the dire Fury, and in fecret groan’d. 
Ev'n thus, like Jove himielf, was I mifled, 
While aging Hector heap’d our camps with 
ead. 
What can the errors of my rage atone ? 
My martia] troops, my treafures, are thy otvn ¢ 
This inftant fram the navy fhall be fent 
Whate’er Ulyffes promis’d at thy tent: 
But thou ! appers’d, propitious to our prayer, 
Relume thy arms, and fhine again in war. 
QO king of nations ! whofe fuperior {way 
(Returns Achilles) ull oar hofts obey! 
To keep or fend the prefents, be thy care ; 
To us, "cis equal: all we afk is war. 
While yet we tak, or but an inftant fhon 
The fight, our glorious work remains undone, 
Let every Greek, who fees my {pear confound 
Te Trojan ranks, and deal deftruction round, 
With emujation what I a& furvey, —. 
And learn from thence the bufinefs of the day. 
The fon of Peleus thus: and thus replies 
The great in councils, Ithacus the wife : 
‘Phough, godlike, thou art by no toils oppre&, 
At leaft our aimies claim repaft and reft : 
Long and Jaborious muft the combat be, 
When by the Gods infpir’d, and led by thee. 
Strength is deriv’d from {pints and from blood, 
And thofe augment by generous wine and food : 
What boaftful fon ot war, withont that ftay, 
Can Jat a hero through a fingle day? 
Courage may prompt; but, ebbing out his trength 
Mere unfupported man muft yield at length ; 
Shrunk with dry famine, and with toils dechin’d, 
The dreoping body will defert the mind : 
But built anew with ftrength-confernng fare, 
With limbs and foul untam’d, he tires a war. 
Difmifs the people then, and give,command, 
With flrong repaft to hearten every band ; 
But let the prefents to Achilles made 
In full affembly of all Greece be ldid. 
The king 0. men hall rife in public fight, 
And folemn fwear (obtervant of the rite) 
That, fpotlef? as fhe came, the maid‘ removes, 
Pure from his arms, and guiltlefs of his loves. 
That done, a fumptuous banquet fhall be made, * 
And the full price of injur’d honour paid. 
Stretch not henceforth, O prince! thy fovereigr 
might : 
. Beyond the bounds of reafon and of right ; 
"Tis the chief praife that e’er to kings belong’d, 
To right®with juftice whom with power they 
wrong’d, 
To him the monarch: Juft is thy decree, 
‘Shy words give joy, and gas breathes in thee, 
iy 
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Each due atonement gladly I prepare ; 
And Heaven regard me as I juftly fwear! 
Here then a while let Greece aflembied fay, 
Nor great Achilles grudge this thart delay : 
Tillfrom the fleet our prefents be canvey'd, 
And, Jove atteiting, the firm compact made. 
A train of noble youths the charge fhall bear ; 
Thefe to felect, Ulyifes, be thy care: 
In order rank’d Jet all our gifts appear, 
And the fair train of captives clafe the rear. 
Talthybiug flail the victim boar convey, , 
Sacred to Jove, and yon bright orb of day, 
For this (the ftern Auacides replies) 
Some Ic{s important feafon may fuffice, 
When the Stern fury of the war is o’er, 
And wrath extinguifh'’d burns my breaft no more, 
By Hector flain, their faces to the fky, 
All grim with gaping wounds our heroes lie 
Thole call to war! and, might my voice incite, 
Now, Aoi this inftant fhould commence the 
fight : 
Then,when the day’s complete,let generous bowls, 
And copious banquets, glad your weury fouls. 
Let not my palate know the tafte of food, 
Till my infatiate rage be cloy’d with blood: 
Pale lies my friend with wounds disfigur’d o'er, 
And his cold feet are pointed te the door. 
Revenge is all my foul! no meaner care, 
Intereft, or thought, has room te harbour there; 
Detiruction be my feaft, and mortal wounds, 
And fcenes of blood, and agonizing founds. 9 
O firit of Greeks ( Ulyties thus rejoin’d) 
The befi and braveft of the warrior-kind ‘ 
‘Thy praife it 1s in dreadful camps to thine, 
But old experience and calm wiidom, mine. 
"Then hear my counfel, and to reafun yield, c 
‘The 'biavcift loon are fatizte of the field ; 
‘Though vatt the heaps that itrow the crimfon plain, 
The bloody barveit brings but little gain: 
The {cale of conqueft ever wavering lies, 
Great Jove but turns it, and the victor dies ! 
The great, the bold, by thoufands daily fall, 
And endlets were the grief, to weep for all. 
“Eternal forrows what avails to fhed? 
Greece honours not with fulemn fafts the dead : 
Enough, when death demands the brave, to pay 
"The tribute of a melancholy day. 
One chief with patience to the grave refign’d, 
Our care devolves on others left behind. 
Let generous food fupplies of itrength produce, 
Let rifing {pirns*flow from {prightly juice, 
Let their warm heads with icenes of battle glow, 
And pour new futies on the feebler foe. 
Yet a fliort interva), arid none thall dare 
Expect a fecond fumrons to the war; 
"Who waits for that, the dire effect fall find, 
Uf trembling in the fhips be lags behind. 
Embodied, to the battle let us bend, 
And all at once on haughty Troy defcend. 
And now the delegates Ulyiles fent, 
‘To bear the prefents from the royal tent. 
The fons of Neftor, Phyleus’ valiant heir, 
"Uhias and Merion, thunderbolts of war, 
With Lycomedes of Creontian ftrain, 
And Melanippus, form’d the choies train. 
Swift asthe word was given, the youths obey’d ; 
J wice ten bright vafes in the midi whey laid; 
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A row of fix fair tripods then fucceeds ! 

And twice the number of high-bounding fleeds: 
Seven captives next a lovely line compote ; 

The eighth Brifeis, like the blooming refe, 
Clos’d the bright band: great Ithacus, before, 
Firft of the train, the galden talents bore : 

The reft in public view the chiefs difpofe, 

A fplendid {cene ! then Agamemnon role: 

The boar Talthybius held: the Grecian lord 
Drew the broad cutlafs, fheath'd befide his {word 
The ftubborn briftles from the victim’s brow 
He crops, and offering meditates his vow. 

His hands uplifted to th’ attefting fkies, 

On heaven's broad marble raof were fix'd his eyes 
The folemn words a deep attention draw, 

And Greece around fat thrill’d with facred awe. 

Witnefs, thou firft ! thou greateft Power above } 
All-good, all-wife, and all-{urviving Jove ! 

And Mother-earth, and Heaven’s revolving light, 
And ye, fell Furies of the realms of night, 

Who rule the dead, and horrid wues prepare 

For perjur’d kings, and all who faltely {wear ! 
The black-ey’d maid inviolate removes, 

Pure and ynconfcious of my manly loves. 

If this be talfe, Heaven all its vengeance thed, 
And level‘d thunder ftrike my guilty head ! 

With that, his weapon deep inflicts the wound ; 
The bleeding favage tumbles to the ground ; 
The facred herald rolls the victim flatn 
(A featt for fifh) into the foaming main. 

Then thus Achilles: Hear, ye Greeks! and know 
Whate’er we feel, "tis Jove inflicts the woe: 
Not elie Atrides could our rage inflame, 

Nor fiom my arms, unwilling, force the dame. 

*E'was Jow’s high will alone, o’erruling all, 

That doom’d our fliife, and doom’d the Greeks 
tu fall. ’ 

Go then, ye chiefs ! indulge the genial rite ! 

Achilles waits you, and expects the fight. 

The fpeedy conneil at his word adjourn’d : 
To their black veffels all the Greeks return’d. 
Achilles fought his tent. His train before 
March’d onward, bending with the gifts they bore, 
Thofe in the tents the {quires industrious ipread : 
The foaming courfers to the ttalls they led ; 

To their new feats the female captives move : 

Brifeis, radiant as the Queen of Love, 

Slow as fhe palit, beheld with fad furvey, 

Where, gafh’d with cruel wounds, Patroclus lay 

Prone on the body fell the heavenly fair, 

Heat her fad breaff, and tore her golden hair ; 

All beautiful in grief her humid eyes 

Shining with tears fhe lifts, and thus the cries: 
Ah, youth for ever dear, for ever kind, 

Once terder friend of my diftracted mind ! 

I left thee freth in life, in beauty gay! 

Now find thee cold, inanimated clay ! 

What woes my wretched race of life attend ! 

Sorrows on forrows, never doom’d to end ! 

‘Lhe firkt-lov’d confort of my virgin-bed 

Before thete eyes in fatal battle bled ! 

My three brave brothers in‘one mournful day, 

All trod the dark irremeable way : 

Thy friendly hand uprear'd me from the plain, 

And dry’d my forrows for a hufband flain ; 

Achilles’ care you promis’d I fhould prove, 

The ish, the deaxel} partacy of kis love ; 
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That rites divine thould ratify the band, 

And make me emprefs in his native land, 
Accept thefe grateful tears! for thee they flow, 
For thee, that ever felt another's woe! 

Her fifter captives echoed groan for groan, 
Nor mourn’d Patroclus fortunes, but their own: 
‘The leaders prefs'd their chief on every fide ; 
Unmov'd, he heard them, and with fighs deny’d: 

If yet Achilles have a friend, whofe care 
Js bent to pleate him, this requeft forbear : 

"Till yonder fun defcend, ah let me pay 
‘Tao grief and anguifh one abftemious day. 

He {poke, and from the warriors turn’d his face: 
Yet still the pacers, bah s of Atreus’ race, 
Neftor, Idomeneus, Ulyfies fage, 

And Phoenix, ftrive to calm his grief and rage; 
His rage they calm not, nor his grief control; 
He groans, he raves, he forrows from his foul. 

Thou too, Patroclus! (thus his heart he vents) 
Once {pread th’ inviting banquet in our tents : 
Thy {weet fociety, thy winning care, 

Once ftaid Achilles, rufhing te the war. 

But now, alas! to death’s cold arms refign’d, 
What banquets but revenge can glad my gnind ? 
What greater forrow could afflict my breaft, 
What more, if hoary Peleus were deceas'd ? 
Who now, perhaps, in Phthia dreads to hear 
His fon’s fad fate, and drops a tender tear. 
What more, fhould Nedptolemus the brave 
(My only offspring) fink into the grave? 

If yet that offspring lives (I diftant far, 

Of all neglectful, wage a hateful war). 


J could not this, this cruel ftroke attend , 
Fate claim’d Achilles, but might fpare his friend. 
°I hop’d Patroclus might furvive, to rear ¢ 
My tender orphan with a parent’s care. 
From Schyros ifle conduct him o’er the main, 
And glad his eyes with his paternal reign, t 
‘The lofty palace, and the large domain ; 
For Peleus breathes no more the vital air, 
Or drags a wretched life of age and care, 
But till the news of my fad fate invades 
Mis haftening foul, and finks him to the thades. 
Sighing hefaid. His grief the heroes join’d ; 
Each ftole a tear for what he left behind. 
Their mingled grief the Sire of Heaven furvey’d ; 
And thus, with pity, to his blue-ey’d Maid: 
Is then Achilles now no more thy care, 
And dott thou thus defert the great in war ; 
Lo, where yon fails their canvas wings extend, 
All comfortlefs he fits, and wails his friend : 
Ere thirft and want his forces have oppreft, 
Hafte, and infule ambrofia in his breatft. 
He fpoke : and fudden, at the word of Jove, 
Shot the defcending Goddefsfrom above. ® 
So f{wift through ether the thrill Harpy {prings, 
‘The wide air floating to her ample wings. 
To great Achilles the her flight addreft, 
And poui’d divine ambrofia in his breatt, 

With nectar fweet (refection of the Gods !) 
Then, fwift afcending, fought the bright abodes, 
Now ifiued from the thips, the warrior-train, 

And, like a deluge, pour’d upon the plain. 
As when the piercing blafts of Boreas blow, 
And {catter o’er the fields the driving {now ; 


From dufky clouds the fleecy winter flies, 
Whole dazzling luftre whitens all the skies; 


¥22 


So helms fucceeding helms, fo fhields from fhields 

Catch the quick beams, and brighten all the fields; 

Broad-glittering breaft-plates, {pears with point» 
ed rays, 

Miz in one ftream, reflecting blaze on blaze; 

Thick beats the centre as the courfers hound, 

With fplendour flame the fkies, and laugh the 
fields around. 

Full in the midi, high-towering o'er the reft, 

His limbs in arms divine Achilles dreft ; 

Arms, which the Father of the Fire beftow’d, 

Forg’d on th’ eternal anvils of the God. 

Grief and revenge his furious heart infpire ; 

His glowing eye-balls roll with living tire ; 

He grinds his teeth; and, furious with delay, 

O’erlvoks th’ embattled hoft, and hopes the bloody 


day. 

The filver cuifhes firft his thighs infold : 

Then o’er his breaft was brac’d the hollow gold : 

The brazen fword a various baldrick ty’d, 

That, ftarr’d with gems, hung glittering at his fides 

And, like the moon, the broad refulgent thield 

Blaz’d ein long rays, and gleam’d athwart the 
field. 

So to night-wandering failors, pale with fears, 
Wide o’er the watery watte, a light appears, 
Which, on the far-feen mountain blazing high, 
Streams from fome lonely watch-tower to the ky + 
With mournful eyes they gaze, and gaze again; 
Loud howls the ftorm, and drives them o'er the 

® main. 

Next, his high head the helmet grac’d; behind 
The {weepy creft, hung floating in the wind s 
Like the red ftar, that from his flaming hair 
Shakes down difeafes, peftilence, and war ; 
So ftream’d the golden honours from his head, 
Trembled the {fparkling plumes, and the loofe gle- 

; ries fhed. 

The chief beholds himfelf with wondering eyess 
His arms he poifes, and his motions tries ; 

Buoy’d by fome inward force, he feems to fwim, 
And feel» a pinion lifting every limb. 

And now he fhakes his great paternal fpear, 

Ponderous and huge: which not a Greck could 

rear. 

From Pelion’s cloudy top an afh entire 

Old Chiron fell’d, and thap’d it for his fire; 

A fpear which ftern Achilles only wields, , 

The death of heroes, and the dread of fields. 
Automedon and Alcimus prepare , 

Th’ immortal courfers and the radiant car 

(The filver traces {weeping at their fide) ; 

Their fiery mouths refplendent bridle& ty’d, 

The ivory-ftudded reins, return’d behind, 

Wav'd o’er their backs, and to the chariot join’d, 

The charioteer then whitl'd the lafh around,, 

And fwift afcended at one active bound. 

All bright in heavenly arms, above his {quire 

Achilles mounts, and fets the field on fire ; 

Not brighter Phoebus, in th’ etherial way, 

Flames from his chariot, and reftores the day 

High o’er the hoft all terrible he ftands, 

And thunders to his fteeds thefe dread commands 

Xanthus amd Balius! of Podarges’ {train 
(Unlefs ye boaft that heavenly race in vain) 

Be {wift, be mindful of the load ye bear, 
And learn to make your mafter more your care ; 
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Through falling fquadrons bear my danghtering 

Nor, as ye left Patroclys, leave your lord. [fword, 
The generous Xanthus, as the words he faid, 

Seem’d fenfible of woe, and dropp’d his head ! 

Trembling he ftood before the golden wain, 

And bow’'d to duft the honours of his mane, 

When, frange to tell! (fo Juno will’d) he broke 

Eternal filence, and portentous fpoke. 

AchiHes! yes! this day at leaft we bear 

Thy rage in fafety through the fites of war: 

But come it will, the fatal time muft come, 

Nor our’s the fault, but God decrees thy doom. 

Not through our crime, or flownefs in the courfe, 

Fell thy Patroclus, but by heavenly force ; 
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The bright far-fhuoting God who gilds the day 
(Confeit we faw him) tore his arms away. 
No—<could our fwiftnefs oer the winds prevail, 
Or beat the pinions of the weftern gale, 
All were in vain—the Fates thy death demand, 
Due to a mortal and immortal hand. 

Then ceas'd for ever, by the Furies ty’d, 
His fateful voice. Th’ intrepid chief reply'd, 
With unabated rage—So let it be! 
Portent$ and predigie¢s are loft on me. 
I know my fate, to die, to fee no more 
My much-lov’d parents, and my native fhore--- 
Enough---when Heaven ordains, I fink in night ; 
Now perifh Troy ! he faid, and rufh’d ta fight. 


BOOK XxX, 


THE ARGUMENT, 


The Battle of the Gods, and the A&s of Achilles. 


Jupiter, upon Achilles’s return to the battle, calls a council of the Gods, and permits them to affift 
either party. The terrors of the battle defcribed, when the Deities are engaged. Apollo encou- 
rages Aineas to mect Achilles, Atrer a long converfation, thefe two heroes encounter: but /neas 
is preferved by the affiftance of Neptune. Aciniles falls upon the reft of the Trojans, and 15 upon 
the point of killing Heétor, but Apollo conveys him away in acloud, Achilles purfnes the Trojans 


with a great flaughter. 


The fame daycontinues. The fcene is inthe field before Troy. 


JTaus round Pelides breathing war and blood 
Greece, fheath’d in arms, befide her veffels ftoBd ; 
While, near impending from a neighbouring 
height, 
Troy's black battalions wait the fhock of fight. 
‘then Jove to Chemis gives command, to call 
“The Gods to council iu the ftarry hall: 
Swift o’er Olympus’ hundred hills fhe flies, 
And furmmons all the fenate of the iktes, 
Fheie fhining on, in long proceflion come 
"bo Jove’s eternal adamantine dome. 
Not one was abfent, not a rural Power, 
That haunts the verdant ea or rofy bower ; 
Each fair-hair’d Dryad of the thady wood, 
Each azure Sifter ot the filver Aood ; 
All but old Qcean, hoary Sire! who kecps 
His ancient feat beucath the facred deeps. 
On marble thiones with lucid columns crown’d 
(‘The work of Vulcan) fat the Powers around. 
Ev’n * he whofe trident fways th: watery reign, 
Heard the lond fummons, and foifook the main, 
Affum'd his throne amid the bright abades, 
Aud queflion’d thus the Sire of men and Guds: 
What moves the God who heaven and earth 
commands, 
And piafps the thunder in his awful hands, 
‘Thus to convene the whole etherial ftate 3 
Is Greece and Troy the fubject in debate ? 
Adready met, the lowering hofts appear, 
And death ftands ardent on the edge &f war. 
"Tis true (the Cloud-compelling Power replies) 
This day, we call the council of the fkies 


@ Neptune. 


In care‘of human race ; ev'n Jove’s own eye 

Sees with regiet unhappy raurtals die. 

Far on Olympus’ top in fecret ftate 

Ourfelf will fit, and fee the hand of Fate 

Work out our will. Celeftial Powers ' defcend, 

And, as your minds direct, your fuccour lend 

Te either hoft. Troy foon mutt he o’erthrown, 

If uncontrol'd Achilles fights alone : 

Their troops but lately durft not meet his eyes; 

What can they now, if in his rage he mfe? 

AMiftt them, Gods! or Ihbou’s facred wall 

May tall this day, though Fate forbids the fall. 

He faid, and fir'd their heavenly breafts with 
rage 3 

On adverie parts the warring gods engage. 

Hleaven’s awful Queen; and he whofe azure round 

Girds the vaft globe ; the Maid in arms renown’d; 

Hermes, of profitable arts the fire ; 

And Vulcan, the black foven cign of the fire ! 

Thefe to the fleet repair with inftant flight ; 

The véffels tremble as the Gods alight. 

In aid of Troy, Latona, Phoebus, caine, 

Mars fiery-helm’d, the laughtcr loving Dame, 

Xanthus, whofe ftieams in golden currents flow, 

And the chafte Huntrefs of the filver bow. 

Ere yet the Guds their various aid employ, 

Each Argive bofom fwell'd with manly joy, 

While great Achilles (terror of the plain) 

Long loit ta battle, fhone in arms again. 

Dreadful he ftood in front of all his hoft ; 

Pale Troy beheld, and feem’d already lof ; 

Her braveft heroes pant with inward fear, 

And trerabling fee another Gd of War. 


ILIA 0, 
But when the Powers defcending fwelld the 


fight 
"fhen einralt rofe; fierce rage and pale affright 
‘Varied each face ; then Difcord founds alarms, 
Earth’ echoes, and the nations ruth to arms. 
Now through the trembling fhorés Minerva calls, 
Aud now the thunders from the Grecian walls. 
Mars, hovering o’er his Troy, his terrors throuds 
In glaomy tempefts, and a night of clouds: 
Now through each Trojan heart he fary pours 
Wit voice divine, from Ilion’s topmott towers ; 
Now fhouts to Simois from her beauteous hill ; 
‘The mountain fhook, the rapid ftreams ftood ftill. 
Above, the Sire of Gods his thunder rolls, 
And peals on peals redoubled rend the poles. 
Bencath, ftern Neptune shakes the folid ground ; 
‘The forefts wave, the mountains nod around ; 
Through all their fummits tremble Ida’s woods, 
And from their fources boil her hundred floods. 
‘Troy’s turrets totter on the rocking plain ; 
And the tofs’d navies beat the heaving main. 
Deep in the difmal regions of the dead, 
Th’ infernal monarch rear’d his hoary head, 
Leap'd from his thrune, left Neptune’s arth fhould 
His dark dominions open to the day, {lay 
And pour in light on Pluto’s drear abodes, 
Abhorr’d by men, and dreadful ev’n to Gods. 
Such war th’ immortals wage: fuch horrors 
rend {tend. 
The world’s vaft concave, when the Gods con- 
Firft filver-fhafted Phacbns took the plain 
Againft hlue Neptune, monarch of the main: 
The God of Arms his giant bulk difplay’d, 
eOppos’d tu Pallas, War's triumphant Maids 
A gaint Latona march’d the Son of May; 
The quiver’d Dian, filter of the Day 
Her golden arrows founding at her fide) 
aturnia, Majefty of Heaven, defy’d. 
With nery Vulcan laft in battle ftands 
The facred flood that rolls on golden fands ; 
“anthus his name with thofe of heavenly birth, 
But call'd Scamander by the fons of earth. 

While thus the Gods in various league engape, 
Achilles glow’d with more than mortal rage : 
Hector he fought; in fearch of Hedtor turn’d 
His eyes around, for Hector only burn’d ; 

And burft i lightning through the ranks, and 
vow 
To glut the God of Battles with his blood. 

Acneas was the firft who dar’d to ftay; 
Apollo wedg'd him in the warrior’s way, 

But {well’d his bofom with undaunted might, 
Hlalf-forc’d, and half-perfuaded, to the fight. 
Like young Lycaon, of the royal line, ® 
In voice and afpedt, feem’d the Power divine ; 
And bade the chief reflect, how late with fcorn 
In diftant threats he brav’d the Goddef{s-born. 

Then thus the hero of Anchifes’ ftrzin 
To meet Pelides, you perfuade in vain: 

Already have I met, nor void of fear 
Obferv’d the fury of his flying {pear ; 

From Ida’s woods he chas’d us to the field, 

Our force he fcatter’d, and our herds he kill'd ; 
Lyrneffus, Pedafus, in afhes lay ; 

But ( Jove/affifting) I furviv'd the day; 

Elfc had I funk, oppaett in fatal fight 

By fierce Achilles and Minerva’s might. 
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Where’er he mov’d, the Goddefs hone before, 
And bath’d his brazen lance in hoftile gores 
What mortal man Achilles can fuftain? 
Th’ aa ica guard him through the dreadfyl 
ain, 
And fatter not his dart to fall in vain. _ 
Were God my aid, this arm fhould check his 
power, 
Though ftrong in battle as a brazen tower. 
To whom the Son of Jove: That God implore, 
And be what great Achilles was before. 
From heavenly Venus thou deriv’it thy fkrain, 
And he, but from a Sifter of the Mam; 
An aged Sea-god father of his line, 
But Jove himfelf the facred fource of thine. 
Then lift thy weapon for a noble blow, 
Nor fear the vaunting of a mortal foe. 
This faid, and {pirit breath’d into his breaft, 
Through the thick troops th embolden’d hero 
prett : [vey’d, 
His venturous act the white-arm’d Queen fur- 
And thus, affembling all the Powers, fhe faid : 
Behold an action, Gods! that claims your cares 
Lo great Aineas rufhing tothe war; 
Aumit Pelides he directs his courfe, 
Pheebus impels, and Phoebus gives him force. 
Reftrain his bold career ; at leaft, t? attend 
Our favour’d hero, let fome Power deicend, 
To guard his life, and add tu his renown, 
We,gthe great armament of heaven, came down. 
Hereafter let him fall, as Fates defign, 
That {pun fo fhort his life’s illuftrious line : 
Bur, left fome adverfe God now crofs his way, 
Give him to know what Powers affift this day ; 
Forhow hall mortal ftand the dire alarms, 
When heaven’s refnlgent hoft appear in arms? 
Thus ihe: and tnus the God whcfe force can 
make 
The folid globe’s eternal bafis thake : 
Aguinft the might of man, fo feeble known, 
Why thould celeftial Fowers exert their own ? 
Sufiice, from yonder mount to view the fcene, 
And leave to war the fates-of mortal men. 
But if th” Armipotent, or God of light, 
Obttradt Achilles, or commence the fight, 
Thence on the Gods of Troy we fwift defcend : 
Full foon, I doubt not, fhall the confliG end ; 
And thefe, in ruin and confufion hurl’d, 
Yield to our conquering arms the lower world. 
Thus having faid, the Tyrant of the Sea, 
Cerulean Neptune, rofe, and led the way. 
Advanc’d upon the field thére ftood aemound 
Of earth congefted, wall’d, and trench’d around > 
In elder times to guard Alcides made 
(The work of ‘Trojans, with Minerva’s aid) 
What-time a vengeful monfter of the main 
Swept the wide fhore, and drove him to the plain, 
Here Neptune and the Gods of Grcece repair, 
With clouds encompafs’d, and a veil of air: 
The adverfe powers, around Apollo laid, 
Crown the fair hills that filver Simois fhade. 
In circle clofe each heavenly party fate : 
Intent to forma the future {cheme of Fate ; 
But mix not yet in fight, though Jove on high 
Gives the loud fignal, and the heavens reply. 
Mean while the rufhing armies hide the poe ; 
The trampled centre yields a hollow foun 
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Steeds cas’d in mail, and chiefs in armour bright, 

‘The gleamy champain glows with brazen light. 

Amid both hofts (a dreadful {pace) appear 

‘There, great Achilles: bold A®neas bere. 

With towering ftrides Atneas, firft advanc’d, 

‘The noddin plamage on his helmet danc’d ; 

Spread o’er his breaft the fencing thield he,bgre, 

And, as he mov’d, his javelin flam’d before. 

Not fo Pelides: furious to engage, 

He rufh’d impetuous, Such the lion’s rage, 

Who, viewing firft his foes with fcornful eyes, 

‘Though all in arms the peopled city rife, 

Stalks carelefs on, with unregarding pride ; 

‘Till at the length, by fome brave youth defy’d, 

‘To his bold {pear the favage turns alone: ° 

He murmurs fury with an hollow groan ; 

He grins, he foams, he rolls his eyes around ; 

Lafh’d by his tail, his heaving fides refound ; 

He calls up all his rage; he grinds his teeth, 

Refolv’d on vengeance, or 1:efolv’d on death. 

So, fierce Achilles on A‘neas flies; 

So ftands Atneas, and his force defies. 

Ere yet the ftern encounter join'd, begun 

‘The feed of Thetis thus to Venus' fon : 

Why comes /fneas through the ranks fo far? 

Seeks he to meet Achilles’ arm in war, 

Jn hope the realms of Priam to enjoy, 

And prove his merits to the throne of Troy? 

Grant that beneath thy lance Achilles dies, 

The martial monarch may refufe' the prize: 

Sons he has many: thofe thy pride may quefi; 

And "tis his fault to love thofe fons too well. 

Or, in reward of thy victorious hand, 

Has Troy propos’d fome fpacious track of land ? 

An ample foreft, or a fair domain, 

Of hill for vines, and arable for grain? : 

Ev'n this, perhaps, will hardly prove thy lot. 

But can Achilles be fo {oon forgot ? 

Once (as I think) you faw this brandith’d fpear, 

And then the great /Eneas feem’d to fear. 

With hearty hafte from Ida’s mount he fled, 

Nor, till he reach’d Lyrneffys, turn’d his head. 

Her lofty walls not long our progrefs ftaid ; 

Thofe, Pallas, Jove, and we, in ruins laid : 

In Grecian chains her captive race were caf; 

*Tis true, the great /Eneas fled too faft. 

Defrauded of my conqueft once before, 

What then J loft, the Gods this day reftore. 

Go; while thou may’ft, avoid the threatening 
fate 

Fools flay to feel it, and are wife too late. 

To this Anchifes* fon: Such words employ 
"To one that fears thee, fome unwarlike boy ; 
Such we difdain; the beft may be defy’d 
‘With mean reproaches, and unmanly pride; 
Unworthy the high race from which we came, 
Proclaim’d fo loudly by the voice of fame : 
€ach from illuftrious fathers draws his line ; 
Kach Goddefs born; half human, half divine, 
Thetis’, this day, or Venus’ offspring, dies : 
And tears thall trickle from celeftial eyes: 
For when two heroes, thus desiv’d, contend, 
*Tis not in wards the gloriaus ftrife can end.; 
TE yet thou farther feek to learn mybirth 
(A tale refounded through the fpacious earth) 
Hear how the glorious origin we prove —° * 
From ancient Nardanus, the firft from Jove : 
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Dardania’s walls he rais'd ; for Ilion ther: 

(The city fince of many-languag’d men) 

Wasnot. The natives were content to till 

The thady foot of Ida‘s fountful hill. 

From Dardanus, great Erichthenius fprings, ’ . 

The richett, once, of Afia’s wealthy kings ; 

Three thoufand mares his {pacious paftures bred, 

Three thoufand foals befide their méthers fed. 

Boreas, enamour'd of the {prightly train, 

Conceal’d his godhead in a flowing mane, 

With voice diffembled to his loves he neigh’d, 

And cours’d the dappled beauties o’er the mead 

Hence {prung twelve others of unrival’d kind, 

Swift as their mather mares, and father wind. 

Thefe, lightly tkimming when they fwipt the 
plain, 

Nor ply’d the grafs, nor bent the tender grain ; 

And when along the level feas they flew, 

Scarce on the furface curl’d the briny dew ; 

Such Erichthonius was ; from him there came 

The facred Tros, of whom the Trojan name. 

Three fons renown’d adorn'd his nuptial bed, 

Ilus’ Affaracas, and Ganymed : 

The metchlefs Ganymed, divinely fair, 

Whom Heaven, enamour’d, fnatch’d to upper air 

To bear the cup of Jove (ztherial guett, 

The grace and glory of the ambrofial feaft). 

The two remaining fons the line divide: 

Firft rofe Laomeden from Ilus’ fide ; 

From him Tithonius, now in cares grown old. 

And Priam (bleft with Hector, biave and bold) = 

Clytius and Lampus, ever-honour’d pair ; 

And Hicetaon, thunderbolt of war. 

From great Affaracas fprung Capys, he 

Begat Anchifes, and Anchifes me. 

Such is our race: “tis Furtune gives us birth, 

But Jove alone endues the foul with worth: 

He, fource of power and might: with boundlefs 

All human courage gives, or takes away. [fway, 

Long in the field of words we may contend, 


‘Reproach is infinite, and knows no end, 


Arm’d or with truth or falfehood, mght or wrong 
(So voluble a weapon is the tongue) 
Wounded, we wound; and neither fide can fail, 
For every man has equal ftrength to rail : 
Women alone, when in the ftreets they jar, 
Perhaps excel us in this wordy war ; 
Like us they ftand, encompais’d with the crowd, 
And vent their anger impotent and loud. 
€eafe then---Our bufinefs in the field of fight 
Is not to queftion, but to prove, our might. 
To all thofe infults thou haft offer’d here, 
Receive this anfwer: ‘tis my flying {pear. 

He {poke. With all his force the javelin flung, 
Fix’& deep, and loudly in the buckler rung. 
Far on his out-ftretch’d arm Pelides held 
(To meet the thundering lance) his dreadful 

fhield 

That trembled as it ftuck ; nor void of fear 
Saw, ere it fell, th’ mmeafurable {pear. 
His fears were vain; impenetrable charms 
Secur’d the temper of th’ xtherial arms, _— {hela 
Throygh two ftrong plates the point its paffag: 
But ftoop’d, and refted, by the third repell’d. 
Five plates of various metal, various mold, 7 
Compos’d the fhield ; of brafs each outward fold, 
Of tin each inward, and the ‘middle gold: 5 


There ftuck the lance. Then rifing ere he threw, 

‘The forceful {pear of great Achilles flew, 

And pierc’d the Dardan fhield’s extremeft bound, 

Where the thrill brafs return'd a tharper found : 

‘Through the thin verge the Pelian weapon glides, 

And the flight covering of expanded hides. 

J=neas his contracted body bends, 

And o’er him high the riven targe extends, 

Sees, through its parting plates, the upper air, 

Ang at his back perceives the quivering {pear : 

A tate fo near him chills bis foul with fright ; 

And {wims before his eyes the many-colour’d light. 

Achilles, rufhing in with dreadful cries, 

Draws his broad lade, and at Aéneas flies: 

féneas, roufing as the foe came on 

(With force collected) heaves a mighty ftone: 

A. mafs enormous! which in modern days 

No two of earth’s degenerate fons could raife. 

But Ocean’s God, whofe earthquakes reok the 
ground, 

Saw the diftrefs, and mov’d the Powers around. 

Lo! on the brink of fate Acneas ftands, 

An inftant victim to Achilles’ hands; , 

By Phebus urg’d: but Phoebus has beftow’d 
His aid in vain: the man o’erpowers the Ged. 
And can ye fee this righteous chief atone, 
With guiltlefs blood, for vices not his own ? 

‘To all the Gods his conftant vows were paid: 
Sure, though he wars for Troy, he claims our aid ! 
Fate wills not this; nor thus can ove refign 
The future Father of the Dardan line : 

The tirlt great anceftor obtain’d his grace, 

And ftill his love defcends on all the race ; 

¥or Priam now, and Priam’s faithlefs kiad, 

At length are odious to th’ all-feeing Mind ; 
On great A&neas fhall devolve the reign, 

And fons fucceeding fons the lafting line fuftain. 
The great Earth-fhaker thus: to whom replies 
Th’ imperial Goddefs with the radtant eyes: 
Good as he 1s, to immolate or {pare 

The Dardan Prince, O Neptune, be thy care; 
Pallas and I, by all that Gods can bind, 

Have {worn deftruction to the Trojan kind ; 
‘Not ev’n an initant to protract their fate, 

Or fave one member of the linking ftate ; 

Till her laft fame be quench’d with her Jaft gore, 
And ev’n her crumbling ruins are no more. 

The king of Ocean to the fight defcends, 
Through all the whittling darts his courfe he bends, 
Swift interpos’d between the warriors flies, 

And cafts thick darknels o’er Achilles’ eyes. 
From great A‘neas ilield the {pear he drew, 

And at his mafter’s feet the weapon threw. 

That done, with force divine he fnatch’d om high 
The Dardan Prince, and bore him through the fy, 

‘Smooth-gliding without flep, above the heads 

Of warring heroes, and of bounding fteeds : 

Till at the battle’s utmott verge they light, 
Where the flow Caucans clofe the reat of fight. 
The Godhead there (his heavenly form coniefs’d) 
With words like thefe the panting chief addreis’d: 

s_ What power, O prince, with force inf rior tar, 

Urg'd thee to meet Achilles’ arm in war? 
Henceforth beware, nor antedate thy doom, 
Defrauding Fate of all thy fame to comes . 
But when the dayedecreed (tor come it mutt) 
Shai] lay this dieadful hero in the duit, 
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Let then the furies of that arm be known, 
Secure, no Grecian force tranfcends thy own. 
With that, he left him, wondering as he lay, 
Then from Achilles chas’d the mift away : 
Sudden, returning with the ftream of light, 
The fcene ef war came rufhing on his fight. 
Then thus amaz’d: What wonders ftrike my 
mind ! 
My fpear, that parted on the wings of wind, 
Laid here before me ! and the Dardan lord, 
That fell this inftant, vanifh'd from my {word $ 
I thought alone with mortals to contend, 
But Powers celeftial fure this foe defend. 
Great as he is, our arm he {carce will try, 
Content, for once, with all his Gods, to fly. 
Now then let others bleed-—This faid, aloud 
He vents his fury, and inflames the crowd, 
O Greeks (he cries, and every rank alarms) 
Join battle, man to man, and arms to arms f 
Tis not in me, though favour’d by the Sky, 
To mow whole troops, and make whole armies 
No Ged can fingly fuch a hoft engage, [fly : 
Not Mars himfelf, nor great Minerva’s rage. 
But whatfoe’er Achilles can infpire, 
Whate’er of active force, or acting fire: 
Whate’er this heart can prompt, or hand obey 5 
All, all Achilles, Greeks ! is yours to-day. 
Through yon wide hoft this arm fhall fcatter fear, 
And thin the {quadrons with my fingle fpear. 
He faid: nor lefs elate with marttal joy, 
The godlike Hector warm'd the troops of Troy : 
Trojans to war! Think Hector leads you on; 
Nor dread the vaunts of Peleus’ haughty fon. 
Deeds muft decide our fate. Ev’n thofe with 
» words 
Infult the brave, who tremble at their {words s 
The weakeft Atheift-wretch all Heaven defies, 
But fhrinks and fhudders when the thunder flies. 
Nor from yon boafter thall your chief retire, 
Not though his heart were fteel, his hand were 
fre; 
That fire, that fteel, your Hetor fhould withftand, 
And brave that vengeful heart, that dreadful hand. 
Thus (breathing rage thro’ all) the hero faid; 
A wood of lances rifes round his head, 
Clamours on clamours tempeft all the air, 
They join, they throng, they thicken to the war. 
But Phoebus warns him from high heaven to fhua 
The fingle fight with Thetis’ godhike fon ; 
More fate te combat in the mingled band, 
Nor tempt too near the terrors of his hand. 
He hears obedient to the God of Light, 
And, plung’d within the ranks, awaits the fight. 
Then fierce Achilles, fhouting to the fkies, 
On Troy’s whole force with boundlefe fury flies, 
Firft talls Iphityon, at his army’s head ; 
Brave was the chief, and brave the hoft he led ; 
From great Otrynteus he deriv d his blood, 
His mother was a Nais of the flood ; . 
Beneath the thades of Tmolus, crown’d with fnow, 
From Hyde’s walls he rul’d the lands below, 
Fierce as he fprings, the {word his head divides ; 
The parted vifage falls on equal fides: 
With loud-reiounding arms he ftiikes the plain 5 
While thus Achilles glories o’er the flain : 
- Lie there, Otryntides! the Trojan earth 
Receives thee dead, the’ Gygss boait thy birth, 
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Thofe beanteous felds were Hyllus’ waves are 
roll’d, 

And plenteous Hermus {wells with tides of gold, 

Are thine no more---Th' infulting hero faid, 

And left him fleeping in eternal thade. 

The rolling wheels of Greece the body tore, 

And dath'd their axles with no vulgar gore. 
Demoleon next, Antenor’s offspring, laid 

Breathlefs in duft, the price of rafbneis paid. 

Th’ impatient feel, with full-defcending {way, 

Ferc’d through his brazen helm its furious way, 

Refittlefs drove the batter’d fkull before, 

And dafh’d and mingled all the brains with gore. 

This fegs Hippodamas, and, feiz'd with fright, 

Deferts his chariot for a {wifter flight: 

The lance arreft him: an ignoble wouad 

‘The panting Trojan rivets to the ground. 

He groans away his foul: not louder roars, 

At Neptune’s firine on Helicé’s high thores, 

The vidtim bull: the rocks rebellow round, 

And Ocean liftens to the grateful found, 

Then felt on Polydore his vengeful rage, 

The youngeft hope of Priam’s ftooping age 
(Whole feet for {wiftnefs in the race {urpatt) ; 
Of all his fons, the deareft and the Jaf. 

To the forbidden field he takes his fight 

In the firft folly of a youthful knizht, 

To vaunt his fwiftacis wheels around the plain, 
But vaunts not long, with all his foriftnefs flan. 
Struck where the crodfing belts unite behind 
And golden rings the double back-plate join’d : 
Forth through the nav¢l burf the thrilling feel: 
Ard qn his knees with piercing fhrieks he fell ; 
The rufhing entrails pour’d upon the ground 
His hands collect; and darknefs wraps him roynd. 
When Hector view'd, all ghaitly in his gore, 
Thus fadly flain th’ unbappy Polydore, 

A cloud of forrow overcatt his fight ; 

Ifis foul no longer brook'd the ditant fight : 
Pullin Achilles’ dreadiyl front he came, 

Aud fhook his javelin like a waving flame. 

"The fon of Peleus fees, with joy pofleft, —- 
Hus heart high-bounding in his rifing breaft : 
And, lo! the man, on whom black fates attend ; 
The man, that flew Achilles, in his friend ! 

‘No more fhall Heder’ and Pelides’ {pear 

‘Turn from each other in the walk of war--- 
Then with revengeful eyes be {cann’d him p’er: 
Come, and receive thy fate! He fpake no more. 

Heétor, undaunted, thus: Such words employ 
To one that dreads thee, fome nnwarlike boy : 
Such we coxld give, defying and defy’d, 

Mean intercourie of obloguy and pride ! 

I know thy force to mine fuperor far ; 

But Heaven alone confers fuccets in war: 
Mean as 1 am, the Gods may guide my datt, 
And give it entrance in a braver heart. 

Then ‘parts the lance: bat Palias’ heavenly 
Far from Achilles wafts the winged death, [breath 
Tae bidden dart again to Hector flies, 

And at the feet of its great mater lies. 
Achilles clofes with his hated foe, 

His heart aud eyes with flaming furpglow ; 
But, prefent to his aid, Apollo fhrouds 

The favour’d hero ina veil of clauds. 
“Thrice ftruck Pelides with indignant heart, 
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The {pear a fourth time bury'd in the cloud ; 

He foams with fury, and exclaims aloud : . 
Wretch | thou haft ‘{cap’d again, ence moye 

thy fight 

Has fav'd thee, and the partial God of Light. 

But logg thou fhalt not thy juft fate withitand, . 

If any power affift Achilles’ hand. 

Fiy then, inglorious! but thy flight this day 

Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghofts fhall pay. 
With that, he gluts his rage on numbers flain . 

Then Dryoys tumbled to th’ enfanguin’d plain, 

Pierc’d thro’ the neck: he left him panting there, 

And ftopp’d Demuchus, great Philetor’s heir. 

Gigantic chef! deep gath’d tli enormeus blade, 

And for the foul an ample paflage made. 

Laogonus and Dardanus expire, 

The valkant fons of an unhappy fire ; 

Both in one inftant from the chariot hurl’d, 

Sunk in one inflant to the nether werld ; 

This difference only their fad fates afford, 

That one the {pear deftroy‘d, and one the {worg, 
Nor lefs unpitied young Alattor bleeds ; 

In vain his youth, in vain his beauty, pleads : 

In vain‘he begs thee with a fuppliant’s moan, 

To {pare a form, an age, fo like thy own! 

Unhappy boy! no prayer, no moving art, 

E’er bent that fierce, inexorable heart ! 

Wahue yet he trembled at his knees, and cry’d, 

The ruthlefs faulchion ope’d his tender fide ; 

The panting liver pours a flood of gare, 

Thrt drowns his bofom till he pants no more. 
Thro” Mulins’ head then drove th’ impetuous 

The warrior falls, transfix’d from ear tu ear. [f{pear, 

Thy lite, Echeclus! next the {word hereaves, ' 

Deep through the front the ponderous faulchion 

Cleaves 5 

Warm’d in the brain the fmoking weapon j1's, 

The purple death comes floating o'er his cy*s 

Then brave Deycalion dy’d: the dart was fling 

Where the knit nerves the pliant elbow ftrung ; 

He dropt bis arm, an unaflifting weight, 

And ftood all impotent, expeCting fate : 

Full on his neck the falling faulchion {ped, 

From his bioad {houlders hew’d Ins crefted head ¢ 

Forth from tue bone the fpinal mariow flics, . 

And funk in dudt the corpfe extended lies. 

Rhigmus, whofe race from fruitful Thracia came, 

(The for of Pireus, an illuftriops name) 

Succeeds to fate: the {pear his belly rends ; 

Prone from his car the thundering cbiet defcends : 

The fquire, who faw expiring on the ground 

His proftrate nafter, rein’d the fteeds around ¢ 

His back fcarce turu’d, the Pelian javelin gor’d, 

And dretch’d the fervant o’er the dying lord. 

As when a flame the winding valley fills, ° 

Aud runs on crackling fhrubs between the hills; 

Then o’er the ftubble up the mountain flies, 

Fires the high woods, and blazes to the tkies, 

"This way and that the {preading torrent roars; 

Se fweeps the hero through the wafted thores: 

Arround him wide, immenie deftruction pours, 

And eaith is delug’d with the fanguine dhowers, 

As, with autumnal harvefts cover’d o’er, 

And thick beiftrown, lies Ceres’ facred Boor: 

When round and round with never-weary’d pain, 

Phe trampling fteers beat out th’ unnutuber’d 
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o the fierce courfers, as the chariot rolls, 


‘read down whole ranks, and crufh out heroes 


fouls. 
Yafh’d from their hoofs, while o’er the dead they 


fly, 
lack, bloody drops the {moking chariot dyet 
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The fpiky wheels through mig of carnage tores 
And thick the groaning axels dropp’d with gore. 
High o’er the {fcene of death Achilles flood, 

All grim with duft, all horible in blood: 

Yet fill infatiaze, til] with rage on flame ; 

Such is the lu& of never-dying fame ! 


BOOK XX. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Battlein the River Scamander, 


The Trojans fly before Achilles, fome towards the town, others to the river Scamander : he falls upog 
the latter with great flaughter; takes twelve captives alive, to facrifice to the fhade of Patroclus ; 
and kills Lycaon and Afteropxzus. Scamander attacks him with all his waves; Neptune and Palla; 
affift the hero; Simois joins Scamander; at length Vulcan, by the inftigation of Junu, almoft dries 


up the river. 


This combat ended, the other Gods engage each other. Mean while Achilles con-. 


tinues the flaughter, drives the reft into Troy: Agenor only makes a ftand, and is conveyed aw 
in a cloud by ar aa who (to delude Achilles) takes upon him Agenor’s fhape, and, while he 


purfues lum in t 


at difguife, gives the Trojans an opportunity of retiring into their city. 


The jame day continues. The {cene is on the banks and in the ftream of Scamander. 


Ann now to Xanthus gliding ftream they drove, | With ‘their rich belts their captive arms conftraing 


Xanthus, immortal progeny of Jove. 
The river here divides the flying train, 
Part to the town fly diverfe o’er the plain, . 
here late their troops triumphant bore the fight: 
Now chas’d, and trembling in ignoble flight 
(‘Thefe with a gather’d mift Saturnia fhrouds, 
And rolls behind the rout a heap of elouds). 
Part plunge into the ftream : old Xanthus roars, 
‘The flathing billows beat the whiten’d fhores: 
With cries promifcueus all the banks tefound : 
And here, and there, in-eddies whirling round, 
The flouncing fteeds and fhrieking warriors 
drown’d, ; 
As the {corch’d lecufts from their fields retire, 
While faft behind them runs the blaze of fire ; 
Driv'n from the Jand before the fmoky cloud, 
The cluflering legions rufh into the flood : 
So, plung’d in Xanthus, by Achilles’ force, 
oars the refounding furge with men and horfe. 
His bloody lance the heio cafts afide 


(Which fpreading tamarifks on the margin hide); : 


Then, like a God, the rapid billows braves, 

Aim'd with his fword high-brandifh’d o’ex, the 
waves: 

Now down he plunges, now he whirls it round, 

Deep proan’d the waters with the dying found ; 

Kepeated wounds the reddening river dy’d, 

And the warm purple circled on the tide. 

owift through the foamy flood the ire ans fly, 

And clofe in rocks or winding caverns lie: 

So, the huge Dolphin tempetting the main, 

In fhoals before him fly the fcaly train, 

Confus‘dly heap’d they feek their inmaft caves, 

Or pant and heave beneath the floating waves. 

Now, tir'd with flaughter, from the Trojan band 

Twelve chofen yout he drags alive to land ; 


(Late their proud ornaments, but now thely 
chains). 

Thefe his attendants to the thips convey’d, 

Sad yictims ! deftin’d to Patroclus’ fhade. 

Then, as once more he plung’d amid the flood, 

The young Lycaon in his paffage ftood, 

The fon of Priam ; whom the hero’s hand 

Bat late made Captive in his father's land 

(As from a fycamare, his founding fteel 

Lopp’d the green arms to fpoke achariot wheel) 

To Lemnos’ ifle he fold the royal flave, 

Where Jafon’s fon the price demanded gave ; 

But kind Eétion touching on the fhore, 

The ranfom’d prince to fair Artibe bore. : 

Ten days were patt, fince in his father’s reign 

He felt the {weets of liberty again ; 

The next, that God whom men in vain withftan 

Gives the fame youth to the fame conquering 

Now never toreturn! and doom’d to’go 

A fadder journey to the thades below. 

His well-known face when great Achilles ey*d 


' (The helm and vifor he had caft afide 


With wild affright, and dropp’d upon the field 

His ufelefs lance and unayatling fhield) 

As trembling, panting, from the ftream he filed, 

And knock’d his faultering knees, the hero faid : 
Ye mighty Gods! what wonders {trike my view! 

Is it in vain our conquering arms fubdue? 

Sure 1 fhall fee yon heaps of Trojans kill'd, 

Rife from the fhades, and brave me on the field s 

As now the captive, whom fo late I bound 

And fold to Lemnos, ftalks on Trojan ground f 

Not him the fea’s unmeafur'd deeps detain, 

That bar fuch numbers from their native plains 

Lo! he returns, Try, then, my flying {pear t 

Try, if the grave can hold the wanderer ; 
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If earth at length this active prince can feize, 
Earth, whofe ftrong grafp has held down Her- 
cules. tet 
Thus while he {poke, the Trojan gale with fears 
Approach’d, and fought his knees with fuppliant 
Loth as he was to yield his youthful breath, [tears; 
And his foul fhivering at th’ approach of death, 
Achilles rais’d the {pear, prepar’d to wound ; 
He kifs’d his feet, extended on the ground : 
And while, above, the {pear fufpended ftood, 
Longing to dip its thitfty point in blood, 
One hand embrac’d them clofe, one ftopt the dart, 
While thus thefe melting words attempt his heart: 
Thy well-known captive, great Achilles! fee, 
Once more Lycaon trembles at thy knee. 
Some pity to a fuppliant’s name afford, 
Who fhar’d the gifts of Ceres at thy board ; 
‘Whom late thy conquering arm to Lemnos bote, 
Far from his father, friends, and native thore ; 
A hundred oxen were his price that day, 
Now fums immenfe thy mercy thall repay. 
Scarce refpited from woes I yet appear, 
And {carce twelve morning funs have feen me 
here ; 
Lo! Jove again fubmiuts me to thy hands, 
Again, her victim cruel Fate demands ! 
| rane from Priam and Laothoe fair 
(Old Alte's daughter, and Lelegia’s heir 
Who held in Pedafus his fam’d abode, 
And rul'd the fields where filver Satnio flov‘d) : 
Two fons (alas! unhappy fons) the bore ; 
For, ah! one {pear thall drink each beter 
And I fucceed to flaughter’d Polydore. [gore; 
How from that arm‘ ¢f terror fhall 1 fly ? 
Some demon urges! “tis my doom to die! e 
If ever yet {oft pity touch’d thy mind, 
Ah! think not me too much of Hector’s kind ! 
Not the fame mother gave thy fuppliant breath, 
With his, who wrought thy lov’d Patroclus’ death. 
Thefe words, attended with a fhower of tears, 
The youth addreft to unrelenting ears: 
Talk not of life, or ranfom, (he replies) 
Patroclus dead, whoever meets me dies : 
In vain a fingle Trojan fues for grace ; 
But leaft, the fons of Priam’s hateful race. 
Die then, my friend ! what boots it to deplore ? 
The great, the good Patroclus is no more ! 
He, far thy better, was foredoom'd to die, 
** And thou, doft thou bewail mortality ?” 
Seeft thou not me, whom nature’s gifts adorn, 
Sprung from a hero, from a Goddeis born ; 
The day thall come (which nothing can avert) 
‘When by the fpear, the arrow, or the dart, 
By night or day, by force or by defign, 
Impending death and certain fate are mine, 
Die then---he faid: and, as the word he {poke, 
The fainting ftripling funk before the ftroke : 
His hand forgot its grafp, and left the {pear : 
‘While all his trembling frame confeft his fear ; 
Sudden, Achilles his broad {word difplay’d, 
And buried in his neck the reeking blade. 
Prone fell the youth ; and, panting on the land, 
The gufhing purple dy’d the thirfty fand ; 
The victor to the ftream the carcafe gave, 
And thus infults him, floating on the wave; 
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There no fad mother fhiall thy funerals weep, 

But {wift Scamander roll thee to the deep, 

Whote every wave fome watery monfter bring4, 

To feat unpunifh’d on the fat of kings. 

So perith Troy, and all the Trojan line! 

Such ruin theirs, and fuch conipaffion mine. 

What boots you now Scamander’s worhhipp’d 
ftream, 

His earthly honours, and immortal name! 

In vain your immolated bulls are lain, 

Your living courfers glut his gulfs in vain : 

Thus he rewards you, with this bitter fate ; 

Thus, till the Grecian vengeance is complete ; 

Thus is atun'd Patroclus’ honour’d thade, 

And the thort abfence of Achilles paid. 

Thefe boaftful words provoke the raging God ; 
With fury {wells the violated flood. 

What means divine may yet the Power employ, 
To check Achilles, and to refcue Troy ? 

Mean while the hero {prings in arms, to dare 
The great Afteropeus to mortal war; 

The ton of Pelagon, whofe lofty line 

Flows ie the fource of Axis, ftream divine 
(Fair Peribzea’s love the God had crown’d, 
With all his refluent waters circled round). 

On him Achilles ruth’d: he fearlefs ftood, 

And fhook two fpears, advancing from the flood 
The flood impell’d him, on Pelides’ head 

T” avenge his waters chok’d with heaps of dead. 
Near as they drew, Achilles thus began : 

What art thou, boldeft of the race of man? 
Who, er from whence? Unhappy is the fire 
Whofe fon encounters our refiftlefs ire. 

O fon of Peleus! what avails to trace > 
(Reply’d the warrior) our illufirious race ? 

From rich Pgeonia’s valleys I command, 

Arth’d with portended fpears, my native band ; 

Now fhines the tenth bright morning’ fince I 
came 

In aid of Lliun to the fields of fame 

Axius, who {wells with all the neighbouring rills, 

And wide around the flouted region fills, 

Begot my fire, whote {pear fuch glory won: 

Now lift thy arm, and try that hero’s fon ! 

Threatening he {aid : the hoftile chiefs advance; 
At once Afteropeus difcharg’d each lance 
(For both his dexterous hands the lance could 

wield) 
One fttuck, but piere’d not the Vulcanian fhield ; 
One raz’d Achilles’ hand; the {pouting blood 
Spun forth, in earth the faften’d weapon itood. 
Like lightning next the Pelian javelin flies : 
Its erting fury hifs’d along the {kies; 
Deep in the {welling bank was driven the fpear, 
Ev’n to the middle earth’d ; and quiver’d there. 
Then from his fide the fword Pelides drew, 
And on his foe with doubled fury flew. 
The foe thrice tugg’d, and fhook the rooted wood ; 
Repulfive of his might the weapon ftood : 
The fourth, he tries to break the fpear in vain; 
Bent as he ftands, he tumbles to the plain ; 
His bélly epen’d with a ghaftly wound, 
The reeking entrails pour upon he ground. 
Beneath the hero’s feet he panting lies, 
And his eye darkens, and his , irit flies: 
While the proud vi¢tor thu triumphing fi aid, 
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So ends thy glory! Such the fate they prove, 


Who ftrive prefumptuous with the fons of Jove. 
Sprung from a river, didft thou boaft thy line? 
But great Suturnius is the fource of mine. 
How doft thou vaunt thy watery progeny? 
Of Peleus, ZZacus, and Jove, am I; 
‘The race of thefe fuperior far te thofe, 
As he that thunders to the ftream that flows. 
‘What rivers can, Scamander might have thown ; 
But Jove he dreads, nor wars againit his fon, 
Evan Acheloiis might contend in vain, 
And.all the roaring billows of the main. 
“Th’ eternal ocean, from whofe fountains flew 
The feas, the riveys, and the {prings below, 
The thundering voice of Jove abhors to hear, 
And in his deep abyfles fhakes with fear. 
. He faid, then from the bank his javelin tore, 
And left the breathlefs warrior in his gore. 
The floating tides the bloody carcafe lave, 
And beat againft it, wave fucceeding wave ; 
Till, roll’d between the banks, it lies, the food 
Of curling eels, and fifhes of the flood. {flain) 
All fcatter’d round the ream (their mightieft 
“Th? amaz’d Peonians ftpur along the plain: 
He vents his fury on the flying crew, 
Thrafius, Attypylus, and Mnefius flew ; 
J4ydon, Therfilochus, with Afnius fell ; 
And numbers more his lance had plung’d to hell; 
But from the bottom of his gulfs profound, 
Scamander ipoke; the fhores return’d the found : 
O firft of mortals! (for the Gods are thine) 
In valour matchlefs, and in force divine ! 
If Jove have given thee every Trojan head, 
*Wis not on me thy rage fhould heap the dead. 
See! my chok’d ftreams no more their cburfe can 
keep, 
Nor soll their wonted tribute to the deep. 
Turn, then, impetuous! from our injur’d flood ; 
Content, thy flaughters could amaze a God. 
In human form confefs’d before his eyes, 
The river thus, and thus the chief replies: 
O jacred ftream ! thy word we thall obcy ; 
But not till Troy the deftin’d vengeance pay : 
Not till within her towers the perjur’d train 
shall pant, and tremble at our arms again: 
Not till proud Heétor, guardian of her wall, 
Or ftain this lance, or fee Achilles fall. 
He faid, and drove with fury on the foe. 
Then to the Gedhead of the filver bow 
The yellow flood began: O fon of Jove! 
‘Was not the mandate of the fire above 
Full and exprefs? that Phebus fhould employ 
His facred arraws in defence of Troy, 
And make her conquer, till Hyperion’s fall 
In awful darknefs hide the face of all? ® 
He {poke in vain—the chief without difmay 
Ploughs through the boiling furge his deiperate 
Then, rifing in his rage above the fhores, [way. 
From all his deep the bellowing river roars, 
oe heaps of flain difgorges on the coaft, 
And round the banks the ghaftly dead are toft. 
While all before, the billows rang’d on high 
(A watery bulwark) fkreen the bands who fly. 
Now burfting on his head with thundering found, 
"Uhe falling deluge whelms the hero round: 
Hisloaded thield bends to the rufhing tide ; _ 
His feet, upborne, fcarce the ftrong flood divide, 
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Sliddering and ftaggering. On the border ftood 
A-fpreading elm, that overhung the food : 
He fei2’d a bending bough, his fteps to ftay; 
The plant, uprooted, to his weight gave way, 
Heaving the bank, and undermining all; 
Loud flath the waters to the rufhing fall 
Of the thick foliage. The large trunk difplay’d 
Bridg’d the rough flood aerofs: the hero ftay’d 
On this his weight, and, rais’d upon his hand, 
Leap'd from the channel, and regain’d the land. 
Then blacken’d the wild waves; the murmut 
The God purfues, a huger billow throws, [rofe; 
And burfts the bank, ambitious to deftroy 
The man whole fury is the fate of Troy. 
He, like the warlike eagle, fpeeds his pace 
(Swifteft and ftrongeft of th’ aerial race) 
Far as a fpear can fly; Achilles fprings 
At every bound; his clanging armour rings : 
Now here, now there, he turns on every fide, 
And winds his courfe before the following tide ; 
The waves flow after, wherefoe’er he wheels, 
And gather faft, and murmur at his heels, 
So, when a peafant to his garden brings 
Soft rills of water from the bubbling {prings, 
And calls the floods from high, to biefs his bowers, 
And feed with pregnant ftreams the plants and 
flowers ; 
Soon as he clears whate’er their paffage ftaid, 
And marks the future current with his fpade, 
Swit o’er the rolling pebbles, down the hills, 
Lo&der and louder purl the falling rills ; 
Before him {cattering, they prevent his pains, 
And fhine in mazy wanderings o’er the plains. 
Still flies Achilles, but betore his eyes 
Still fwift Scamander rolls where’er he flies : 
Nt all his {peed efcapes the rapid floods ; 
The firft of men, but not a match for Gods, 
Oft as he turn’d the torrent to oppofe, 
And bravely try if all the Powers were foes ; 
So oft the furge, in watery mountains fpread, 
Beats on his back, or burfts upon his head. 
Yet dauntleis ftill the adverfe flood he braves, 
And ftill indignant bounds above the waves. 
Tir'd by the tides, his Knees relax with toil ; 
Wafh'd from beneath him flides the flimy foil: 
When thus (his eyes on heaven’s expanfion 
thrown) 
Forth burfts the hero with an angry groan: 
Is there no God Achilles to befriend, 
No Power t’ avert his miferable end? 
Prevent, oh Jove! this ignominious date, 
And make my future life the fport of Fate. 
Of all Heaven’s oracles believ’d in ¥ain, 
But moft of Thetis, muft her fon complain ; 
By Phoebus’ darts fhe prophefied my tall, 
In glorious arms before the Trojan wall. 
Oh! had I died in tields of battle warm, 
Stretch’d like a hero, by a hero’s arm ! 
Might Hector’s {pear this dauntlefs bofom rend, 
Aud my fwift {oul o’ertake my flaughter’d friend ‘ 
Ah, no! Achilles meets a fhaimeful fate, 
Oh! how unworthy or the brave and great ! 
Like fome vile {wain, whem on a rainy day, 7 
Croffing a ford, the torrent fweeps away, 
An unregarded carcafe, to the fea. 4 
Neptune and Pallas hafte to his relief, 


- 


And thus in human form addiefs the clnef. 
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The Power of Ocean firt: Forbear thy fear, 
O fon of Peleus! Lo, thy Gods appear! -. 
Behold ! from Jove defcending to thy aid 
Propitious Neptune, and the blue-ey’d Maid. 
Stay, and the furious flood fhall ceafe to rave : 
*Tis not thy fate to glut his angry wave. 
But thou, the counfel Heayen fuggetts, attend ! 
Nor breathe from combat, nor thy fword fufpend, 
Till Troy receive her flying fons, till all 
Her routed fquadrons pant behind their wall : 
Hector alone fhall ftand his fatal chance, 
And Hector’s blood fhall fmoke upon thy lance, 
Thine is the glory doom’d. Thys {pake the Gods: 
Then {wift afcended to the bright abodes. 
Stung with new ardour, thus by Heaven impelJ’d, 
He {prings impetuous, and invades the field: ‘ 
O'er all th’ expanded plain the waters fpread ; 
Heap'd on the bounding billows dance the dead, 
Floating Ag fcatter’d arms; while cafques of 
i) i: 
And send Gp bucklers glitter’d as they roll'd. 
High o’er the furging tide, by leaps and bounds, 
He wades and mounts; the parted wave refounds. 
Not a whole river ftops the hero’s courfe, 
While Pallas fills him with immortal force. 
With equal rage, indignant Xanthus roars, 
And lifts his billows, and o’erwhelms his flores. 
Then thus to Simois: Hafte, my brother‘flood! 
And check this mortal, that controls a Gad. 
Our braveft heroes elfe fhall quit the fight, 
And Tlion tumble from her towery height. ¢ 
Call then thy fubjeét ftreams, and bid them roar, 
From all thy fountains fwell thy watery ftore, - 
With breken rocks, and with a load of dead, 
Charge the black furge, and pour it on his head. 
Mark how refiftlefs through the floods he goes¢ 
And boldly bids the warring Gods be foes | 
But nor that force, nor form divine to fight, 
Shall aught avail him, if our rage unite : 
Whelm'd under our dark gulfs thofe arms fhall 
That blaze fo dreadful in each Trojan eye; [lie, 
And deep beneath a fandy mountain hurl'd, , 
Immers'd remain this terror of the world. . 
Such ponderous ruin fhall confound the place, 
Wo Greek thall e’er his perifh’d relicks grace, 
No hand his bones fhall gather, or inhume ; 
Thefe his cold rites, and this his watery tomb. 
He faid; and on the chief defcends amain 
Increas'd with gore, and {welling with the flain. 
Then murmyying from his beds, he boils, h 
raves, 
And a foam whitens on the purple waves: 
At every ftep, before Achilles ftood 
The ciimfon furge, and delug’d him with blood. 
Fear touch’d the Queen of Heaven: fhe faw dif- 
f may'd; 
She call’d aloud, and fummon’d Vulcan’s aid. 
Rife to the war! th’ infulting flood requires 
Thy wafteful arm: affemble all thy fires! 
While to their aid, by our command enjoin’d, 
Ruth the [wift eaftern and the weftern wind. 
Thefe from old Ocean at my word thall blow, 
Pour the red torrent an the watery foe, 
Corpfes and arms to one bright ruin tern, 
And hiffing rivers to their bottoms burn. 
Go, mighty in thy rage! difplay thy power, 
Drink the whole flood, the crackling trees devour, 
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Scorch all the banks! and (till our voice reclaim) 
Exert th’ unwearied furies of the flame! 

The Power ignipotent her word obeys: 

Wide o’er the plain he pours the boundlefs blaze; 
‘At once confumes the dead, and dries the foil, 
And the fhrunk waters in their channel boil. 

As when autumnal Boreas {weeps the ky, 

And infant blows the water’d gardens dry : 

So Jook’d the field, fo whiten'd was the ground, 
While Vulcan breath’d the fiery blaft around. 
Swift’on the fedgy reeds the ruin preys; —_¢ 
Along the margin winds the running blaze: 
The trees in flaming rows to afhes turn, 

The flowery lotos and the tamgrifk burn, | 
Broad elm, and cyprefs rifing ip a {pire ; 

The watery willows hifs before the fire. 

Now glow the waves, the fithes pant for breath, 
The eels lie twifting in the pangs of death : 
Now flounce aloft, now dive, the fcaly fry, 

Or, gafping, turn their bellies to the fky. 

At length the river rear’d his languid head, 
And thus, fhort-panting, to the God he faid: 

Oh, Vulcan! oh! what power refitts th 
I faint, J fink, unequaltp the ight— [might ! 
I yield—-Let Dlion fall, if Fate decree ; 

Ah, bend no more thy fiery arms on me ! 

He ceas'd; wide conflagration blazing round 3 

The bubbling waters yield a hiffing found. 

As when the flames bencath a caldron rife, 

To melt the fat of fome rich facrifice, 

Amid the fierce embrace of circling fires 

The waters foam, the heavy {moke afpires: 

So boils th’ imprifon’d flood, forbid to flow, 
And, chok’d with vapours, feels his bottom glow, 
To Jun@then, imperial Queen of Air, 

The burning river fends his carneit prayer : 

Ah, why, Satuinia! mult thy fon engage 

Me, only me, with all his wafteful rage ? 

On other Gods kis dreadful arm employ, 

For mightier Gods affert the cauie of Toy. 
Submifliye I defitt, if thou command; 

But, ah! withdraw this all-deftroying hand. 
Hear then my folemn ath, to yield to Fate 
Unaided Ihon, and her deftin’d ftate, 

Till Greece fhall gird her with defiructive flame, 
And in one ruin fink the Trojan name. 

His warm entreaty touch’d Saturmia’s ear: 
She bade th’ Ignipotent his :age forbear, 

Recall the flame, nor in a mortal canfe 
Infeft a God: th’ obedient flame withdraws : 
Again, the branching itreams begin to {pread, 
And foft re-murmur in their wonted bed. 

While thefe by Juno’s will the ftrife refign, 
The warring Gods in fierce contention join: 
Re-kifidling rage each heavenly breaft alarms; 
With horrid clangor fhock’d th’ etherial arms: 
Heaven in loud thunder bids the trumpet found ; 
And wide beneath them groans the rending 

ground, 
Jove, as his {port, the dreadful fcene defcries, 
And views contending Gods with carelefs eyes, 
The Power of Battles lifts his brazen f{pear, 
And firft affaults the radiant Queen of War: 

What mov'd thy madnefs thus to difunite 
Zetherial minds, and mix ail Heaven in fight? 
What wonder this, when in thy frantic mood 
Thou drov'ft a mortal to infuk a God? 
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Thy impious hand Tydides’ javelin bore, 
And madly bath’d it in celeftial gore. 

He fpoke, and {mote the loud-refounding fhield, 
Which bears Jove’s thunder on its dreadful field ; 
The adamantine eygis of her fire, 

That turns the glancing bolt and forked fise. 
‘Then heav'd the Goddets in her mighty hand 

A itone, the limit of the neighbouring land, 
There fix’d from eldeft times; black, craggy, 
This at the heavenly homicide fhe caft. —[vait: 
Tifindering ke falls, a mais of monftrous fize ; 
And feven broad acres covers as he lies. 

‘The ttunning ftroke his ftubborn nerves unbound; 
Loud o’er the fiel@s his ringing arms refound : 
The {cornful dame her conqueft views with fmiles, 
And, glorying, thus the proftrate God reviles : 

Huit thou not yet, infatiate fury ! known 
How far Minerva’s force tran{cends thy own? 
Juno, whom thou rebellious dar’ withftand, 
Corrects thy folly thus by Pallas’ hand ; 

Thus meets thy broken faith with juft difgrace, 
And partial aid to Troy’s perfidious race. 

The Goddefs fpoke, and turn’d her eyes away, 
‘lhat, beaming round, diffus'd celeftial @ay, 
Jove’s Cyprian daughter, ftoeping on the land, 
Lent to the wounded God her tender hand: 
Slowly he rifes, fcarcely breathes with pain, 
And, propt on her fair arm, forfakes the plain. 
This the bright Emprefs of the heavens furvey’d, 
And, {coffing, thus to War's victorious Maid : 

Lo! what an aid on Mars’s fide is feen ! 

The Sniles’ and Loves’ unconquerable Queen ! 
Mark with what infolence, in upen view, 
She moves: let Pallas, if fhe dares, purfye. 

Minerva {miling heard, the pair o’ertook, 

And flightly on her breait the wanton ftrook: 
She, unrefiiting, fell (her {pirits fled) ; 

On earth together lay the lovers {pread ; 

And hke thefe hcroes, be the fate of all 
(Minerva cries) who guard the Trojan wall! 

‘To Grecian Gods fuch let the Phrygians be, 

So dread, fo fierce, as Venus is to me; 

‘Yhen from the loweft {tone fhall Troy be mov’d--- 
Thus fhe; and Juno with a {mile approv'd. 

Mean time, to mix in more than mortal fight, 
The God of Ocean dares the God of Light: 
What floth hath iciz’| us, when the fields around 
Ring with conflicting powers, and heaven returns 

the found? 
Shall, ignominious, we with thame retire, 
No deed perform’d, to our Olympian Site ? 
Come, prove thy arm! for firit the war to wage, 
Suits not my greatnefs, or fuperior aye: 
Rafh as thou art to prop the Trojan throne, 
(Forgetful of my wrongs, and of thy own) t 
And guard the race of proud Laomedon! 
Haft rhou forgot how, at the monarch’s prayer, 
We fhar'd the length’d labours of a year? 
Tioy’s wall I rais'd (for fuch were Jove’s com- 
mands) 
And yon proud bulwarks grew beneath my hands: 
Thy tak it was to feed the bellowing droves 
Along fair Ida’s vales and pendent groves. 
But when the circling feafons in their train 
Brought back the grateful day that crown’d onr 
With menace ftern,the fraudful king defy’d [pa.n, 
fur latent Godhead, and the pnze deny'd : 
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Mad as he was, he threaten’d fervile bands, 

And doom’d us exiles far iu barbarous lands, 
Incens’d, we heavenward fled with {wifteft wing, 
And deftin’d vengeance on the perjur’d king. 
Doft thou, for this, afford proud Ilion grace, 

And not, like us, infeft the faithlefs race ; 

Like us, their prefent, future fons deftroy, 

And from its deep foundations heave their Troy? 

Apolly thus: ‘To combat for mankind, 

Ill fuits the wifdom of celeftial mind: 

For what is man ? Calamitous by birth, 

They owe their life and nourifhment to earth ; 
Like yearly leaves,that, now with beauty crown’d, 
Smile on the fun; now wither on the ground. 

To their own hands commit the frantic fcene, 
Nor mix immortals in a caufe fo mean. 

Then turns his face, far-beaming heavenly fires, 

And from the fenior Power fubmifs retires : 
Tim, thus retreating, Artemis upbraids, 
The quiver’d huntrefs of the fylvan fhades :, 
And 1s it thus the youthful Phebus flies, 
And yields to Ocean’s hoary Sire the prize ? 
How vain that martial pump and dreadful fhow 
Of pointed arrows, and the filver bow ! 
Now boaft no tnore, in yon celeftial bower, 
Thy force can match the great earth-fhaking 
Power. 

Silent, he heard the Queen of Woods upbraid : 

Not fo Saturnia bore the vaunting maid ; 

Bug furious thus: What infolence has driven 

Thy pride to face the Majefty of Heaven ? 

What though, by Jove the temale plague defign’d, 
Fierce to the feeble race of woman-kind, 

The wretched matron feels thy piercing dart ; 
\oe tex’s tyrant, with atyger’s heart? 

hat though, tremendous in the wood and chafe, 
Thy certain arrows pierce the favage race ? 

How dares thy rafhnefs on the Powers divine 
Kraploy thofe arms, or match thy force with mine? 
Learn hence, no more unequal war to wage--- 
She faid, and feiz’d her wruts with eager rage ; 
Thefe in her left hand Jock’d, her right unty’d 
The bow, the quiver, and its plumy pride. 

About her temples flies the bufy bow: 

Now here, now there, fhe winds her from the blows 
The fcatterring arrows, rattling from the cafe, 
Drop round, and idly mark the duity place. 

Switt from the field the haffled huntrefs flies, 
And {carce retains the torrentin hereyes: ° 

So, when the falcon wings her way°above, 

To the cleft cavern (eed the gentle dove, 

(Not fated yet to die) there fate retreats, 

Yet ftil) her heart againft the marble beats. 

To her, Latona haftes with tender care, 
Whom Hermes viewing, thus declines the war : 
How fhall I face the dame, who gives delight 
Co hun whole thunders blacken heaven with night? 
Go, matchlets Goddeis! triumph in the fkics, 
And boaft my conqueft, while I yield the prize. 

He {poke ; and paft: Latona, ttooping low, 
Collects the fcatter’d fhafts, and fallen bow, 
That, plittering on the duft, lay here and there ; 
Dithonour’d relicks of Diana’s war. 

Then fwift purfued her to the bleft abode, 

Where all -confus’d the fought the Sovereign God; 

Weeping the grafp’d his knees: th’ ambrofial vet, 

Shooh with her fighs, and panted on her breait. 
1y 
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The Sire fuperior fmil’d; and bade her thow 
What heavenly hand had caus’d his daughter’s 
bafh’d, fhe names his own Imperial {poufe; [woe? 
"And the pale crefcent fades upon her brows. 
Thus they above: while {wiftly gliding down, 
Apollo enters Llion’s facred town-: 
The Guardian God now trembled for her wall, 
And fear’d the Grecks, tho’ Fate forbade her fall. 
Back to Olympus, from the war’s alarms, 
Return the thining bande of Gods in arms; 
Some proud in triumph, fome with rage on fire ; 
And take their thrones around th’ wtherial Sire, 
Thro’ blood, thro’ death, Achilles ftill proceeds, 
O’er flaughter’d heroes, and o'er rolling fteeds. 
As when aveuging flames, with fury driven 
On guilty towns, exert the wrath of Heaven; 
‘The pale inhabitants, fome fall, fome fly ; 
And the red vapours purple all the fky : 
So rag’d Achilles; death and dire dilmay; 
And toils, and terrors, fill’d the dreadful day. 
High on a turret hoary Priam ftands, 
And marks the wafte of his deftructive hands; 
Vjewo, from his arm, the Trojans’ {catter’d Aight, 
And the near hero mfing on his fight ! 
No ftep, no check, no aid ! With teeble pace, 
And fettied forrow on his aged face. 
Taft as he could, he fighing quits the walls; 
aind thus, de{cending, on the guards he calls: 
You, to whofe care our city-gates belong, 
Set wide your portals to the flying throng : 
For lo! he comes, with unrefitted {way ; 
He comes, and defolation marks his way ! 
‘But when within the walls our troops take breath, 
Lock faft the brazen bars, and fhut out death. 
Thus couse the reverend monarch: wide were 
unz 
The opening folds; the founding hinges rung, 
Phoebus rnfh’d forth, the flying bands to meet ; 
Struck flaughter back, and cover’d the retreat. 
On heaps the Trojans crowd to gain the gate, 
And, gladfome, fee their laft efcape from Fate. 
Thither, all paich’d with thirft, a heartle/s train, 
Hoary with duft, they beat the hollow plain: 
And gaiping, panting, fainting, labour on 
With heavier itrides, that lengthen’d tow’rd the 
Enrag’d Achilles follows with his fpear; [town. 
Wild with revenge, infatiable of war. 
Then had the Greeks eternal praife acquir’d, 
And Troy inglorious to her walls retir’d ; 
But + he, the God who darts etherial flame, 
Shot down to fave her, and redeem her fame. 
‘To young Agenor force divine he gave 
(Antenor’s offspring, haughty, bold, and brave) ; 
in aid of him, befide the beech he fate, 
And, wrapt in ciouds, reftrain’d the hand of Fate. 
When now the gencrous youth Achilles {pies, 
"Thick beats his heart, the troubled motions rife. 
(So, ere a fiorm, the waters heave and roll) ; 
Hie ftop», and queftions thus his mighty foul : 
What ! fhall 1 ily this terror of the plain ? 
Like others fly, and be like others flain? 
‘Vain hope ! to fhun him by the felf-fame road, 
Yon line of flaughter’d Troyans lately trod. 
No: with the common heap I {corn té fall... 
What if they pafs’d me to the Trojan wail, 
While I decline to yonder path, that leads 
"Ye Ida’s toref's and furiounding fluades ? 
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So may I reach, conceal’d, the cooling flood, 
From my tir’d body wath the dirt and blood, 
As foon as night her dufky veil extends, 
Return in fafety to my Trojan friends. 
What if---But wherefore all this vain debate ? 
Stand 1 to doubt, within the reach of Fate ? 
Ev'n now perhaps, ere yet 1 turn the wall, 
The fierce Achilles fees me, and I fall: 
Such is his fwiftnefs “tis in vain to fly, 
And fuch his valour, that who ftands muft die. 
Howe’er "tis better, fighting for the ftate, 
Here, and in public view, to meet my fate. 
Yet fure he too is mortal! he may feel 
(Like all the fons of earth) the force of fteel ; 
One only foul informs that dreadful frame ; 
And Jove’s fole favour gives him all his fame. 
He faid, and ftood collected in his might : 
And all his beating bofom claim’d the fight. 
So from fome deep-grown wood a panther ftarts, 
Rous’d from his thicket by a ftorm of darts : 
Untaught to fear or fly, he hears the founds 
Of thouting hunters, and of clamorous hounds ; 
Tho’ ttruck, tho’ wounded f{carce perceives the 
Pann 5 
And the barb’d javelin ftings his breaft in vain: 
On their whole war, untam’d the favage flies ; 
And tears his hunter, or beneath him dies. 
Not lefs refolv'd, Antenor’s valiant heir 
Confronts Achilles, and awaits the war, 
Difdainful of retreat: high-held before, 
His fhield, (a broad circumference) he bore ; 
Then, graceful, as he ftood in act to throw 
The lifted javelin, thus befpoke the foe : 
How proud Achilles glories in his fame! 
And hopes this day to fink the Trojan name 
Beneath her ruins ! Know, that hope is vain ; 
A thoufand woes, a thoufand tuils, remain. 
Parents and children our juft arms employ, 
And ftrong, and many, are the fons of Troy. 
Great as thou art, ev’n thou may’ft ftain with goie 
Thefe Phrygian fields, and prefs a foreign fhore. 
He faid: with matchlefs force the javelin flung 
Smote on his knee; the hollow cuifhes rung 
Beneath the pointed fteel; but fafe from harms 
He ftands impaffive in the #therial arms. 
Then, fiercely rufhing on the daring foe, 
His litted arm prepares the fatal blow: 
But, jealous of his fame, Apollo fhrouds 
The godlike Trojan in a veil of clouds. 
Safe from purfuit, and fhut from mortal view, 
Difmifs’d with fame the favour’d youth withdrew, 
Mean while the God, to cover their elcape, 
Affumes Agenor’s habit, voice and fhape, 
Flies from the furious chief in this dilguife ; 
The fifrious chief ftill follows where he flies. 
Now o’er the fields they ftretch with lengthen’d 
ftrides, glides ; 
Now urge the courfe where fwift Scamander 
The God, now diftant fcarce a ftride before, 
"hempts his purfuit, and wheels about the thore ; 
ile all the flying troops their {peed employ, 
And pour on heaps into the walls of Troy : 
No ftop, no ftay ; no thought to afk, or tell, 
*Who fcap’d by flight, or who by hattle fell. 
T was tumult all, and violence of flight ; 
And fudden joy confus'd, and mix’d affright : 
Pale Troy againft Achilles thats her gate; 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


The Death of Hefor. 


‘The Trojans being fafe within the walls, Hector only ftays to oppofe Achilles. Priam is ftruck at his 
approach, and tries to periuade his fon to re-enter the town, Hecuba joins her entreaties, but in 
vain. Hedtor contults within himfelf what meafures to take; but, at the advance of Achilles, his 
refolution fails yim, and he flies: Achilles purfues him thrice round the walls of Troy. The Gods 
debate concerning the fate of Hefor; at length Minerva defcends to the aid of Achilles. She de~ 
ludes Heétor in the fhape of Deiphobus; he ftands the combat, and is flain. Achilles drags the dead 
body at his chariot, in the fight of Priam and Hecuba. Their lamentations, tears, and defpair. 
Their cries reach the ears of Andromache, who, ignorant of this, was retired into the inner pait of 
palace; fhe mounts up to the walls, and behelds her dead hufband. She fwoons at the fpectacle, 


Her excefs of grief and lamentation. 


The thirtieth day ftill continues. ‘Che fcene lies under the walls and on the battlements of Troy. 


Tavs to their bulwarks, {mit with panic fear, 
The herded lions rufh lke driven deer® 
‘lhere fafe, they wipe their briny drops away, 
And drown in bowls the labours of the day. 
Clofe to the walls, advancing o’er the fields 
Beneath one roof of well-compacted thields, 
March, bending on, the Greek’s embodied powers, 
Far-ftretching in the fhade of Trojan towers. 
Great Hector fingly ftaid; chain’d down by Fate, 
There fixt he ftood before the Scean gate; 
Still his bold arms determin’d to employ, 
The guardian ftill of long-defended Troy. 

Apolio now to tir’'d Achilles turns 
(The Power confeft in all his glory burns). 
Ant what (he cries) has Peleus’ fon in view, 
With mortal {peed a Godhead to purfue ? 
For not to thee to know the Gods is given, 
Unfkill’d to trace the latent marks of Heaven. 
What boots thee now, that Troy terfook the plain? 
Vain thy paft labour, and thy prefent vain : 
Safe in their walls are now her troops bettuw’'d, 
While here thy frantic rage attacks a God. 

The chief incens’d—Tvo partial God of Day : 
To check my conquetts in the middle way : 
How few in Ilion elfe had refuge found ! 
What gafping numbers now had bit the ground ! 
Thou robb’ me of a glory juftly mine, 
Powerful of Godhead, and of fraud divine : 
Mean fame, alas! for one of heavenly ftrain, 
To cheat a mortal, who repines in vain. 

Then to the city terrible and ftrong, 
With high and haughty fleps he tower’d along. 
So the proud courfer, victor of the prize, 
To the near goal with double ardour flies: 
Him, as he blazing thot acrofs the field, 
The careful eyes of Priam firft beheld. 
Not half fo dreadful rites to the fight, 
Through the thick gloom of fome tempeftuous 

night, 

Orion’s dog (the year when autumn weighs) 
And o'er the fecbler ftars exerts his rays; 
Terrific glory! for his burning breath 
‘Taints the red air with fevers, plagues, and death. 
5 flam’d his fiery mail. Then wept the lage ; 
He ftrikes his revefend head, now white with age; 


He lifts his wither’d arms; obtefts the fkies ; 
He calls his much-lov’d fon with feeble cries: 
The fon, refolw’d Achilles’ force to dare, 
Full at the Scan gates expects the war; 
While the fad father on the rampart ftands, 1 
And thus adjures him with extended hands: 
Ah, ftay not, ftay not! guardilefs and alone ; 
He¢tor! my lov’d, my deareft, braveft fon ! 
Methinks already I behofd thee lain, 
And ftretch’d beneath that tury ot the plain. 
Implacable Achilles! might’ft thou be 
To all the Gods no dearer than to me ! 
Thee, vultures wild fhould featter round the 
fhore, 
And bloody dogs grow fiercer from thy gore. 
How many valiant fons I late enjoy’d, 
Valiant in vain ! by thy curft arm dettroy’d : 
Or, worfe than flaughter’d, fold in diftant ifles 
Yo fhameful bondage and unworthy toils. 
Two, while L fpeak, my eyes in vain explore, a 
Two from one mother fprung, my Polydore, 
And lov’d Lycdon ; now perhaps no more ! 5 
Oh ! if in yonder hoftile camp they live, 
What heapsof gold, what treafures, would I give! 
(Their grandfire’s wealth, by right ot birth their 
own, 
Confign’d his daughter with Lelegia’s throne) ; 
But if (which Heaven forbid) alacady loft, 
All pale they wander on the Stygian coaf, 
What forrows then muft their fad mother kuow, 
What anguifh I! unutterable woe ! 
Yet lefs that anguith, le{s to her, to me, 
Leis to all Troy, if not depriv’d of thee. 
Yet thun Achilles! enter yet the wall; 
And {pare thytelf, thy father, {pare us all £ 
Save thy dear life; or, if foul {o brave 
Neglect that thought, thy dearer glory fave. 
Pity, while yet I live, thefe filver hairs ; 
While yet thy father feels the woes he bears, 
Yet curft with fenfe ! a wretch whom in his 1age 
(All trembling on the verge of helplets age) 
Great Jové has plac’d, fad Ipeétacle or pain ! 
The bitter dregs of Fortune’s cup to drain: 
To fill with fcenes of death his clofing eyes, 
And number ali bis days by ser t | 
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My heroe$ flain, my bridal bed o’erturn'd, 
My daughters ravith‘d, and my city burn’d ; 
My biceding infants dath’d againil the floor ; 
Thefe I have yet to fee, perhaps yet more ! 
Perhaps ev'n I, referv'd ky angry Fate 
The laft fad relick of my ruin‘d ftate : 
(Dire pemp of fovereign wretchednefs! muft fall, 
And ftain the pavement of my regal hall; 
Where famith’d dogs, late guardians of my door, 
Shall lick their mangled mafter’s {patter’d gore. 
Yet for my fons I thank you, Gods ! "twas well ; 
Well have they perith’d; for in fight they fell. 
Who dies in youth and vigour, dies the beft, 
Struck through with wounds, all honeft, on the 
breaft. 
But when the Fates, in fulnefs of their rage, 
Spurn the hoar head of unrefilting age, 
In duft the reverend lineaments deform, 
And pour to dogs the life-blood fcatcely warm ; 
This, this is miles ! the laft, the wort, 
That man can feel; man, fated to be curft! 
He faid ; and, acting what no words could fay, 
Rent from his head the filver locks away. 
With him the mournful mother bears a part ; 
Yet all their (orrows turn not Hector’s heart : 
The zone unbrac’d, her bofom the difplay’d ; 
And thus, fa -falling the falt tears, fhe faid: 
Have mercy on me, O my fon! revere 
The words of age; attend a parent’s prayer! 
Tf ever thee in theie fond arms I prett, 
Or ftill’d thy infant clamouts at this breaftt;  ¢ 
Ah, do not thus our helplets years forego, 
But, by our walls fecur'd, repel the toe, 
Againft his rage if fingly thou proceed, 
Shouldft thou (but Heaven avert it!) fhouldf 
thou bleed, « 
Nor mutt thy corpie lie honour’d on the bier, 
Nor fpoufe, nor mother, grace thee with a tear ; 
Far from our pious rites, thofe dear remains 
Muft teaft the vultures on the naked plains 
So they 3 while dow: their cheeks the torrents 
roll: 
But fix’d remains the purpofe of his foul ; 
Xefolv’d he ftands; and with a fiery glance 
Expects the hero’s terrible advance. 
Sy, roll’d up tn his den, the {welling fnake 
Beholds the traveller approach the brake; 
When, ted with noxious herbs, his turgid veins 
Have gather’d half the poifons of the plains ; 
He burns, he ftiffens with collected ire, 
And his red eye-balls glare with living fire, 
Beneath a turret, on his thield reclin’d, 
He itood; and quettion’d thus his mighty mind ; 
Where hes my way? To enter in the wall? 
Honour and fhame th’ ungenerous thought recall? 
Shall proud Polydamus before the gate 
Proclaim, his councils are obey’d too late; 
Which timely follow’d but the former night, 
What numbers had been {av'd by Hector’s flight ! 
That wife advice rejected with difdain, 
I feel my folly in my people flain. 
Methinks my fuffering country’s voice I hear, 
But mott, her worthlefs fons infult my ear; 
On my rath courage charge the chance of war, 
And blame thofe virtucs which they cannot thare. 
No- atLe’er return, return [ inutt 
Glorious, my country’s terror laid in dn: 
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Or, if I perith, let her fee me fall 

In field at leaft, and fighting tur her walf. 

And yet, fuppofe thete meafures I forego, 

Approach unarm'd, and parley with the foe, 

The wartior-thield, the helm, and lance, hg 
down, : 

And treat on terms of peace to fave the towns 

The wite withheld, the treafure ill-detain'd, 

(Caufe or the war, and grievance of the land} 

With honourable juftice to 1eftore ; 

Aud add half Mion’s yet remanuning ftore, 

Which Troy fhall, fworn, produce; that injur'’d 
Greece [peace ? 

May fhare cur wealth, and lgave our walls in 

But why thi. thought? ‘inarm'd fb fhould gu, 

What hope of mercy from thts vengeful foe, 

But woman-like to tall, and fal! without . 
blow? 

We greet not here as man converfing man, 

Met at an oak, or journeying o’er # plain, 

No feafon now for calm tamiliar talk, 

Like youths and maidens in an evening walk: 

War is our buGinefs ; but to whom is given 

To die or,triumph, that determine Heaven! _ 

Thus pondering, like a God the Greek drew nighy 

His dreadful plumage nodded from on high ; 

The Pehan javelin, tn his betrer hand, 

Shot trembling rays, that glitter’d o’er the land ; 

And on his brea t the beainy {plendors fhone 

Like Jove’s own lightning, or the rifing fun: 

As Hector fees, unufual terrors rife, 

Strack by fome God, he fears, recedus, and flics : 

He leaves the gates, he leaves the walls behing : 

Achilles follows like the winged wind. 

Thus at the panting dove a fulcon flies 

(The fwifteft racer of the liquid fies) _ 

Jut when he holds, or thinks he holds, his prey, 

Obliguely wheeling through th’ aerial way, 

With open beak and fhiilliug cries he fprings, 

And aims his claws, and fhocts upon his wings. 

No lefs fore-right the rapid chafe they held, 

One ure’d by fury, one by fear impell'd ; 

Now circling round the walls their courfe maintain, 

Where the high watch-tower overlooks the plain ; 

Now where the fig-trees ipread their umbrage 
broad 

(A wider compafs) fmoke along the road. 

Next by Scamander’s double fource they bound, 

Wheretwo fam’d fountains burit the parted ground; 

This hot through fcorching clefts 1s feen to rife, 

With exhalations fteaming to the fkies; 

That the green banks in fummer’s heat o’erflows, 

Like cryftal clear, and cold as winter fuows. 

Each gufhing fount a marble ciltern fills, 

Whofeepolifh’d bed receives the talling rills3 

Where Trojan dames (ere yet alarin’d by Greece} 

Wafh’d their fair garments in thc days of peace. 

By thefe they pafs’d, ome chafing, one in th, ht 

(‘he mighty fled, purfued by ilronger might). 

Swift was the courfe ; no vulgar prize they play; 

No vulgar victim mutt reward the day 

(Such as in races crown the tpeedy ftrife). 

‘he prize contended was great Hedtor’s life. 

As when fome hero’s tunerals are decreed, 

In grateful honour of the mighty dead ; 

Where high rewards the vigorous youth inflame 

(Some golden tripod or fome levely dame) ;. 


The panting courfers fwiftly turn the goal, 

And v ith them turns the rais’d fpe@ators’ foul: 
Thus three times round the Trojan wall they fly ; 
The gazing Gods lean forward from the fky : 

To whom, while eager on the chace they look, 
The Sire of mortals and immortals {poke : 

Unworthy fight ! the man belov’d of Heaven, 
Behold, ingloriou¥round yon city driven ! 
My heart partakes the generous Hector’s pain; 
Hector, whofe zeal whole hecatombs has flain, 
Whole grateful fumes the Gods receiv’d with joy, 
From Ida's fummits, and the tower's of Troy : 
Now fee him flying ! to his fears refign’d, 
And Fate, and fierce Achilles, clofe behind, 
Confult, ye Powers ' (‘tis worthy your debate) 
Whether to {natch him from impending fate, 
Ot let him bea, by ftern Pelides flain 
(Good as he is) the Jot impos’d on mart. 

Then Pallas thus: Shall he whofe vengeance 

forms 

The forky bolt, and blackens heaven with ftorms, 
Shall he prolong one Trojan’s forfeit breath ! 
A. man, a mortal, pre-ordain’d to death! 
And will no murmurs fill the courts abeve ? 
No Gods indignant blame their partial Jove? 

Go then (return’d the Sir) without delay, 
Eaert thy will: I give the Fates their way. 
Switt, at the mandate pleas’d, Tritonia flies, 
And ttoops impetuous from the cleaving fkies. 

As through the toreft, o’er the vale and lawn, 
The well-breath’d beagle drives the flying fawn ; 
In vain he tries the covert of the brakes, 

Ur deep beneath the trembling thicket thakes ; 
Sure of the vapour in the tainted dews, 
The certain hound his various maze puPfues. 
Thus, ftep by ftep, where’er the Trojan wheel’d, 
There {witt Achilles cgmpafs’d round the field. 
Oft as to reach the Dardan gates he bends, 
And hopes th’ aflifttance of his pitying friends, 
( Whote fhowering arrows, as he couis’d below, 
Fiom the high turrets might opprefs the foc) 
So oft Achilles turns him to the plain: 
He eyes the city, but ke eyes in vain. 
As men in ilumber feem with {peedy pace 
One to puriue, and one to lead the chaca, 
Their figking limbs the farcy’d courfe torfzke, 
Nor this can fly, nor that can overtake : . 
No lefs the labouring heroes pant and {train 5 
While that but flies, and this purfues, in vain. 
What God, O Mule! atfitted Hedtor’s force, 
With Fate itielf {uv long to hold the courte ? 
Phoebus it was; who, in his lateit hour, 
Endued his knees with ftrength, his nerves with 
power : 
And great Achilles, left fome Greeks adwance 
Should fnatch the glory from his lifted lance, 
Sign’d to the troops to yield his foe the way, 
And leave untouch’d the honours of the day. 

Jove lifts the golden balances, that fhow 
The fates of mortal men, and things below : 
Here each contending hero’s lot he tries, 

And weighs, with equal hand, ther dettinies. 
Low finks the fcale {urcharg’d with Hettor’s fate. 
Heavy with death it finks, and hell receives the 
weight. ; 
» Then Pheebus left him. Fierce Minerva flies 
To ttern Pelidesp and triumphing cries: 
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Oh, lov’d of Jove! this day our labours ¢eafe. 
And conqueft blazes with full beams on Greece. 
“reat Hector falls; that Hector fam’d fo far, 
Drunk with renown, infatiable of war, 
Falls by thy hand, and mine ! nor force nor fligh€ 
“hall more avail Lim, nor his God ot Light. 
iee, where in vain le fupplicates above, 
Roll’d at the feet of unrelenting Jove ! 
Reft here: myfelf will lead the Trojan on, 
And urge to meet the fate he cannot fhun. 
Her voice divine the chief with joyful mind 
Obey’d; and refted, on his lance reclin’d. 
While like Deiphobus the martial Dame 
‘Her face, her getture, and her arms, the fame) 
in fhow and aid, by haplets Hector’s fide —__[1y’d: 
Approach’d, and greets him thus with voice be~ 
Too long, O Hector, have I borne the fight 
Of this difirefs, and forrow’d in thy fight: 
It fits us now a noble ftand to make, 
And here, as brothers, equal fates partake. 
Then he: © psnce! ally’d in blood and fame, 
Dearer than all that own a brother’s name ; 
Of al] that Hecuba to Priam bore, : 
Long try’d, long lov’d; much lov’d, but honour'd 
more ! 
Since yon of all your numerous race, alone 
Defend my life, regardlefs of your own 
Again the Goddeis: Much my father’s prayer, 
And much my mother’s, preft me to forbear : 
My friends embrac’d my knees, adjur’d my ftay, 
Bat ftronger love impeil’d, and I ubcy. 
Come tken, the glorious conflict let us try, 
Let the fteel iparkle, and the javelin fly : 
Or let us ftretch Achilles orf the field, 
Or to his arm our bloody trophies yield. 
® Fraudful fhe faid; then iwiftly march’d before; 
The Dardan hero fhuns his foe no more. 
Sternly they met. The Glence Hector broke ; 
His dreadful plumage nodded as he fpoke : 
Enough, O fon ot Peleus! Troy has view’d 
Hei walls thrice circled, and her chief purfued. 
But now fome God within me bids me try 
Thine, or my fate: I kill thee, or I dhe. 
Yet on the verge of battle let us ftay, 
And for a moment’s {pace fufpend the day ; 
Let Heaven’s high powers be call’d to arbitrate 
The juft conditions of this ftern debate. 
(Eternal witneffes of all below, 
And faithful guardians of the treafur’d vow !) 
To them I 1wear ; if, victor in the ftrife, 
Jove by thefe hands hall fhed thy noble life, 
No vile difhonour fhall thy corpfe purlue ; 
Stript of its arms alone (the conqueror’s due) 
The reft ta Greece uninjur’d I'll reftore : 
Now plight thy mutual oath, I afk no more. 
Talk not of oaths (the dreadful chief replies, 
While anger flath’d from his difdainful eyesy 


' Detefted as thou art, and ought to be, 


Nor oath nor pact Achilles plights with thee: 
Such pacts as lambs and rapid wolves combine, 


Such leagues as men,and furious lions join, 


To fuch Icall the Gods! one conftant ftate 
Of lafting rancour and eternal hate ; 
No thought but rage and never-ceafing ftrife, 
Till death extinguifh rage, and thought, and lif, 
Roufe then thy forces this important hour, 
Cellect thy foul, and call forth pe thy powey. 
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No farther fubtetfuge, no farther chance ; 
Tis Pallas, Pallas gives thee to my ‘lance. 
Each Grecian ghoft by thee depriv’d of breath 
Now hovers round, and calls thee to thy death. 
He {poke, and launch’d his javelin at the foe ; 
But Hector fhunn’d the meditated blow ; 
He ftoop’d, while o’er his head the flying {pear 
Sung innocent, and fpent its force in air. 
Minerva watch’'d it fal.ing on the land, 
Then drew, and gave to great Achilles’ hand, 
Unfeen of Hector, who, elate with joy, [Troy. 
Now fhakes his lance, and braves the dread of 
The life you boafted to that javelin given, 
Prince! you have mifs’d. My tate depends on 
Heaven. 
To thee, prefumptuous as thou art, unknown 
Or what mult piove my fortune, or thy own. 
Boafting is but an art, our fears to blind, 
And with falfe terror fink another’s mind. 
But know, whatever fate I am to try, 
By no difhoneft wound fhall Hector die ; 
Tinall not fall a fugitive at leaft; 
My foul fhall bravely iffue from my breaft. 
But firft try thou my arm; and muy this dart 
End all my country’s woes, deep buried in thy 
heart ! 
The weapon flew, its courfe unerring held ; 
Urerring, but the heavenly fhield :epeil’d 
Tne mortal dart; refulting with a bound 
Fiom off the ringing orb, it ftruck the ground. 
Hector beheld his javelin fall in vain, « 
Ner other lance nur othe: hope remain ; 
He calls Deiphobus, demands a fpear, 
In vain, for no Detphobus was there. 
All comfurtleis he ttands : then, with a figh, 
*Fis fo---Heaven wills it, and my hour is nigh! ¢ 
¥ deem’d Detphobus had heard iy call, 
But he fecure lies guarded in the wal). 
A God deceiv d me; Pallas, *twas thy deed, 
Death, and black Fate, approach: ‘tis I mutft 
No refuge now, no fuccour from above, _[bieed, 
Great Jove deferts me, and the fon of Jove, 
Propitious once, and kind ! then welcome Fate ! 
*Tis true I periuth, yet I perith great : 
Yet in a mighty deed I hall expire, 
Let foture ages hear it, and admire ! 
Fierce, at the word, his weighty {word he drew, 
And, all collected, on Achilles flew. 
So Jove’s bold bird, high balanc’d in the air, 
Stoops from the clovs to trufs the quivering hare. 
Nor lefs Achtbles hiv fierce foul prepares ; 
Before his breaft the flaming fhield he bears, 
Refulgent orb !sabove his fourfold cone 
The gilded horfe-hair fparkled in the fun, 
Nodding at every {tep: (Vulcanian frame !) 
And, as he mov’d, his figure feem’d on flame. 
As radiant Hefper fhines with keencr light, 
Far-beaming o'er the filver hoft of night, 
When all the flarry train emblaze the {phere : 
So fhone the point of great Achilles’ {pear. 
In his right hand he waves the weapon round, 
Eyes the whole man, and meditates the wound : 
But the rich mail Patroclus lately wore, 
Securely cas’d the warrior’s body o’er; « 
@ne place at length he fpies, to let in Fate, 
Where hie the neck and throat the jointed 
plate ‘ 
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Gave entrance : through that penetrable part 
Furious he drove the well-directed dart: 

Nor pierc’d the wind-pipe yet, nor took the power" 
Of fpeech, unhappy ! from thy dying hour. 

Prone on the field the bleeding warrior lies, 
While thus, triumphing, ttern Achilles cries: 

At laft is Heétor ftretch’d upon the plain, 

Who fear’d no vengeance for Patroclus flain : 

Phen, prince ! you fhould have fear’d, what now 
you feel; 

Achilles abfent, was Achilles ftill. ‘ 

Yet a fhort fpace the great avenger ftay’d, 

‘Then low in duft thy tirength and glory laid, 

Peaceful he fleeps, with all our gites adorn’d, 

For ever honour’d, and for ever mourn’d: 

While, cait to all the rage of hoilile power, 

Thee, birds thall mangle, and the dogs devour. 

Then Heétor, fainting at th’ approach of death: 
By thy own feul ! by thofe who gave thee breatht 
By all the facred prevalence of prayer ; 

Ah, leave me not tor Grecian dogs to tear! 
The common rites of fepulture beftew, 

To toothe a father’s and a mother’s woe; 
Let their large gilts procure an urn at beat, 
And Hector’s aflies in his country reft. 

No, wretch accurft ! relentlefs he replies, 
(Flames, as he fpoke, thot flathing from his eyesy 
Not thofe who gave me breath fhould bid me 
Nor all the facred prevalence of prayer. = [{pare 
Could J myfelf the bloody banquet join ! 

No---to the dogs that carcafe I refign. 

Should Troy, to bribe me, bring forth all her ftore, 
And, piving thonfands, offer thonfands more ; 
Should Dardan Priam, and his weeping dame, 
Drain theft whote realm to buy one funeral flame; 
Their Hector on the pile they fhould not tee, 

Nor rob the vultures of one limb ot thee. 

‘Lhen thus the chief his dying accents drew : 
Thy rage, implacable ! too well Iknew: 

The Furies that relentic{s brealt have fteel’d, 
And curft thee with a heart that cannot yield. 
Yet think, a day will come, when Fate’s decree 
And angry Gods fhall wreak this wrong on thee ; 
Phoebus and Paris fhall avenge my fate, 

And ftretch thee here, betore this Scwan gate. 

He ceas‘d. The Fates fuppreft his labouring 

breath, 
And his eyes itiffen’d at the hand of death ;] 
To the dark realm the {pirit wings its way 
(The manly body left a load of clay) 
And plaintive glides along the dreary coaft, 
A naked, wandering, melancholy ghoft 

Achilles, mufing as he roil’d his eyes 
O’er the dead hero, thus (unheard replics:) 

Die thoutthe firft ! When Jove and Heaven ordait, 

I follow thee---He faid, and ftripp’d the flain. 

Then, forcing backward from the gaping wound 

The reeking javelin, ca% it on the ground, 

The thronging Greeks behold with wondering eyes 

His manly beauty and fuperior fize : 

While fome, ignobler, the great dead deface 

With wounds ungenerous, or with taunts difgrace. 

‘“* How chang’d that ‘Hector! who like Jove of 
late 

“ Sent lightning on our fleets, and fcatter’d fate.” 

High o'er the flain the great Achilles ftands, 
Begirt with heroes, and furrounding bands; =~ - 
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And thus aloud, while all the hoft attends : 
Princes and leaders ! countrymen and friends ! 
Since now at length the powerful will of Heaven 
The dire deftroyer to our arm has given, 
Is not Troy fall’n already? Hafte, ye powers! 
See, if already their deferted towers 
Are left unmann’d ; or if they yet retain 
The fouls of heroes, their great Hector flain? 
But what is Troy, or glory what, to me ? 
Or why reflects ny mind on aught but thee, 
Divwine Patroclus! Death has feal’d his eyes ; 
Unwept, unhonour’d, uninterr’d, he lies ! 
Can his dear image from my foul depart, 
Long as the vital {girit moves my heart ? 
If, in the melancholy fhades below, 
The flames of friends and lovers ceafe to glow, 
Yet mine fhall facred laft; mine undecay'd 
Burn on through death, and animate my fhade. 
Mean while, ye fons of Greece, in triumph bring 
The corpfe of Hector, and your Pzans fing. 
Be this the fong, flow moving tow’rd the fhore, 
** Hector is dead, and Ilion is no more.” 
Then his fell foul a thought of vengeance bred 
(Unworthy of himfelf and of the dead).s 
The nervous ancles bor’d, his feet he bound 
With thongs inferted through the double wound ; 
Theie fix’d up high behind the rolling wain, 
His graceful head was trail’d along the plain. 
Proud on his car th’ infulting victor ftood, 
And bore aloft his arms, diftilling blood. 
He {mites the fteeds; the rapid chariot flies ; 
The fudden clouds of circling duft arife. 
Now loft is all that formidabie air ; 
The face divine, and long-defcending hair, 
Purple the ground, and ftreak the fable And ; 
Detorm’d, difhenour’d, in his native land 
Giv’n to the rage of an infulting throng ! 
And in his parents’ fight now dragg’d along ! 
The mother fir beheld with fad furvey : 
She rent her trefles, venerably grey, 
And caft, far off, the regal veils away. 
With prercing fhrieks his bittcr fate the moans, 
While the fad father anfwers groins with groans; 
‘Tears after tears his mournful cheeks o’erflow, 
And the whole city wears one face of woe: 
No lefs than if the rage of hoftile fires, 
From her foundations curling to her {pires, 
O’er the proud citadel at length fhould rife, 
And the laft blaze fend Tlion to the tkies. 
‘fhe wretched monarch of the falling ftate, 
Diftracted, pretles to the Dardan gate. 
Scarce the whole pcople ttop his defperate courfe. 
While flrong affliction gives the feeble force ; 
Griet tears his heart, and drives him to and fro, 
In all the raging impotence of woe. ° 
At length he roll'd in duft, and thus begun : 
Imploring all, and naming one by one: 
Ah! let me, let me go where forrow calls: 
I, only I, will 1ffue from your walls 
(Guide or companion, friends ! I afk you none) 
And bow before the murderer of my fon. 
My grief perhaps his pity may engage ; 
Perhaps at leaft he may reipect my age. 
He has a father too, a man like me; 
One, not éxempt from age and mifery 
(Vigorous no more, as when his young embrace 


Begot this pef of me and all my race) ; 
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How many valiant fons, in early bloom, 
Has that curft hand fent headlong to the tomb'8 
Thee, Hector! faft: thy lofs (divinely brave) 
Sinks my fad foul with forrow to the grave. 
Oh, had thy gentle fpirit pafs'd in peace, 
The fon expiring in the fire’s embrace, 
While both thy parents wept thy fatal hour, 
And, bending o’er thee, mix’d the tender thower ! 
Some comfort that had been, fome fad relief, 
To melt in full fatiety of griet! 
Thus wail’d the father, groveling on the ground, 
And all the eyes of Ilion itream’d around. 
Amid’ft her matrons Hecuba appears 
(A. mourning princefs, and a train in tears) 
Ah, why has heaven prolong’d this hated breath, 
Patient of horrors, to behold thy death ? 
O Hector! late thy parents’ pride and joy, 
The boaft of nations! the defence of Troy ! 
To whom her fafety and her fame the ow’d ; 
Her chief, her hero, and almoft her God ! 
O fatal change ! become in one fad day 
A fenfelefs corpfe ! inanimated clay ! 
But not as yet the tata} news had fpread 
To fair Andromache, of Hetor dead ; 
As yct no meffenger had told his fate, 
Nor ev’n his ftay without the Sczan gate, 
Far in the clofe recefles of the dome, 
Veniive the ply’d the melancholy loom; 
A growing work employ’d her fecret hours ; 
Confus’dly gay with intermingled flowers. 
He fair-hair’d handmaids heat the brazen urn, 
The bath preparing for her lord’s return : 
In vain: alas! her lord returns no more ' i 
Unbath’d he lies, and bleeds along the shore f 
Now from the walls the clamours reach her ear, 
AA&d all her members fhake with fudden fear ; 
Forth from her ivory hand the fhuttle falls, 
As thus, aftonifli’d, to her maids the calls: 
Ah, follow me! (fhe cry’d) what plaintive noile 
Invades my ear? *Tis fure my mother’s voice. 
My faltcring knees their trembling frame defert, 
A pulfe unufual flutters at my heurt ; 
Some ftrange difatter, fome reverie of fate, 
(Ye Gods avert it !) threats the Trojan ftate. 
Far be the omen which my thoughts fuggeit ! 
But much I fear my Hector’s dauntlefs bieall 
Confronts Achilles ; chac’d along the plain, 
Shut from our walls! F fear, | fear him flain! 
Safe in the crowd he ever fcarn‘d to wait, 
And tought for glory int the jaws of fate: 
Perhaps that noble heat has coft his breath, 
Now quench’d for ever in the arms of death. 
She fpoke ; and furious, with diftfacted pace, 
Fears in her heart, and anguith tn her face, 
Flies tee the dome (the maids her iteps pur. 
ue 
And mounts the walls, and fends around her view. 
Too fyon her eyes the killing object tound, 
The godlike Heclor dragg’d along the ground. 
A fudden darknefs thades her fwunming eyes: 
She faints, fhe falls; her breath, her colour, flies. 
Her hair’s fair ornaments, the braids that bound, 
The net that held them, and the wreath that 
The veil aad diadem, flew far away _—_[crown’'d, 
(The gift of Venus on her bridal day) 
Around a train of weeping fifters itands, 
To raife her, finking, with aflitant hands. 
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Scares from: the verge of death vecall'd, again 

faints, of but recovers ta in, 
age of a wretched hes { 

Bors with one fate, to one unhapp ! 

Fer fare qne far its bancful beam difplay'd 

@n. Priam’s roof and Hippoplacia’s thade. 

From different parents, different climes, we 


- came, : 
At different periods, yet our fates the fame ! 
Why was my birth to great Aétion ow'd, 
why was all that tender care beftqw’d? 

bt I had never been !---O thou, the ghoft 

my dead hufband ! miferably loft 
"Thon, to the difmal realms for ever deus ! 
Aad I abandon’d, defolate, sldne ! 
An only child, once comfort of my pains, 
Sad produ now of haplefs love, remains ! 
No more to {mile upon his fire, no friend 
To help him now! no father to defend ! 
For eras he “cape the fword, the common 

oom, . , i 

What wrongs attend him, and what griefs to come! 
Ev'n from his own paternal roof expell’d, 
Some ftranger ploughs his patrimonial field. 
The day, that to the thades the father fends, 
Robs the fad orphan of his father’s friends : 
He, wretched outcaft of mankind! appears 
For ever fad, for ever bath’d in tears ! 
a the happy, unregarded he, 

gs on the sobe, or trembles at the knee, 


While thofe his father’s forme? Bounty fed, 

Nor reach the goblet, nor divide the bread : 

The kindeft bat his prefent wants allay, 

To leave him wretched the ing dey. - 

eee compafiion | Heedlefs, they who boatt 

Both patents &ill, nor feel what he has lof, 

Shall ery, “ Be gone! thy father feats not here ;” 

The wretch obeys, retiting with a tear. 

Thus wretched, thus retinag all in tears, 

To my fad foal Aityanax appears! 

Fore’d by repeated infults to return, ( 

And to his widow'd moths vainly mourn. 

He, who, with tender delicacy bred, 

With prisices fported, and on dajaties fed, 

And when ill evening gave him up tw reft, 

Sunk in foft down upon the nurfe’s breaf, ty 

Muft~-ah what muf he not? Whom Tlion calle 

Aftyanax, from her well-guarded walls, 

Is now that name no more, unhappy boy! 

Since now no more the father guards his Troy, 

But thou nry Hedtor, ly’ft expos'd in air, 

Far from thy parents’ and thy confort's care, 

Whole hand in vain, directed by her love, 

The marfial fcarf and robe of triumph woye. 

Now to devouring flames be thefe a prey, 

Ufelefs to thee, from this accurfed day ! 

Yet let the facrifice at leait be paid, * 

An honour to the living, not the dead. - 
So fpake the mournful dame : her matrons hear 

Sigh back her fighs, and anfwer tear with tear. 
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BO O°K XXII. 
THE ARGUMENT. 


' « vi» 
Achilles and the Myrmidous do honour to the body of Patreclus. After the funeral featt, he retires 
to the fea-thore, where, falling afleep, the ghoft of his friend appears to him, and demands the rites 
of burial; the next marning the foldiers are fent with mules and waggons to fetch wood for the 
pyre. The faneral proceffion, and the offermg their hair to the dead. Achilles facrifices feveral 
animals, and laftly twelve Trojan captives, at the pile; then fets fire to it. He pays libations to 
the winds, which (at the inftance of Ins) nfe, and raife the flames. When the pile has burned all 
night, they gather the bones, place them in an urn of gold, and raife the tomb. Achilles inftitutes 
the funeral games: the charivt-race, the fight of the c#ftus, the wreftling, the foot-race, the fingle 
combat, the ,difcus, the fhooting with arrows, the darting the javelin: the various defcriptions of 
which, and the various fuccefs of the feveral antagon:fts, make the greateft part of the book. 
In this book ends the thirtieth day. The night following, the ghoft of Patroclus appears to Achilles: 
the one and? thirtieth day is employed in felling the timber for the pile; the two and thirtieth ist 
burning it ; and the three and thirtieth in the games. The fcene 1s generally on the fea-fhose. 


Tavs, humbled in the duft, the penfive train 
Through the fad city mourn’d her hero flain. 
The body foil’d with duft, and black with gore, 
ies on broad Hellefpont’s refounding fhore : 
The Grecians feek their thips, and clear the ftrand, 
All, but the mastial Myrmidgnian band; 

Thefe yet aflembled great Achilles holds, 

And the ftern p of his mind unfolds : 

Not yet, my brave companions of the war, 
Relesfe your fmoking courfers from the car; 
But, with his chariot each in order led, 

Perform due honours to Patroclus dead, 


Ere yet from reft or faod we feck relief, 
Some rites remain, to glut our rage of grief. 
The troops ohey’d; and thrice in pa led 
(Achilles firft) their courfers round the dead ; 
And thrice their fotrows and laments renew ; 
Tears bathe their arms, ahd tears the fands bedew. 
For fuch a warrior Thetis'aidstheir woe, [flow. 
Melts their {trong hearts, and bids their eyea ta 
But chiefy Pelides: thick-fucceeding gh 
Burft from his heart, and torrents from hfs eyes : 
His flaughtering hands, yet red with blood, he laid 
On bis dead friend’s cold bready, and thus Ke fa 
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, the pile no longer burn‘d, 
the whiftling winds return’d ; 
dan feas their courfe they borc ; 
: is beneath their paffage roar. 

Thetl parting ftom the pile he ceas’d to weep, 
And funk to quiet in th’ embrace of fleep, 
Exhaufted with his grief: mean while the crowd 
Of thronging Grecians round Achilles ftood ; 
The tumult wak’d him: from his eyes he fhook 
Unwilling flumber, and the chiefs betpoke : 

Ye kings and princes of th’ Achaian name ! 
Firft let us quenth the yet remaining flame 
With fable wine; then (as the rites dire) 
The hero’s bones With careful view felect : 
€Apait, and ecaly to be known, they he 
Anudft the heap, and obvious to the eye: 

The reft around the margin will be feen 
Pronuicuous, fteeds and immolated men). 
‘Lhete, wrapt in double cawls of fat, prepare ; 
And in the golden vafe difpofe with care ; 
There let them eft, with decent honour laid, 
Till I dhall follow to th’ infernal fhade. 

Mean time erect the tomb with pious hands, 
A common ftrn€ture on the humble fands ; 
Hereafter Grecce fuine nobler work may raife, 
and late pofterity recoid our praile. 

The Giceks obey; where yet the embers 

glow, 
Wide o'er the pile the fable wine they throw, 
And deep fubfides the afhy heap below. 
ext, the white bones his fad companions place, 
With tears collected in the golden vate. 
"Vhe facred relicks to the tent they bore ; 
"The urn a veil of linen cover’d over. 
That done, they bid the fepulchre afpite, 
And caft the decp foundations round the pte; 
Tigh in the nud(t they heap the fwelling bed 
Ot rifting earth, memorial of the dead. 

The iwarming populace the chief detain, 
Aud leads amidit a wide extent of plaiis; 
There plac’d them round: then from the flups 

proceeds 
A trai of oxen, mules, and flately fteeds, 
Vaies and tripods (ter the funeral games) 
Refplendcat brats, and more rciplendent dames. 
Firtt flood the prizes to reward the force 
Ot rapid racers in the dufty Counie: 
A woman for the firit, in bcauty’s bloom, 
Skill’d in the necdle, and the labouring loom ; 
And a large vafe, where two bright handle» ine, 
Of twenty meafures its capacious fize. 
"The fecond victor clanms a mare unbroke, 
Big with 2 mule, unknowing ot the yoke : 
Whe third a charger yet untouch’d by Hane ; 
Four ample meatures held the thining frame: 
Two golden talents for the tourth were plac'd ; 
An ample double bow! contents the laft. 
Thefe in fair order rang’d upon the plain, 
The hero, nfing, thus addreft the train: 

Behold the prizes, valiant Greeks! decreed 
To brave the rulers of the racing {teed ; 

Prizes which none befide ourfelt could gain, 
Should our immortal courfers take the plain 
(A race unrivall’d, which from Ocean’s God 
Peleus receiv’d, and on his fon biitow’d.) 

Hut this no time gur vigour to difplay ; 

Nor suit with them the games of this tad day : 
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Loft is Patroclus now, that wont to deck 
Their flowing manes, and fleek their gloffy neck. 
Sad, as they thar’d in human grief, they ftand, 
And trail thofe graceful honours on the fand ; 
Let others for the noble tafk prepare, 
Who truft the courfer, and the flying car. 

Fir’d at his word, the rival racers rife ; 
But far the firft, Kumelus hope: the prize, 
Fam’d through Pieria for the fleetefi breed, 
And fkill’d to manage the high-bounding fteed, 
With equal ardour bold Tydides twell’d, 
The fleeds of T'ros beneath his yoke compell'd 
(Which late obey’d the Dardan chief’s command, 
When fcarce a God redeem’d him from his hand). 
Then Mcnelatis his Podargus brings, 
And the fam’d courter of the king of kings; 
Whom rich Echepolus (more rich than brave} 
To ’feape the wars, te Agamemnon gave, 
(A=the her name) at home to end his days, 
Bate wealth preferring to eternal praife. 
Next him Antiochus dem inds the courfe, 
With beating heat, and cheers his Pylian horfe. 
kxperienc’d Netlur gives his ton the reins, 
Direéts his yudgment, and his heat reftrains; 
Nor idly watns the hoary fire, nor hears 
The prudent fon with nuatrending ears: 

My fon! though youthful ardour fre id 

brea, [ bleft. 
The Gods have lov’d thee, and with arts have 
Neptune and Juve on thee conferr’d the fkill, 
Switt round the poal to turn the flying wheel. 
To guide thy coudnet, little precept need» ; 
But flow, and paft their vigour, are my fteeds. 
Fear not thy iivals, though for iwiftnefs knowns 
Cgmpaie thoie tivals’ judgment, and thy own: 
It 1s not ftrength, bur art, obtains the prize, 
And to be twitt is lois than to be wie. 
Lis more by art, than force of numerous ftrokes, 
‘Tbe dextious woodman thapcs the ftubborn oaks; 
By art the pilot. through the boiling deep 
And howhne teumpcit, iteers the tearlets fhip ; 
And ‘tr, the artift wins the glorious courfe, 
Not thofe who-trutt in chariots and in horfe. 
In vain; unflalful, to the poal they firive, 
And thort or wide, th’ ungovern’d courfer drive : 
While with fure fkill, though with inferior fteeds, 
Vhe knowing racer to his end proceeds ; 
Fin'd on the yoal, his eye fore-runs the courle, 
Fis hand unerring fteers the fteady horfe, 
And now contracts or now extendy the rein, 
Obferving fill the toremof on the plain. 
Mark then the goal, ‘tis eafy to be found ; 
Yon aged trunk, a cubit frum the ground ; 
Of fome once ftately oak the lafl remains, 
Or hardy fir, unperif’d with the rains : 
Inclos’d with ftones, conipicuous from afar ; 
And round, a circle for the whecling car 
(Some tomh, perhaps, of old, the dead to grace ; 
Or then, as now, the limit of a race) ; 
Bear clofe to this, and warily prececd, 
A little bending to the left-hand ftced : 
But urge the right, and give him all the reins; 
While thy ftri@ hand his fellow’s head reftrains, 
And turns him fhort; till, doubling as they roll, 
Vhe wheel’s round naves apnear to brufh the goal, 
Yet (not to break the car, or Jame the horfe) 
Clear of the ftony heap direct the cougfe ; 
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Left, through incaution failing, thou may’ft be 
A joy to others, a rc pioich to me. 
So fhalt thou pats the goal, fecure of mind, 
And leave unikilful fwittneis tar behind , 
Though thy fierce rival drove the matchlefs ftecd 
Which bore Adraftus, or celeftiz] breed , 
Or the fam d race, through all the regions known, 
That whnl’d the car ot proud Laomedon 
Thus (nought unfaid) the much idvifing lage 

Concludes, then iate, ftiff with uawieldy age. 
Next bold Meriones was fecn to tile, 
The laft, but not leat ardert fir the prize [pofe 
They mount their feats, the lots thar plice du- 
CRoll’d in his helme,, thefe Achilies .hrow 
Young Neitot leads the rice Lumelus thea, 
And neat, the brothe: of the hing of nen 
Thy lot, Mericnes, the ionrth was cit, 
And far the braveft, Diomed, ¥ 4 Litt 
They ftand in order, anim, acnt tian, 
Pelides points the bariter on the pl im, 
And iends betore o d Pho mx to the plier, 
‘To mark the racers, aad to purdge the rice 
At once the couriers fr rath tairnerto nd, 
The lifted wour,es Ul atone re cund, — [fcre, 
Thea hearts, thareycs thearva: ¢ tiey fend ? 
4nd up the chimpain taunde ‘trom the flore 
Thick where they duiv the dufty clouds atile, 
And the loft courier mm the whulwind flies , 
Loote on th ir fFavdeis he lope man s, recund, 
Float in their freed, unt dance epon the wind 
‘Lhe {mohing char cts, tupaid ay they bound, 
Now ferd to touch the thy and now the proi od 
While hot for fame, ind coaquctt al them care, 
{tach o? r his fly counter aung in air) 
}rect with ardour, pored upon the rein, [play 
They pint, they itretch, they thout tom, the 
tvow (the laft compa stetchd rount the gc al) 
At the new prize cach gathers2 his ful, 
Lath buins with double hoje, wth double pun, 
Fear. up the fhore, and thundcis tcw tr] the an uin, 
Fir flew Eumelns on Pheretian fleeds, 
With tho of Tres bold Diomed tucceeds 
é.0(¢ on Kumelus’ back they puff the wind, 
And fcem juft mounty 5 on hs car behind ; 
Full onhi neck h fe 1.th tultry brecze, 
And, hovering o’e1, the: ftietching fhidow ies 
Then had he Jott, or Jett a dout tful prige 
But asyry Phoebus to Tydides fics, vain 
Suikes from his hand the {coupe aad renders 
His matehie s hories’ labour oa the p ain 
Rage fills hi cye, with angu fh ty iurvey, 
“natch'd trong his hope, the ,lones of the day, 
‘the fraud celefial Pades {1 &> with pun, 
pe naystoh tanta, and giscs the (course again, 
Aud til his feeds with vi,our = Ata ftrake, 

he breaks hisrs Us chatiot from the yole, 
or moe then way the flartl d hoifes held, 
‘She car revers’d came ratthug on the ‘cid, 
Shot headl> 17 fiom his feat, b fide the wheel, 
Prone on the duft th’ unhappy matter tell, 
Hy batter d iace and elbow, ftrike the zround , 
Nofe, mouth, and front, one undiftinguith’d 

wound : 

Grief itugs his voice, a torre t drowns his eyes, 
Before h m fir the giid Lydides flics, 
Minervi’ tyarit drives his mitchlels pace, 
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The next, though diftant, 
While thus young Neftor anim: 
Now, now, my gcncrous parr, 
Not that we hopetomith — — 
Sin e great Vincrva w ngs their raghd way, 
And gives their lord the honouis of the day. 
But reach Atrides! thal his mare out £0 
Your twiftnels, vanguuli’d by a female toe? 
Lhrough your neglect, if lagging on the plun 
The lat ignoble gift be all we gin, 
No more fliil] Ne‘tor’> hand your food fupply! 
Ube old min’s fury rifes, and ye die, 
H tte then yon narrow roul before our fight 
Pre ents th’ ocafion, could w@ ule it mght. 
‘Lhushe Lhe courftrs at their mafter’s threat 
With quicker ftc ps the iounding champain beat. 
And now Antiochus with mce farvey 
Obiciy 3 the ¢ mpats of the hollow way. 
[was where, by torce of wintery torrents tory, 
kit by the road a precipice vas worn 
Hee, where but cne could pus to flan the throng, 
Lhe oputin heros charrot tmok d tong 
Clef up the venturous youth refolves to keep, 
ytill edgihg near, and be irs him tow rd the fleep 
Atridcs trembling, cafts his eye below, 
And wonders at the taflinefs of hig foe 
Hold, flay your 4ceds—VWi hat madnefs thus to ride 
this narrow wiy! Pike fatger 4eld (he cry d) 
Orbo h mut tll —Atridcs cry"d in vain, 
We fles more taft, and throws up all the 1c m 
Fir sane‘ode irm the d fk can fend, 
When youthful rv us their tull force extend, 
Soft r Antiochus thy ch ria flew 
bef rethe king = he, ciut cue tackward dr 
H shone comypelld, tor |! dmg ia his teats 
The ratthny rum of the cla lung cars, 
The flcunderny, co ricrs rollite ct the plain, 
4nd conqueft loft through frantic hatte to wars 
byt thus upfrods hi aivil, as he fre , 
Go fur ous youth! un, cnerous and uawie? 
Gc, but expect net Ll the prize refign, -- 
Add perjury to fraud, ind mile it thine 
Then tol ¢ fleeds with all his tosce he cries, 
Be f{wart, he vigorous, and repium th prize | 
Your rivals, deflitute of youthrul for ¢, 
With fainting knces fhall [ibour im the courk , 
And yield the glory yo u3-—The fterd obey , 
Ahcady at ther heel they wing their way, 
And iecm alre idy to retrieve the day 
Mean time the Grectans in 4 ring beheld 
[he couriers bounding o’e” the dufty field. 
Phe firfi who mirk’d them was the Cretan king ; 
H gh ananfing ground, above the ring, 
Che mpnirch fate frum whence with fure furvey 
He nell obferv d the chiet who led the way, 
A dhe urd trom tar his inim iting cries, 
And fiw tne toremoft fleed with tharpen’d eyes; 
On wh fe broad front, a blaze of fining white, 
Line the tull moon, flood obvious to +! ¢ fight. 
He faw , and, viling to the Greeks bepuna 
Are yonder horie diicern d by me alouc ? 
Or can ye, all, another h ct furvey, 
And othe: ftecds, thin lately sed the way? 
!hofe, thouch the {wifteft, by foie God withheld 
Lie fure difabled in the middle field 
For, fince the goal they doubled, round the plan 
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Ferchance the reins forfook the driver’s hand, 

And, turn'd too fhort, he tumbled on the ftrand, 

Shot from the chariot ; while his courfers ftray 

With frantic fury from the deftin’d way. 

Rife then fome other, and inform my fight 

(For thefe dim eyes, perhaps, difcern not right) 

Yet fure he feems (to judge by fhape and air) 

The great AXtolian chief, renown’d in war. 
Old man! (Otleus rafhly thus replics) 

Thy tongue too haftily confers the prize ; 

©f shofe who view the courfe, not fharpeft ey’d, 

Nor youngeft, yet the readieft to decide. 

Enmelus® ftceds high-bounding in the chafe, 

Sull, as at firft, unravall’d lead the race ; 

I well difcern him as he fhakes the rein, 

And hear his fhouts victorious o’er the plain. 
Thus he. Idoimencus, incens’d, rejoin’d : 

Barbarous of words! and arrogant ot mind ! 

Contentious priace, of all the Greeks befide 

‘The Jaft in mer.t, as the firit in pride: 

To vile reproach what anfwer can we make ? 

A goblet or a tripod let us ftake, 

And be the king the judge. The moft unwife 


Will learn their rafhuefs, when they pay the prize. 


' He faid: and Ajax, by mad paffion borne, 
Stern had reply’d ; fierce fcorn enhancing {corn 
To fell extiemes: but Thetis’ godlike fon 
Awiul amidit them rofe, and thus begun; 
Fourbear, ye chiefs ! reproachful to contend ; 
Much would you blame, thould others thus ot- 
fend : fend. 
And lo! th’ approaching fteeds your conteft 
iNo fooner had he fpoke, but, thundering near, 
Drives through a ftream of duft the chaniotcer. 
Wigh ocr his head the circling lafh he wields; 
Hh, bounding hortes tcarcely touch the fields: 
His car amidft the dufty whirlwind roll’d, 
Bught with the mingled blaze of tin and gold, 
Relulgent through the cloud; no eye could And 
The track his fying wheels had lett behind : 
And the tirce courlers ure’d their rapid pace 
So iit, it foem'’d a flight, and not a race. 
Now victor atthe poal I'ydides ftands, 
Suits his bright car, and tprings upon the fands ; 
Fiom the hot fieveds the {weaty torrents ftream ; 
The well-ply’d whip i. hung athwart the beam: 
Mith joy biave Sthenelus receives the prize, 
‘The tipod-vate, and dame with radiant eyes: 
Vhefe to the fhips his train triumphant leads, 
Vhe chiet himfclf unyokes the panting fteeds. 
Young Neftor follows (who by ait, not force, 
Mer-paft Atiides) fecond in the courte. 
Behind, Atrides urg’d the race, more near 
Than to the courfer in his fwitt career 
The following car, juft touching with his Heel 
And bruthing with his tad the whirling whecl: 
Such and fo narrow nuw the fpace between 
The rivals, late fo diftant on the green ; 
So toon fwift Athe her loft ground regain'd, 
One length, one moment had the race obtain’d. 
Merion purfued, at greater diftance ftill, 
With tardier courfers, and inferior fkill. 
Laft came Admetus! thy unhappy fon: 
Slow dragp’d the fteeds his batter’d chariot on: 
Achiiles faw, and pitying thus begun : 
behold ; the man whote matchlefs art furpaft 
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Fortune denies, but juftice bids us pay ? 
(Since great Tydides bears the firft away) 

T'o him the fecond honours of the day. 

The Greeks confent with loud applauding cries; 

And then Lumelus had received the prize, 
But youthful Neftor, jealous of his fame, 
Th’ award oppofes, and afferts his claim. 
Think not (he cries) Itamely will refign, 
O Peleus’ fon! the mare fo jutly mine. 
What it the Gods, the (kilful to confound, 
Have thrown the horfe and horfeman 

ground ? ' 
Perhaps he fought not Heaven by 
And vows emitted forfeited the pri: 
If yet (diftinction to thy friend 
And pleafe a foul defirous to 
Suine gift muft grace Eumelus_ 
Of beauteous handmaids, fteeds, 
An ample prefent let him thence 
And Greece thall praife thy ge: 
Byt this my prize I never fhall | 
This, who but touches, warriors! ts 

Thus {pake the youth; nor did his ook 

Pleas'd with the well-turn'd flattery of » fri 
Achilles fmil’d : the gift propos’d (he cry’d) 
Antilochus! we fhall ourfelf provide. 
With plates of bra({s the corfelet cover’d o’er 
( The fame rcnown’d Afteropzus wore) 
Whole glittering margins rais’d with filver 
(No vulgar witt) Eumelus, fhall be thine. 

e dard: Automesdon at his command 
The corlelet brought, and gave it to hi 
Diftinguifh’d by his friend, his bofum glows 
With generous joy: then Menelaus rote ; 
The herald plac’d the fceptre in his hands, 
Ard (till’'d the clamour of the fhouting bandsa 
Not without caute incens’d at Neftor’s fon, 
And inly grieving, thus the King begun: 

The prafe of wifdom, in thy youth obtain’d, 
An ast fo rafh, Antilochus, his ftain’@. 

Robb’d of my glory and my ju reward, 

To you, O Greciins | be my wrong declar’ds 

So not a leader thall our conduct blame, 

Or judge ine envious of a rival’s fame. 

But fhall not we outielves the truth maintain? 

What needs appealing in a fact fo plain? 

What Greck fhall blame me, if I bid thee rife, 

And vindicate by oath th’ il!-potten prize? 

Rife if thou dar’il, before thy chariot ftand, 

The driving fcourge high-litted in thy hand; 

And touch thy fteeds, and {wear, thy whole in- 

Was but to conquer, not to circumvent. = [tent 

Swear by that God whofe liquid arms furround 

The globe, and whofe dread earthquakes heave 
the ground. 

The prudent chief with calm attention heard ; 
Then mildly thus: Excufe, if youth have err’d : 
Superior as thou art, forgive th’ offence, 
Nor | thy equal, or in years, or fenfe. 
‘Thou know’ft the crrors of unripen’d are, 
Weak are its counlels, headlong 1s its rage. 
The prize I quit, if thou thy wr.th refien; 
The mare, or aught thou afk’ ft, be freely thine : 
Ere I becorfe (from thy dear friendimp torn} 
Hateful to thee, and to the Gods forfworn, 

So fpoks Antilochus: and at the word 
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Voy forells his foul as when the vernal grain 
datts the gicen ear above the fpringin, plain, 
“the ficlds then ve get ible life renew, 
And liugh and glitter with the morning dew , 
Such joy the Spaitan’s fhining face o eripiead, 
And litted his gay Feart, while thus he faid 
Stull may our fouls, O generous youth azrce, 
“Tis now Atrides turn to yield to thee 
Rath heat perhaps a moment might control, 
Not break, the fettled temper of thy foul 
“" t but (my friend) "tis fil! the wifer way 
contention with fupcror fway , 
how few, wh» fhould like thee offend, 
: alcnts to regan the friend 
“ence, and thy fault atonc, 
er’s merit and thy ow 1 
fer me, the fie and fon 
, and heve gre tly done 
taay hnov, my fou! cain tend, 
_ prefurr’d before m= triend 
and, ple is’d his palor to command, 
 Gounfer ta Noe ens nina, 
ofthe vouthh | chicf hin iclf cent nt, 
"She fhinnag choy, 1 to his ve fel ent 
The golden tilcits Wer on re xt obtain d , 
The fifth rewud tle double bowl, rena nd 
Achilles thistorevere 1 Neflor beers 
And thusthe puryofe or his tac 4 
Aeoytthotte Gte mis (hei it) 
“Yn deru ome a) wd atroctusd a, 


Dead ou ever | HLF tro iu des, 

Fyov df t ctr r cu defirite eye ! 

T octh oa coc of a gritetul he ut 

thon hh on ons te harlthe dift nt ¢ 
be ruc t tt) +r | star tov acl, 
Yar the cr ¢fl onthe teld * 

“nv qypriltiwe ya Loc eithiovn 


oultleirin ,« Cc tup iy org 
Hetid 3 4 Ltn ,culet it his fide, 
th cy these cr bl his reply d 
Wiely rdwell my on thyverds hiv vievd 

Afen or nourd and atricnd belov d! 

Too true iti Cicrtea of my fren h, 

"uci wo oUerd aims and limks have Fuld at 

th 

Jt! had Inew that feree T felt of yore 
WRnownthreu bh bupratum and the Pyitan More 
Vict icus then in cvery foicmn game, 

Ndaind to amarynce mighty name , 
The brave Lperins guve my glory «iy, 

%tol ins, Py ans, ell refign the diy 

T quelid Clytomedes in b bts of h ad, 

And bict ward huni d Anczus on the fand, 
Surput Iphyclus in the iwitt career, 

Phyleus ind Polyd rus wich the fpe r 

The fons of Actor won the prize cf horte, 
“but won by nuraiters, not by art or torce 

For the fam d twins, smpatient to furvey 

Prize after prize by Neftor borne aw iy, 
Sprung to their cir, ind with united puns 


One lath d the courfers, while one rul d the reins. 


Such once I was! Now to thefe tulks fuceceds 
A younger race, that emulate cur deeds 

T yiela, alas! (to age who mutt not field *) 
Jhou,h once the foremolt hero of the fic Id 
So thou, my fon! by generous friendthip led, 
V7 +l martial honows decorate the dead, 
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While ple: ‘d I take the gift thy hands prefert 
(Pledge of benevolence, and kind intent) , 
Reyoic’d, of all the numerous Greeks, to fee 
Not onc but honons { cred age and me° 
Thofe due diftinétions thou fo well canft pay, 
May the juft Gods 1eturn another day ' 

Proud of the gift, thus fpeke the full of days, 
Ach Iles heard him, prouder of the praife. 

Lhe prizes next are order d to the field, 

For the beld champions who the czftus wield. 
A ftately mule, as yet by toils unbroke, 

Ot fix years age, unconfcions of the yoke, 

Is to the Circus led, and himly bound , 

Next ftinds 1 goblet, mafly, large, and 10und. 
Achiles rfing, thus Let Greece eacite 

[wo herocs equil to this hardy fight 
Whodare the foe with lifted arms provoke, 
And ruth bencath the long-defcending ftroke, 
On wlom Apollo fhill the palm beftow, 

And whom the Greeks {upreme by conqueft know, 
This mul hrs dauntlefs labo trs fhall repay , 
Lhe vu quifh'’d bear the mafly bow] aw iy. 

This dic idful comb it great Lpeus chote, 
Tligh o a the crowd, enoimous bulk! he rote, 
And fei d the beaft, ind thus be into fty 
Stan] forth {ome min to bear the bowl away! 
(Pi: ¢ ot his ruin) for who dire deny 
Jhis moe my right, th’ undoubted victor I? 
Others "t ownd im field ct bith fhinc, 

Put the fait honous of this fig ht we mine ; 

For wh cacclsin ul? Then let my toe 

Driv near but fir his cortun fertune know 

Sc we, this hind thall hi whole frame contound, 
Mith [His tones and al his body pound 

So let fs frict IS ben gh a needtul trun, 

loh ive tic latter de rac off tle plain 

Ibe zinet tpok = and in 2 Anpid gaze 
The holt behelé him bleat with amaze ' 
"Llwasthou, Fury im tsb turf alpire 
Tomeeth mi di iat emulate thy fire 
The great Me ath wu whoind. ot ,ore 
Jr Theban games the roll } trophy Tore, 

(lhe came crdiundde @ Ocdipis to ,rice) 
And Sngly vat quith Tthe C dit in race 

Him gieat Eydides ures to contend, 

WMian’d vith the hope cf ccnqueft for his firena 
Of: tous with the cincture gids fom round , 
Anjto hiswrift the gloves of dew are bound, 
Amd tne circle aow cach chimp on ft inds, 

And poifes high in ¢ir his iron hands , 

With clafling zauntlets now they fiercely clofe 
Ther crackling jausie coho ty the blows, f 
Andy aimtaliweat tiom |i their members flows 
At length Lpcus dealt a we phty blow, 

Fud di the heck cf his unwary for , 

Bencatl th t pordcrous arm 5 ichiil 4 fway 
Down dropt Fc, neiveleis ind extended lay. 

As a large fifth, when winds and w iters roar, 

By fome huge billow difh’d 1zaint the fhore, 
Lies panting not lefs batter’d with his wound, 
The blecding heio pints upon the giound. 

To rear his falicn foc, the victor lends, 

Scornful, his hind, and gives him to his friends ; 
Whole arms fi pport him reeling through the 
And dragging his difabled Icgs along, —[throng, 
Nodding, hs head hangs down his fioulder o’ers 
Hus mouth and nofirils pour the clut*cd gore, 
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Wipt round in mifts he tre aad [57 to thought, 
Ibs friends receive the bow! too dearly bought 
The third bold game Achnuilcs ne t demands, 
And calls the wreitlers to the levcl fands. 
A matly tripod for the victor lies, 
Of twice fix oxen its reputed price , 
And nest, the lofer’s fpnits to reftore, 
A tamale captive, valued but at fou 
Scarce did the cluef the vigorcus ftrife propole, 
Wign towcer-like Ayix and Ulyfics rote. 
Ainid the ring cach nervous rival ft inds, 
Lmtricing ngid with implicit hands 
Cioie lock*d above, them heads and arms are 
must, 
Kc low, then plauted feet at diftance fi t 
Like two ftrong rittesswhi hthe bea det forms, 
Troot to the wmtery wind ind how ling ttorr i, 
"“Lheir tops cons cedted, but at wider tpice 
Fiat on the centic ftands than iolid bac. 
Now to the grafpeich minly boly bends, 
"Dhe humid {weat from every por de cends, 
“Them bones refount with blow tales, thouldeis, 
thighs, ‘. 
Swell to cach gupe, an} bloody tumots vile. 
Nor could Ulytlcs, tor hits utacrava’d 
QO°ertuin the ftiengthof Apion the giomd, 
Nor could the ftren thot jas ove throw 
Fhe watchful caution of hi uttal fc 
Wohue the long faite csatu?? tie lo Loss on, 
Thus to Ulyfle tpote great Lclan n 
Or Ict me lift tec, chic., of bit thos mac 
Tiove we ou furce,aid [co c the sef de ree 
He faid, ind, firainn s, heavd lim ¢ 7 th 
ground ® 
With matchieis flrength, that tine Ulvii stound 
fhe ftren th t e¢ ade, and where the ucives con 
His ankle ftiucl =the grant full fup ne, {oun 
Ulyfles, followine on hisbolom hes, 
Shoits of apphiute rane ot ling through the fhics 
A) «ty lift, Uls tes mest cthiys, 
He buvely ft ddam but he could nat rarte 
Hi knee toct d titty the foe s attempt d ay |, 
Ant cravpling clofe they tumbled tile ty € tc 
Doni d with honourible duft they ro I, 
Stuual bre thing ftiuite, and un'ubducd ct soul 
A,un they rige, wain to combat rue 
Vihcuigieat Achitie thus divide the prize 
Rou poble vigour om amy dren s orefty ian 
Nor wo ouyouty oa penerous flr n than sun 
Yebohhuew no let others wie cac |, 
Now roc thit prowets you hive pros fd do wcll 
The hero’s words the vil ing chick chevy, 
Tiom thea tar d bo dics wipe the dutl away, 
And, loth d wew, the tollowing gances lupe § 
Ard now iuccecd the gifts ord und to piace 
The youths conmtendin, i tae rapid rice 
A filver uin that cull tin inc tutes he td, 
By none in weight o: workmiunilup ex cll d 
sidonian urtifts taught the fi ume tu fume, 
Foauborite, with atihce divine , 
Whence Lytian dulois did the ptize tr niper’, 
And gave to Thov it the Lemnian port 
Tiom Tim ded ended) good Luntus hen d 
‘The glottous put, and, tor Lb cioatpard, 
To brave Pitiodus gio ine sich ew ad 
Now, the {ime havo s tuncraliit sto ert ¢, 
Lo finds the pus cutdy aftucd am tk 
1. ee 
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Awell Tdowwrf cibe ferord pli ds 
And hilfat d nt mu? contene th Tutt 
Ach Ucs rifing then be (poke the trun—- 
Who hope the pilm of iw tincis to obtain, 
Stand torth, and be t thule prizes frou the 
plum 

The hero fud, ant 4 tine trom his Lice, 
Oilein Apaa tucs to the rice, 
Ulyfics neat, aud he whofe tpecd tarp uk 
His youthful ¢ j ais, Ncftot sto, the Lat. 
Riu CS?@dinadm thereilyrier ita d, 
Phd spomntsti amier wtnhs hav 
Alc taut won, Om usledtai rac 
Lherext cays, merfairm, 2 cw herace, 
Bohuoddl nyt ont yclyay he toed, 
As clodicty roll vioras the ry thicid 
(Ch ipindle fo ow , inddifp ss oe chiru 
Oth fan tuft r tL dirty ng ome: 
Gai chibin motion a ee 
Amdtrculs achaout ore of de tank 


Ws lowine oe tot, oats boul ; 
Eacmiida Greek | orts Jaa r 
Lolintl vs th rviehs dor ae 
Arcdiadtbh wtorsl touch a at 


Now thr e tur sta yinproy ow ot 
The autinjscherts P Tsdt 
Ati t, O Goddal ' thusrat oa! pb pr v 


Mud prdfent at tos thea hed tes 
broyc ty be ]o ou iytrcee ho doy > 
Av@iccl ena aot oivloty 

Ail t rdroily om the tha re, 
Urh yoy Vie ft nt yith prvi 
xe { j ) vhetre thes 

‘ tix yey niu 
Co Sage gp. ec ate Ps aan 

Voc hat taal mrdwtite | 
bumeudwiith ach t L 
Ghkencto big, cher ft laooaioy, 
lhe wellfed bull (t oi 0 , ae | 
And Ictt the urs Uly Goa Foe t 
lhen, pritpray by tach 4 ta t 


Lhe oi ed hero thus th «: 
Accuvted tite tb carpet bray 
Nanrraull, wpGutu dtd wooonvit 
Sheour d her favovrite Cr taciap duis, 
And Pilla not Ulyflic ,w nth d 
Pho jourly woail dhe, tputert L 
Avurt ot bahtare bod thou a a ft 
\ntilechus, more humorous chin th 
J odesthe |} th pr cy andt acoity oh 
Why sith our waiter cldcss thould + 
The Geds ftill dave them, and ’tr , 
thrive, 
Y fc to Apa T mutts cld the prize 
Pou Ulydes, flr tamore aja and waite 
C agreenold iv icyunconiciou of decay, 
dhitprow th hero bormas betterday  * 
b holl hisv.ccuranths aca 1 ice 
4 tullkesorly boi? aiwt cr piece 
Por ¥ hocin match Aches! Se who 
Mufti sot be more thanrhero, move hin ts 
Pho cect ta cecds the tp ech Pel "es 2 
TL] y arthugprat dedery ub tt rps ce 
Nor Gicecc ims fhall bou thy titend erty 
Receiwe atalent ct the pure t roll 
Ihe youth d | ttsco tent Lhe hoft aod nire 


| ae ae tt s tire, 
k 


‘ 
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Next thefe; a buckler, ‘fpear, and helm, he 
brings 
Caft on the plain, the brazen burthen rings: 
Arms, which of late divine Sarpedan wore, 
And great Patroclus in fhort triumph bore. 
Stand forth the bravet of our hoft ! (he cries) 
Whoever dares deferve fo rich a prize, 
Now grace the lift before our army's fight, 
And, fheath’d in fteel, provoke his foe to fight. 
Who firft the jointed armour fhall explore, 
And ftain his rival’s mail with ifuing gore ; 
The fword Afteropeu® poffett of old 
{A Thracian blade, diftin@ with ftuds of gold) 
Shall pay the ftruke, and grace the ftriker’s fide: 
Thefe arms in common let the chiefs divide : 
For each brave champipn, when the combat ends, 
A fumptuous banquet at our tent attends, 
Fierce at the word, up-rofe great Tydeus’ fon, 
And the huge bulk of Ajax Telamon. 
Clad in potalecik fteel, on either hand, 
The dreadful chiefs amid the circle ftand : 
Lowering they meet, tremenduous to the fight ; 
Each Argive boiom beats with fierce delight. 
Oppos’d tn arms not long they idly ftood, 
But thrice they clos’d, and thrice the charge re- 
A furious pafs the {peux of Ajax made = [new“d. 
Through the broad fhield, but at the corfelet 
ftay’d: 
Not thus the foe: his javelin aim’d above 
The buckicr’s margin, at the neck he drove, « 
But Greece now ticmbling for her hero’s life, 
Bade fhare the honours, and furceafe the ftrife. 
Yet ftill the viClor’s due Tydides gains, 
With him the {word and ftudded belt remains. 
Then hurl'd the hero thundering on the groug:d 
A mafs of 1ron (an enormous round) 
Whofe weight and fize the circling Greeks admire, 
Rude from the furnace, and but fhap’d by fire. 
This mighty quoit Action wont to rear, 
And from his whirling arm difmifs in air: 
The giant by Achilles flain, he flow'd 
Among his fpoils this memorable load. 
For this, he bids thofe nervous artifts vie, 
That teach the difk to found along the fky. 
Let him whofe might can hurl this bowel, arife ; 
Who fartheft hurls it, takes it as his prize: 
Tf he be one. enrich’d with large domain 
Of downs tor flocks, and arable for grain, 
Small ftock of iron needs that man provide ; 
His hinds and {wains whole years fhall be fupply’d 
From hence: nor afk the neighbouring city’s aid, 
For ploughthares, wheels, and all the rural trade. 
Stern Polypeetes ftept before the throng, 
And great Leonteds, more than mortal ftrong ; 
Whole force with rival forces to oppofe, 
Up rofe great Ajax; up Epéus rofe. 
Each ftood in order: firft Epéus threw ; 
High o’er the wondering crowds the whirling 
Leontes next a little {pace furpaft, _ [circle flew. 
And third, the firength of godlike Ajax cai. 
O’er both their marks it flew; till fiercely flung 
From Polypeete’s arm, the diftufs fung: 
Far as a fwain his whirling fheephook throws, 
That diftant falls among the grazing cows, 
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So paft them all the rapid circle flies: - 
His friends (while loud applaufes thake the 
fkies) {prize. 
With force conjoin’d heave off the weighty 
Thofe who in fkilful archery contend, 
He neat invites the twanging bow to bend: 
And twice ten axes caft amidft the round 
(Ten double-edg’d, and ten that ingly wound). 
‘The maft, which late a firft-rate galley bore, 
The hero fixes in the fandy fhore; 
‘fo the tall top a milk-white dove they tie, 
The trembling mark at which their arrows fly. - 
Whole weapon tuikes yon fluttering bird, thal} 
bear 
Thefe two-edg'd axes, terrible in war: 
The fingle, he, whofe fhatt divides the cord. 
He faid: experienc’d Merion took the word ; 
And fkilful ‘Veucer: in the helm they threw 
Their lots inicrib’d, and forth the latter flew. 
Swift from the ftring the founding arrow fties ; 
But flies unbleft! No grateful facrifice. 
No filling lambs, unheedful! didft thou vow 
To Pheebps, patron of the fhaft and buw. 
For this, thy well-aim’d arrow, turn’d afide, 
Err’d from the dove, yet cut the cord that ty’d: 
A-down the main-matt fell the parting ftring, 
And the free bird to heaven difplays her wing : 
Seas, fhores, and fkies, with loud applauferefound, 
And Merion eager meditates the wound : 
Hie takes the bow, directs the fhaft above, 
And, following with his eye the foaring dove, 
Implores the God to fpecd it through the tkies, 
With vows of firftling lambs, and prateful facrifice. 
The dove, itt airy circles as fhe wheels, 
Amid the clouds, the piercing arrow feels ; 
Quite ete and through the point its paflage 
found, 
And at his feet fell bloody to the ground. 
‘The wounded bird, cre yet fhe bieath’d her laft, 
With flagging wings alighted on the matt ; 
A moment hung, and {pread her pinions there, 
‘Khen fudden dropt, and left her life in air. 
From the plcas’d crowd new peals of thunder rife, 
And to the ghips brave Merion bears the prize. 
To clofe the funerai games Achilles latt 
A maffy tpear amid the circle plac’d, 
An ample charger of unfullied frame, (flame. 
With flowers high-wrought, not blacken’d yet by 
“or thefe he bids the herves prove their art, 
Whofe dextrous fhill directs the flying dart. 
IJcre too Great Merion hopes the noble prize; 
Nor here difdain’d the king of men to rife. 
With joy Pelides faw the honour paid, 
Rofe ta, the monarch, and refpectful {aid : 
Thee firfl in virtue, as in power. fupreme, 
O king of nations! all thy Greeks proclaim ; 
In every martial game thy worth attett, 
And know thee both their greateft, and their bef. 
Take then the prize, but let brave Merion bear 
This beamy javelin in thy brother’s war. 
Pleas’d from the hero's lips his praife to kear, 


4 ‘The king to Merion gives the brazen {pear : 


But, fct apart for facred ufe, comimands 
The glittering charger to ‘Salthibius’ hands. 
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XXIV. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


. Lhe Redemption of the body of He@or. 


The Gods deliberate about the redemption of Hector’s body. Jupiter fends Thetis to Achilles, to dif- 
pote him for the reftoring it; and Iris to Priam, to encourage him to go in perfon, and treat for it. 
The old king, notwithftanding the remonftrances of his queen, makes ready for the journey, to which 
he is encouraged by an omen from Jupiter. He fets forth in his chariot, with a waggon loaded with 
prefents, under the charge of Idseus, the herald. Mercury defcends in the fhape of a young man, 


and conducts him to the pavilion of Achilles. 


Their converfation on the way. Priam finds Achilles 


at his table, cafts himfelf at his feet, and begs for the body,of his fon; Achilles, moved with compaf. 
fion, grants his requef, detains him one night in his tent, and the next morning fends him home 
with the body. The Trojans run out to mcet him. The lamentations ef Andtomache, Hecuba, 


and Helen; with the folemnities of the funeral. 


The time of twelve days is employed in this book, while the body of Hector lies in the tent of Achil- 


les; and as many more are {pent in ghe truce allowed for his interment. 


Achilles’ camp, and partly in Lroy. 


Now from the finith’d games the Grecian band 

Seek their black fhips, and clear the crowded 
ftrand ; 

All ftretch’d at eafe the genial banquet fhare, 

And pleafing flumbers quiet all their care. 

Not fo Achilles: he to grief refign'd, 

His friend’s dear image prefent to his mind, 

Takes his fad couch, more unobferv’d to weep ; 

Nor taftes the gifts of all-compofing fleeg. 

Refilefs he roll’d around his weary bed, 

And all his foul on his Patroclus fed : 

The form fo pleafing, and the heart fo kind, 

That youthful vigour, and that manly mind, 

What toils they fhar’d, what martial works they 
wrought, {fought ; 


What feas they meafur’d, and what fields they ; 


All patt béfore hin in remembrance dear, 
Thought followstlought, and tear fucceeds to tear. 
And now fupine, now prone, the hero lay, 
Now fhifts his fide, impatient for the day ;, 
Then ftarting up, difconfolate he goes 

Wile on the lonely beach to vent his woes. 
"Vhere, as the folitary mourner raves, 

The ruddy morning rifes o'er the waves: 
Soon as it rofe, his furious fteeds he join'd ; 
‘The chariot flies, and Hector trails behind. 
And thrice, Patroclus! round thy monument 
Was Hector drage’d, then hurry’d to the tent. 
‘There fleep at lait o’ercomes the hero’s exes ; 
While foul in duft th’ unhonour’d carcafe lies, t 
But not deferted by the pitying Skies. 

For Phoebus watch’d it with fuperior care, 
Preferv'd from gaping wounds, and tainting air ; 
And ignominious as it {wept the field, 

Spread o'er the facred corpfe his golden thield. 
Ail Heaven was mov’d, and Hermes will'd to go 
By ftealth to {natch him from th’ infulting foe : 
But Neptune this, and Pallas this denies, 

And th’ unrelenting Emprefs of the fkies: 

E’er fince that day implacable to Troy,. 

What time young Paris, fimple fhepherd boy, 
‘Won by deitructive luft (reward obfcene) 

Theis charms rejected for the Cyprian Queen. 


— - 


The fcene is partly in 


But when the tenth celeftial morning broke ; 
To Heaven ailembled, thus Apollo froke : 
Unpitying Powers! how oft each holy fane 
Has Hector ting’d with blood of victims flain ! 
Arg, can ye ftill his cold remains purfue ? 
Stili grudge his body to the Trojans’ view ? 
Deny to confort, mother, fon, and fire ? 
The lait fad honours of a funeral frre ? 
Is then the dire Achilles all your care? 
That iron heart, inflexibly jevere ; 
A lion, not 2 men, who flaughter’s wide 
In flrength of rage and impotence ot pride ; 
Who haites to murder with a favape joy, 
Invades around, and breathes but to deltroy. 
Shame ts not of his foul; nor uuderftood, 
The greateft evil and the greateft good. 
Still tor one lofs he rages unrefign’d. 
Repugnant to the lot of all mankind ; 
To lote a friend, a brother, or a fon, 
Heaven dooms each mortal, and its will is done : 
A while they forrow, then dilmifs their care ; 
Fate gives the wound, anid man is born to bear. 
But this, infatiate, the commiffion given 
By Fate exceeds, and tempts the wrath of Heaven: 
Lo ! how his rage difhoneft drags along 
Flector’s dead carth, infenfible of wrong ! 
Brave though he be, yet, by no reafpn aw'd, 
He violates the laws of man and God. 
If equal honours by the partial Skies 
Are dooin’d both heroes, (Juno thus replies) 
If Thetis fon muft no diftin¢tion know, 
Then hear, ye Gods! the Patron of the Bow. 
But Heétor only boafts a mortal claim, 
Fis birth deriving from a mortal dame: 
Achilles of your own etherial race 
Springs from a Goddefs by a man’s embrace 
(A Goddefs by ourfelfto Peleus given, 
A man diyine, and chofen friend of Heaven). 
To grace thofe nuptials from the bright abode 
Yourtelves were prefent; where this minftrel- 


(Well pleas’d to thare the feaft}) amid the quire 
Stuod proud to hy nn, and tune his youthful lyre. 
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Then thus the Thenderer checks th’ impe- 
tial Dame: | 

Let not thy wrath the court of Heaven inflame ; 

Their merits, not their honours, are the fame. 

But mine, 4nd every Gor’s pecuhjay grace, 

Heetor deferves, of all the Trojan race : 

Still on our flirines his grateful offerings lay 

(The only honouis men to Gdds can pay)’;* 

Nor ever from our fmoking altar ceas’d 

‘The pure libation, and the holy feaft. ‘ 

Fowe’er by fteaith to {natch the corpfe away, 

We will not: Thetis guards it night and day. ° 

But hafte, and fummon to our éoritts above’ 

The azure Queen: let her perfuafion move 

Her furious fon trom Priam ro rective 

“he proffer’d'ranfom,.and the corpfe to leave. 

He added not: and Iris from’ the fkles, : 

Swift as a whirlwind on the meflage flies. 

Meteorous the face of Occan fweeps, 

Retulgent gliding o’er the fable deeps, 

Between where Samos wide his foreit {preads, 

«ind rocky Imbrus lifts its pointed ‘heads. ’ 

Down phing’d the Maid’ (the parted ‘waves re- 

found) ; 

She plung'd, and inffant fhot the dark profound. 

As, béaring death in the fallacious bait, = 

Frum the bent angle finks the leaden weight ; 

Sq pais’d the Goddefs through the clofing wave, 

Where Thetis forrow’d in her facred cave: ‘ 

There, plic’d amidit her melancholy train 

(The blue hair'd fifters of the facied main) 

Penfive fle fat, revolving fates to come, 

And wept her godlike fon’s approaching decom. 
Then thus the Goddets of the painted bow, 
Arie! O Thetis, from thy feats below : - 
"Tis Jove that calls. And why (the dame replies) 
€ als pore hi Thetis to the hated fkies, 

Sed object as T am for heavenly fight? 

Ab, may my forrows ever {lun the light! 
Howe’er, be Heaven's althighty Sire obey“d--- 
She {pake, and veil’d her head in fable thade, 
Which flowing long, her gracetul perfon clad ; 
Ard forth the pac’d, majeltically fad. 

Then through the worid of waters they repair 

(The way fair Iris led) to uppei air. ' 

"i he deeps dividing, v’tr the coaft they rife, 

And touch with momentary flight the fkies, 
There in the ightning’s blaze the Sirc they found, 
And all'the Gods in fhining fynod robnd. © ° 
“I hetis approach’d with anguish im her face 
(Minerva, rifing, gave the Mourner place) ; 
Ev'n ‘Tubo foight her fonows to confole, - 
And offer’d from her hand the neétar-bow!1 : 

She tafted, and refign’d it: then began ° 

The fatred Sire of Gods and mortal man: 

Thou com’ht, far Thetis, but with grief o'ercaft; 
Matertial foriows ; long, ah long to lat! °  ‘ 
Suffice, we know arid we partake thy cares: 
Fut yieldto Faté, and ‘hear what Jove déclares. 
Nine'days are paft, fince all the court above | 
(In Hector’s caufe have mov'd thé ear of Jove ; 
*1.was voted, Herthes from his godlike foe 
By fieatth ould bear him, but we wild not fo: 
‘We will, thy fon himfelf the corpfe reftore, * 
And to his conqueft ‘add tHis glory more. 
hen hie thee to him, and ous mandate bear; 
teil bi ta he tempts the wrath of Heaven too far: 
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Nor let him more (our anger if he dread) 
Vent his mad vengeance on the facred dead 3 
But yield to ranfom and the father’s prayer. 
The mournful father, Iris fhall prepare, 

With pifts tb fue ‘and offer to his hands 
Whate’er his honour afks, or heart demands, 

His word the filver-footed Queen attends,” 
And frou Olympus’ {nowy tons defcends. 
Arriv’d, the heard the voice of loud lament, 
And echoing groans that fhook the lofty tent. ' 
His friends prepare the victim, and dilpofe 
Repatt unheeded, while he vents his wves ; 
The Goddefs feats her’ by her penfive fon, 

She preft his hand, and tender thus begun : 

How [ong, unhappy ! fhall thy forrows flow; 
And thy heart wafte with life-confuming woe : 
Mindlets of food, or love, whofe pledfing reign 
Soothes weary life; and fuftens human pain ? 

O {natch the moments yet within thy power; 
Not long to live, indulye the amorous hour | 
Lo! Jove himfelf (for Jove’s command I bear) 
Forbids to tempt the wrath of Heaven too far. 
No longef then (his fury if thou dread) 

Detain the relicks of great Hector dead ; 

Nor vent on fenfelefs earth thy vengeance vain: 
But yield to ranfym, and reftore the flain. 

To whom Achilles: Be the ranfom given, 

And we fabmit, fince fuch the will of Heaven. 

While thus they commun’d, from th’ Olyms 

pian bowets  - , 
Jove orders Iris to the Trojan towers : 
Tlafte, winged Goddefs to the facred town, 
And‘urge her monarch to redeem hrs ton; 
Alone, the Ilian ramparts let him leave, 
And bear what ftern Achilles may receive : 
Alone, for to we will: no Trojan near ; 
Eacept, to place the dead with decent care, 
Some aged herald, who, with geothe hand, 
May the flow mules and funeral car command. 
Nor let him death, nor let him danger, dread, 
Sate through the foc by our protection led ; 
‘Him Hermes to Achilles fhall convey, 
Guard of his life, and partner of his way. 
Fierce as he is, Achilles’ felf thall {pare 
His age, nor touch one venerable hair, 
Some thought there muft be in a {foul fo brave, 
Some fenfe of duty, fome defre to fave. 

Then down her bow the winged lis drives, 
And fwift at Priam’s mournful court arrives 5. 
Where the fad fons befide their father’s throne 
Sate bath’d tn tears, and anfu eid groan with groan. 
And all amidft them lay the hoary fire, 

(Sad fcene of woe!) his face, his wrapt attire, 
Conceal’d from fight; with frantic hands be {pread 
A fhower of afhes o’er his neck and head. rs 
From rvom to room his pénfive daughters roam ; 
Whote fhricks and clamours fill the vaulted dume ; 
Mindful of thofe, who, late their pride and joy, 
Lie pale and Dreathlefs round the fields of ‘Troy! 
Before the king Jove’s meffenger appears, 

And thus, in whifpers, greets his trembling ears : 

Fear not, oh father ! no ill news I bear ; 

From JoveI come, Jove makes thee ftill his care ; 
For Hector’s fake thefe walis he dids thee leave, + 
And bear what ftern Achilles may receive : 
Alone, for jo he wills: no Trojan near, 
Except, to place the dead with decent care, 

“A : 
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Séme aged herald, whd, with gentle hand, 

ay the flow mules and funeral car command. ; 
Nor fhalt thou, death, nor fhaJt thou danger,dread; 
Safe through the foe by his protection led : 

Thee Hermes to Pelides fhajl convey, 

Guard of thy life, and partne: of thy way. 

Fierce as he,is, Achilles’ felf thall {pare 

Why age, nor tpuch gne venerable hair; =, .. 
Some thought there, muft be, in a foul fo brave, 
Some fenfe of duty, foie defire to fave. : 

She {poke, and vanifh’d. Priam bids prepare 

His gentle mules, and harnets to the car; 
There, for the wifts, a polifji’d cathet lay ; 
His piqus fons the ing’s command obey. 
Then pafs'd the monarch to his bridal-rogm, 
Where cedar-begms the lofty roofs perfume, 
And where the treufures of his empire lay ; 

Then eall’d his queen, and thus begen to {uy : 

Unhappy canfort of a king diftreit ! : 
Partake the troubles of thy hufband’s breaft : 
I faw defcend the meffcuger of Jove, 

Who bids me try Achilles’ mind to move; , 
Forlake thele 1amparts, and with gifts obtain 
The corpie of Hector, at you navy, flaig 

Tell me thy thought: my heart impels to go 
Through hoftile camps, and bears me to the fue. 

The hoary monarch thus, Her pjercing cries 
Sad Hecuba rcuews, and then replies: 
Ah! whither wanders thy diftemper’d mind ? 
And where the prudence now, that aw’d man- 

hind ; [hnown ; 
Through Phrygia once, and foreign regions 
Now ail contus’d, dittra¢ted, overth.own ? 
Singly to pafs through hatts of foes! to tace 
(Oh heart of fteel) ! the murderer of thy race ! 
‘To view that deathful eye, and wander o’er | 
Thole hands, yet red with Hector’s noble gore ! 
Alas ! my Lord! he Knows not how to fpute, 
And what his mercy, thy flain fons declare ; 
So brave! fo many tullen! To calm his rage, 
Vain were thy dignity, and vain thy age. 
No---pent in this fad palace, let ns give 
To gricf, the wietched days we have to live. 
Still, fill tor Hector Jet our forrows flow, 
Boin to hisewn and to his parents woe ! 
Doom’d, from the hour hu tucklets lite begun, 
To dogs, to vultures, and to Peleus’ fon! 
Oh! in his deareft Llood might I allay 
My rage, and thele barban:ties repay, ! 
For ah! could Hedctar ment thus, whofe breath 
Expir d not meanly in ynaytive death ?, 
He pour’d his lateft blond in manly fight, 
And fell a hero in his country’s right. 

Seek not to flay me, nur my foul afftight 
With words of omen, hhe a bird of night ® 
(Reply’d, unmov'd, the venerable mau). 
> Tis Heaven commands me, and you urge in vain. 
Hid any mortal voice th” injundlian laid, 

or augur, prieft, or feer, had been obcy'd. 

A prefent Goddefs brought the high command, 
I faw, I heard her, and the word fhall fland. 
} go, ye Gods! obedient to your call: 

Fin yon camp your powers have doum’d my fall, 
Content-~-By the fame hand let me expire! 
Add to the flaughter’d fon the wretched fire ! 

ne cold embrace at lait may be allow’d, 

And my laft teaie flow mingled with his blood ! 
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From forth his open’d flares, this fald, he drew 

Twelve coftly carpets ofretuigent hue, 

As many vetls, as many mantles tuld, 

And twelye fair veilsand garmeuts itiff with gold. 
Two tyipods next, and twice two cLargers, fine, 
With ten pure talents from the richeft mine ; 
And laft a large well-labour'd bowel had place, 
“The pledge of treaties auce with triendly Thrace). 
ieem’g all too,mean the,ftores he could employ, 
For one laft look to buy him back to Troy: 

Lo |. the fad father, trantic with his pain, 
Around him furjous drives his menial train : 

In vain each flave with duteous care attends, 
Each office hurts him, and each face offends. 
What make ye bere? officious crowds! (he cries} 
Hence! nor obtrude your anewth on my ¢yce. 
Have ye no griefs at home to fix you there; 

Am I the only object of defpair? 

Am I become my people’s common fLow, 

Set up by Jove your fpectacle of woe ? 

No, you mutt feel him too; yourfelvcs mutt fall - 
The fame ftern God to ruin gives you all. 

Nor is great Hector loft by me alone; 

Your fole dc fence, your guardian Power, is gone ; 
T fee you: bluod the ficlds of Phrygia drown, 

I fee the ruins of you: {moking town! 

O tend me, Gods! ere that fad day fhall come, 
A willing ghoft to Pluto's dreary dome ! 

He faid, and feebly drives his frieads away : 
The forrowing friends his frantic rage obey. 
Ne&t on his fons his erting fury falls, 

Polites, Paris, Agathon, he calls; 

This threats Detphobus und Dius hear, 
Hippothotis, Pammon, Helenus the teer, 
And generous Antiphon: for yet thete nine 
Sufrviv’d, fad relicks of his numerous line: 

Inglorious fons, of an unhappy fire ' 

Why did not all in Hector’s caufe eapire? 
Wictch that Lam! my braveit offspring fla‘n, 
You, the difprace ot Piyam's boule, rematn ¢ 
Neftor the brave, renown d im ranks of wat, 
With Troileus, dreadiul on his vufhing car, 
And laft great Hector, more than man divine, 
For fure he teem ’d not of terreltial Ime ¢ 

All thofe relentlefs Mars untimely il.w, 

And lett me thefe, a foft and fervile crew, 
Whale days the feait and wanton dance empioy, 
Crluttons and flattercis, the contempt of Troy ! 
Why teach ye not my rapid wheels to run, 
And fpeed my journcy toredeem my fon? 

The ions thei father’s wretched age revere, 

Forgive his anger, and produce the car. 

High on the feat the  abinet they bind: 

The newsmade car with folid beauty thin’éd ; 
Box was the joke, embofs’d with coftly pains, 
And hung with 1inglets to receive the reins} 
None cubits long, the traces {wept the ground ; 
Thete to the chariot’s polifh’d pole they bound, 
Then fixt a ting the running reins ro gue, 
And clofe beneath the gather’d ends were ty‘d. 
Next with the gifts (the price of Hector flan) 
The fad attendants lodd the groaning wain : 
Lait, to the yoke the well-match’d mules they 


bring 
(The gift of Myfia to the Trojan king). 
But the fair horfes, long his darling care, 
Himfelf receiy’d, and barnefs’d i. his car: 
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Griev'd as he was, he not this tatk deny’d : 
The hoary herald help’d him, at his fide. 
While careful thefe the gentle courfers join‘d, 
Sad Hecuba approach'’d with anxious mind ; 
A golden bow! that foam’d with fragrant wine, 
(Libation deftin’d to the Power divine} 
He'd in her right, before the fteeds the ftands, 
Ani thus configns it tothe monarch’s hands: 
Take this, and pour to Jove; that, fafe from 
harms, 
His grace reftore thee to our roof and arms. 
Since, victor of thy fears, and flighting mine, 
Heaven, or thy foul, infpire this bold defign : 
Pray to that God, who high on Ida’s brew 
Surveys thy defolated realms below, 
His winged meffenger to fend from high, 
And lead thy way with heavenly augury : 
Let the ftrong fovereign of the plumy race 
Tower on the right i retherial (pace. 
That fign beheld, and ftrengthen’d from above, 
Boldly purfue the journey mark’d by Jove; 
But if the God his augury denics, 
Supprefs thy impulfe, nor reject advice. 
Tis juft (faid Priam, to the Sire above) 
To raiie our hauds; for whe fo good as Jove? 
He {poke, and bade th’ attendant handmaid bring 
The pureft water of the living fpring 
(Her ready hands the ewer and bafon held) ; 
Then took the golden cup his queen had fill’d ; 
On the mid pavement pours the rofy wine, 
Uplifts his eyes, and cails‘the Power divine : 
Oh firft, and greatest ! Heaven’s imperial Lord! 
On lofty Ida’s holy hill ador’d ! 
To ftein Achilles now dire my ways, 
And teach him mercy when a father prays. 
If fuch thy will, difpatch from yonder fky 
Thy facred bird, celettial augury ! 
Let the ftrong fovereign of the plumy race 
‘Tower on the right of yon ethesial {pace : 
So fhall thy fugpliant, ftrengthen’d from above, 
Fearlefs puriue the journey mark’d by Jove. 
Jove heard his prayer, and from the throne on 
Difpatch’d his bird, celeftial augury ! {high 
The fwift-wing’d chaccr of the feather’d game, 
And known to Gods by Percnos’ lofty name. 
Wide as appears fome palace-gate dilplay’d, 
So broad, his pintons ftretch’d their ample thade, 
As ftooping dexter with refounding wings 
Th’ impefial bird defcends in airy rings. 
A dawn of joy in every face appears ; 
fle mourning matron dries her timorous tears ; 
Swift on his car th’ impatient monarch fprung ; ' 
The byazen portal in his paflage rung. 
The mules preceding draw the loaded wain, 
Charg’d with the gifts: Idzus holds the rein : 
The king himfelf his gentle fteeds controls, 
And through furrounding friends the chariot rolls, 
On his flow wheels the following people wait, 
Mourn at each ftep, and give him up to Fate ; 
With hands uplifted, eye him as he paft, 
And gaz’d upon him as they gaz'd their lait. 
Wow forward fares the father on his way, 
Through the lone fields, and back to Ilion they. 
Great Jove beheld him as he croft the plain, 
And felt the woes of miferable man. 
Then thus to Hermes: Thou whofe conftant cares 
Still fuccour mortals, and attend their prayers ; 
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Behold an object to thy charge confign’ds - | 
If ever pity touch'd thee for mecking: : 
Go, guard the fire ; th’ obferving foe prevent, 
And fafe conduct him to Achilles’ tent. 

The God obeys, his golden pinions binds, 

And mounts incumbent on the wings of winds, 
That high, through fields of air, his flight fuftain, 
O’er the wide earth, and o’er the boundlefs main: 
Then gra{ps the wand that caufes fleep to fly, 
Or in foft flumbers feals the wakeful eye ; 
Thus arm’d, {wift Hermes fteers his airy way, 
And ftoops on Hellefpont’s refounding fea. 

A beauteous youth, majettic and divine, 

He feem’d ; fair offspring of fome princely line! 
Now twilight-veil’d the glaring face of day, 
And clad the dufky fields in fober gray ; 

What time the herald and the hoary king 
(Their chariots topping at the filver fpring, 
That circling Hus’ ancient marble flows) 
Allow'd their mules and fteeds a fhort se ne 
Through the dim fhade the herald firft eipies 

A man’s approach, and thus to Priam cries : 

I mark fome foe’s advanee : O king ! beware ; 
This hard adventure claims thy utmoft care : 
For, much I fear, deftruction hovers nigh : 

Our ftate afks counfel. Is it beft to fly ? 

Or, old and helplefs, at his feet to fall, 

(Two wretched fuppliants) and for mercy call? 

Th’ afflicted monarch fhiver’d with detfpair ; 
Pale grew his face, and upright ftood his hair ; 
Sunk was his heart; his colour went and came ; 
A fudden trembling fhook his aged frame: 

When Hermes, greeting, touch’d his royal hand, 
And Bengly thus accofts with kind demand : 

Say whither, father ! when each mortal fight 

Is feal’d in flecp, thou wander’ft through the 
night ? 

Why case thy mules and fleeds the plains along, 

Through Grecian foes, fo numerous and fo ftrong ? 

What couid’ft thou hope, fhould thefe thy treafurcs 
view ; 

Thefe, who with endlefs hate thy race purfue ? 

or what detence, alas! could’ thou provide ; 

Thyfelf not young, a weak old man thy guide ? 

Yet fuffer not thy foul to fink with dread: 

From me no harm fhall touch thy reverend head ; 

From Greece I'll guard thee too; for in thote 
lines 

The living image of my father fhines. 

‘Thy words, that fpeak benevolence of mind, 
Are true, my fon! (the godlihc fire rejoin’d) 
Great are my hazards ; but the Gods furvey 
My fteps, and fend thee, guardian of my way. 
Hail, and be bleft ! for fcarce of mortal kind 
Appear thy form, thy feature, and thy mind. 

Nor true are all thy words, nor crring wide 
(The facred meffenger of Heaven reply’d) ; 

But fay, convey’ft thou through the lonely plain 

What yet moft precious of thy ftore remains, 

To lodge in fafety with fome friendly hand : 

Prepar’d, perchance, to leave thy native lend! 

Or fly’ thou now ?---What hopes can Troy re- 

tain; ; 

Thy matchlefs fon, her guard and glory, flain ? 

The king, alarm’d: Say what, and whence 
thou art, ; 
Who fearch the forrows of a patent's heart, 
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Anil know fo well how godlike He¢tor dy’d ? 
Thus Priam {poke ; and Hermes thus reply’d: 

You tempt me, father, and with pity touch: 
On this tad fubject you enquire too much. 

Oft have thefe eyes that godlike Hector view’d 
In glorious fight, with Grecian blood embrued : 
I faw him when, like Jove, his flames he toft 
On thoufand fhips, and wither’d half an hoft : 

I faw, but help’d not: {tern Achilles’ ire 
Forbade affiftance, and enjoy'd the fire. 

Fér him I ferve, of Myrmidonian race ; 

Oue thip convey’d us from our native place ; 
Polyctor is my fire, an honour’d name, 

Old like thyfelf, amd not unknown to fame: 

Of feven his fons, by whom the lot was caft 

To ferve our piince, it fell on me, the lat. 

To watch this quarter my adventure falls: 

For with the morn the Greeks attack your walls : 
Sleeplets they fit, impatient to engage, 

And f{carce their rulers check their martial rage. 

If then thou art of ftern Pelides’ train 
(The mournful monarch thus rejoin’d again) 
Ah, tell me truly, where, ch ! where are laid 
My fon’s dear relicks?"what befalls hith dead ? 
Have dogs difmember'd (on the naked plains) 
Or yet unmangled reft his cold remains? 

O favour’d of the Skies! thus antwer’d then 
The Power that mediates between Gods and men) 
Nor dogs nor vultures have thy Hector rent, 
But whole he lies, neglected in the tent ; 

This the twelfth evening fince he refted there, 

Untouch’d by worms, untainted by the air. 

Still as Aurora’s ruddy beaim is {pread, 

Round his friend’s tomb Achilles drags the dead : 

Yet undisfigur’d, or in limb or face, 

All freth he lies, with every living grace, 

Majefticalin death! No ftains are found 

O'er all the corpfe, and clos’d is every wound ; 

Though many a wound they gave. Some hea- 
venly care, 

Some hand divine, preferves him cver fair: 

Or all the hoft of heaven, to whom he led 

A life fo grateful, ftill regaid him dead. 

Thus {poke to Priam the celeftial guide | 

And joyful thus the royal fire reply’d: 

Bleft is the man who pays the Gods above 

The confPant tiibute of refpedct and love ; 

Thofe who inhabit the Olympian bower 

My fon forgot not, in exaited power ; 

And Heaven, that every virtue bears in mind, 
Ev’n to the afhes of the juft, is Kind. 

But thou, oh generous youth ! tlus goblet take, 
A pledge of gratitude, for Hector’s fake ; 

And, while the favouring Gods our fteps furvey, 
Safe to Pelides’ tent conduct my way. ° 

To whom the latent God: O King forbear 
To tempt my youth, for apt 1s youth to err: 
But can I, abfent from my prince’s fight, 

Take gifts in fecret, that muft fhun the light ? 
at from our mafter’s intercit thus We draw, 
Is but a licens’d theft that {capes the law. 
Refpecting him, my-foul abjures th’ offence ; 
And, as the crime, I dread the confequence. 
Thee, far as Argos, pléas'd I could convey ; 
Guard of thy hf, and partner of thy way: 
On thee attend, ihy fafety to maintain, 
O’er pathlefs forefts, or the roaring main. - 
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He {aid, then took the chariot at the bound,. 
And fnatch’d the reins, and whirl’d the lath 
around ! 
Before th’ infpiring God, that urg’d them on, 
The courfers fly, with fpirit not their own. 
And now they reach’d the naval walls, and found 
The guards repafting, while the bowls g6 round : 
On thefe the virtue of his wand he tries, 
And pours deep fluniber on their watchful eyes: 
Then heav’d the maffy gates, remov'd the bars, 
And o’er the trenches led the rolling cars. 
Unfeen, through all the hoftile camp they went, 
And now approach’d Pelides’ lofty tent. 
Of fir the roof was rais’d, and cover’d o’er 
With reeds collected from the marfhy fhore ; 
And, fenc’d with palifades, a hall of ftate, 
(The work of foldiers) where the hero fate. 
Large was the door, whole well-compadctéd 
ftrength 
A folid pine-tree barr’d, of wondrous length ; 
Scarce three ftrong Greeks could lift its mighty 
‘But great Achilles fingly clos’d the gate. [weight, 
This Hermes (fuch the power of Gods !) fet wide; 
Then fwift alighted the celeftial guide, 
And thus reveal’d---Hear, prince ! and underftand 
Thou ow’ft thy guidance to no mortal hand : 
Hermes I am, defcended from above, 
The King of arts, the iia a of Jove. 
Farewell: to fhun Achilles’ fight I ily ; 
Uncommon are fich favours of the Sky, t 
Nér ftand confeft to frail mortality. 
Now fearlefs enter, and prefer thy prayers ; 
Adjure him by his father’s filver hairs, 
His fon, his mother! urge him to beflow 
Whatever pity that ftegn heart can know, 
*Thus having faid, he vanifli’d from his eyes, 
And in a moment fhot into the flues : 
The king, confirm’d from heaven, alighted there, 
And left his aged herald on the car. 
With folemn pace through various rooms he went, 
And found Achilles in his inner tent: 
There fate the hero; Alcimus the brave, 
And great Automedon, attendance gave : 
Thete {erv'd his perfon at the royal feail : 
Around, at awful diftance, ftood the retft. 
Unfeen by thefe, the king his entry made ; 
And, proftrate now before Achilles laid, 
Sudden (a venerable fight) appears; 
Embrac’d his knees, and bath’d his hands in tears ; 
Thofe direful hands his kilfes prefs’d, embrued 
Ev’n with the belt, the deareft of his bload ' 
As when a wretch (who, confcious of his crime, 
Purfued for murder, flies his native elime) 
Juft gains {ome frontier, breathlefs, pale, ama’d ! 
All gaze, all wonder: thus Achilles gaz’d: 
Thus ftood th’ attendants ftupid with {urprife ; 
All mute, yet feem’d to queftion with their eyes; 
Each look’d on other, none the filence broke, 
Till thus at laft the kingly fuppliant {poke = 
Ah think, thou favour’d of the Powers divine iM 
Think of thy father’s age, and pity mine ! 
In me, that father’s reverend umage trace, 
Thofe filver hairs, that venerable fgce ; 
Fis trembting limbs, his helplefs perion, fee | 
In all my equal, but in mifery ! 
Yet now, perhaps, fome tu:n of human fate 


Expels him helplefs from his peaceful ttate ; 
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Think, from fome powerful fue thou fee'ft him fly, 
And beg protection with a fechle cry. 
Yer ftill one comfort in his foul may rife ; 
He hears his fon {till lives to glad his cyes; 
And, hearing, itill may hope a better day 
May fend him thee, to chafe that foe away. 
No comtort to my griefs, no hopes, remain : 
The beft, the bravett, of my fons are flain 
Yet what a race! ere Greece to Ilion came, 
The pledge of many a lov’d and loving dame ! 
Nineteeen one mother bore-~Dead, all are dead ! 
How oft, alas! has wretched Priam bled ! 
Stul one was left, their lofs to recompenfe : 
His fathei’s hope, his country’s laft defence. 
Him too thy rage has flain! beneath thy feel, 
Unhappy, in his country’s caufe he fell ! 
For him, through hoitile camps I bend my way, 
For hin, thus proftrate at thy feet I lay ; 
Large gifts proportion’d to thy wrath I bear ; 
O hear the wietched, and the Gods revere ! 
Thiuk of thy father, and this face behold ! 
See him in me, as helplets and as ald ! 
Though not fo wretched : there he yields to me, 
The firit of men in jovereign mifery ! 
‘Thus forc’d tu kneel, thus groveling to embrace 
The fcourge and ruin of my realm and race: 
Suppliant my childrens’ murderer to implore, 
And kifs thofe hands yet reching with their gore! 
Thefe words foft pity in the chef infpire, 
Touch’d with the dear remembrance of his fire. 
‘Then with his hand (as proftrate ftill he lay) « 
The old man’s cheek he gently turn’d away. 
Now each by tums indulg’d the guth of woe 3’ 
And now the mingled tides together flow : 
This low on earth, that gently bending o’er, 
A father one, and one a fon, deplore : « 
Bat great Achilles diftcrent paffions rend, 
And now hi fire he mourns, and now lus friend, 
Th’ infectious fuftnefs through the heroes re: 
One univerfal folemn fhower began ; 
They bore as heroes, but they felt as man. 
Satiate at length with unavailing woes, 
From the high throne divine Achilles 1ofe ; 
The reverend monaich by the hand Le rais’d; 
On bis white beard and form majeltic gaz’d, 
Not unrelenting : then ferene began 
With words to ivothe the miferable man: 
Alas! what weight of anguifh haft thou known 
Unhappy prince! thus guardlefs aid alone 
‘Lo pats through foes, and thus undaunted face 
The man whofe fury has deftroy’d thy race! 
Heaven fure has arm’d the with a heart of fteel, 
A. ftrength proportion’ to the woes you feel. 
Rife then: let reafon mitigate our care: 
To thourn, avails not: man is born to bear. 
Such is, alas! the Gods’ fevere decree : 
They, only they, are bleft, and only free. 
Two urns iO bd high throne have ever ftood, 
The fource of evil one, and one of good ; 
From thence the eup of mortal man he fills, 
Bicflings to thefe, to thofe diftributes ills ; 
To mott, he mingles both: the wretch decreed 
To tafte the bad, unmix’d, is curft indeed ; 
Purfued by wrongs, by meagre famine driven, 
He wanders, outcaft both of earth and heaven. 
The happieft, tafte not happinefs fincerc ; 
Bur find the cosdial draught is dath’d with care. 


Who more than Peleus fhone in wealth and power! 
What ttars concurring bleft his natal hour ! 
A realm, a Goddels to his wifhes given ; 
Grac’d by the Gods with all the gifts of Heaven. 
One evil, yet, o’ertakes his lateft day: 
No race fucceding to imperial fway ; 
Anonly fon; and he (alas !) ordain'd 
To fall untimely in a foreign land. 
See him, in Tioy, the pious care decline 
Of his weak age, to live the curfe of thine ! 
Thou tuo, old man, baft happier days beheld: « 
In riches once, in childien once excell’d ; 
Extended Phiygia own’d thy ample reign, 
And all fair Lefbos’ blifsful feags contain, t 
And alf wide Hellefpont’s unmeafur’d main. 
But fince the God his hand has pleas’d to turn, 
And fill thy meafure from his bitter urn, 
What fees the fun, but haplefs heroes’ falls ? 
War and the blood of men furround thy walls! 
What mutt be, muft be. Bear thy lot, nor thed 
Thete unavailing fofrows o’er the dead ; 
Thou canft not call him ftom the Stygian fhore, 
But thou, alas! may*ft live, to fuffer more ! 

To wham the king: Oh, favour'’d of the Skies ! 
Here let me grow toearth! fince Hector lies ‘ 


On the bare beach depriv’d of obfequies. 
Oh, give me Hector { to my eyes reftore 
His corpfe, and take the gitts: I afk no more. 
Thou, as thou may’f, thefe boundlefs ftores enjoy; 
Safe may’ thou fail, and turn thy wrath from 
So fhall thy pity and forbearance give [Troy ; 
A weak old man to fee the light and live! 

Move me no more! (Achilles thus replies, 
While kindling anger fpaikled in his eyes) ; 
Nor feek@y tears my fteady foul to bend ; 
To yield the Hector, I myfelf intend : 
For know, from Jove my Goddefs-mother came 
(Old Ocea x's daughter, filver-footed dame) ; 
Nor com’ thou but by Heaven: nor com’ alone, 
Some God impels with courage not thy own: 
No human hand the weighty gates unbarr’d, 
Nor could rhe boldeft of our youth have dar’d t 
To pafs our out-works, or elude the guard. 
Ceate ; Ici, nezlectful of high Jove’s command, 
I fhow thee, king! thou tread’f on hoftile land 3 
Releafe my knees, thy fuppliant arts give o’er, 
And fhake the purpofe of my {oul no more. 

The fire obey’d him, trembling and o’er-aw’d. 
Achilles, like a lon, rufh’d abroad ; 
Automedon and Alcimus attend 
(Wliom moft he honour’d fince he loft his friend) 3 
‘Thefe to unyoke the mules and horfes went, 
Aid led the hoary herald to the tent; 
Neat heap’d on high the numcrous prefents bear 
(Great Hector’s ranfom) from the polith’d car. 
Two {plendid mantles, and a cafpet fpread, 
They leave, to cover and inwrap the dead. 
Then call the handmaids, with affiftant toil 
To wath the body and anoint with oil, 
Apart from Priam ; left th' unhappy fire, 
Provok’d to paffion, once more fouls toiré 
The ftern Pelides; and nor facred age, {rage, 
Nor Jove’s command, fhould check the rifing 
This dene, the garments o’er the cofpfe they 
Achilles lifts it to the fumeral bed : {{pread ; 
"Khen, while the body on the car they laid, 
He groans, and calls on lov'd Patrocius’ frade ; 
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Wf, in that gloom which never light muft know, 
The deeds of mortals touch the ghofts below : 
O friend ! fofgive me, that I thus fulfil 
(Reftoring Hector) Heaven's unquettion’d will. 
The gifts the father gave, be ever thine, 

To grace thy manes, and adorn thy fhrine. 

He faid, and, entering, took his feat of ftate, 
Where full before him reverend Priam gate : 

To whom, compos’d, the godlike chief Begun— 

Lo! to thy prayer reftor’d, thy breathlefs fon ; 

Extended on the funeral couch he lies ; 

And, foon as morning paints the eaftern fkies, t 

The fight is granted to thy longing eyes. 

But now the peace§:l hours of facred night 

Demand refection, and to ref invite : 

Nor thou, O father! thus confum'd with woe, 

The common cares that nourith life forego. 

Not thus did Niobe, of form divine, 

A parent once, whofe forrows equall’d thine : 

Six youthful fons, as many blooming maids, 

In one fad day beheld the Stygian fhades ; 

Thefe by Apollo’s filver bow were flain, 

Thofe Cynthia’s arrows ftretch’d upon the plain: 

So was her pride chaftis’d by wrath divme, 

Who match’d her own with bright Latona’s 
line ; 

But two the Goddefs, twelve the queen enjoy’d: 

Thofe hoafted twelve th’ avenging two deftroy’d. 

Steep’d in their blood, and in the duft out{pread, 

Nine days, neglected, lay expos’d the dead ; 

None by to weep them, to inhume them none 

(For Jove had turn’d the nation all to ftone) : 

‘The Gods themfelves at length, relenting, gave 

Th’ unhappy race the honours of a grave. 

Herfelf a rock (for fuch was Heaven’s hifh will) 

Through deferts wild now pours a weeping rill; 

Where round the bed whence Acheloiis {prings, 

The watery Fairies dance in mazy rings, 

There high on Sipylus’s thaggy brow, 

She ftands, her own fad monument of woe; t 

The rock for ever lafts, the tears for ever flow. 

Such griefs, O king! have other parents known: 
Remember theirs, and mitigate thy own. 

The care of Heaven thy Hector has appear’d, 
Nor thall he lie unwept and uninterr’d ; 

Soon may thy aged cheeks in tears be drown’d, 
And all the eyes of Ilion ftream around. 

He (aid, and, rifling, chofe the victiin ewe 
With filver fleece, which his attendants flew. 
The limbs they fever from the reeking hide, 
With fkill prepare them, and in parts divide : 
Each on the coals the feparate morfels lays, 

And, hafty, fnatches from the rifing blaze. 

With bread the glittering canifters they load, 
Which round the beard Automedon bettow'd : 
The chief himfelf to each his portion plac’d, 

And each indulging fhar’d in {weet repatt. 

When now the rage of hunget was reprett, 

The wondering hero eyes his royal gueft : 

No lefs the royal gueft the hero eyes, 

His godlike afpeét and majettic fize ; 

Here youthful grace and noble fire engage ; 

And there, the mild benevolence of age. 

Thus gazing long, the filence neither broke, 

(A folemn {cene !) at tength the father {poke : 
Permit me now, belov'd of Jove! to fteep 
My careful templet in the dew of feep: 


For, fince the'day that number'd with the dead - 
My haplefs fon, the duft has been my bed; 

Soft fleep a ftranger to my weeping eyes; 

My only food my forrows and my fighs! 

Till now, encourag’d by the grace you give, 

1 thare thy banquet, and confent to live. 

With that, Achilles bade prepare the bed, 
With purple foft, and fhaggy carpets {pread ; 
Forth, by the flaming lights, they bend their way’, 
And place the couches, and the coverings lay. 
Then he: Now, father, fleep, but fleep not heres 
Confult thy fafety, and forgive my fear ; 

Leit any Argive (at this hour awake, 

To afk our counfel, or our orders take) 
Approaching fudden to our open’d tent, 
Perchance behold thee, and our grace prevent. 
Should fuch report thy honour’d perfon here, 
The king of men the ranfom might defer ; 

But fay with {peed, if aught of thy defire 
Remains unafk’d ; what time the rites require 
To inter thy Hector? For, fo long we ftay 
Our flaughtering arm, and bid the hofts obey. 

If then thy will permit (the monarch faid) 
To finith all due honours to the dead, 

This, of thy grace accord; to thee are knowa 

The fears of Ilion clos’d within her town; 

And at what diftance from our walls afpire 

The hills of Ide, and foretts for the fire. 

Nine days to vent our forrows I requett, 

The tenth fhall fee the funeral and the feaft ; 

The next, to raife his monument be given ; 

The iver we war, if war be doom’d by Hea« 
ven 

This thy requeft (reply’d the chief) enjoy ; 
Till then, ow arms fufpend the fall of Troy. 

When gave his hand at parting, to prevent 
The old man’s fears, and turn’d within the tent: 

Where fair Brifeis, bright in blooming charms, 
Expetts her hero with defirin arms. 

But in the porch the king and herald reft, 

Sad dreams of care yet wandering in their brea, 
Now Gods and men the gifts of fleep partake; 
Induftripus Hermes only was awake, 

‘The king’s return revolving in his mind, 

To pafs the ramparts, and the watch to blind. 
The Power defcending hover'd o’er his head : 
And fleep’ft thou, father! (thus the vifion faid} 
Now doft thou fleep, when Hector is reftor'd 3 
Nor fear the Grecian foes, or Grecian lord ? 
Thy prefence here fhould ftern Atrides fee, 

Thy full-turviving fons may fue for thee, 

May offer all thy trealures yet contain, 

To [pare thy age, and offer all in vain. 

Wak’d with the word, the trembling fire arofe, 
And rais’d his friend: the God before him goes; 
He joins the mules, directs them with his hand, 
And moves in filence through the hoitile land. 
When now to Xanthus’ yellow ftream they drove 
(Xanthus, immortal progeny of Jove) 

The winged Deity forfook their view, 

And in a moment to Qlympus flew. 

Now fhed Aurora round her fafiron ray, (day: 
Sprung through the gate of light, and gave the 
Charg’d with their mournful load, to Ilion go 
The tage and king, majeftically flow. 

Caflandra firft beholds, from Ilion’s {pire, 

The fad proceffion of her hoary fire ; 
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Then, 2s the penfive pomp advanc’d more near 
(Her breathlefs brother ftretch’d upon the bier) 
A (hower of tears o’erflows her beauteous eyes, 
Alarming thus all Lion with her cries: 

Turn here your fteps, and here your eyes em- 


pioy, | 
Ye wretched dayghters, and ye fons of Troy ! 
If e’er ye ruth’d in crowds, with vaft delight, 
To hail your hero glorious from the fight, 
Now meet him dead, and let your forrows flow ! 
Your common triumph, and your common woe, 

In thronging crowds they ilue to the plains ; 

Nor man, nor woman, in the walls remains : 

In every face the felf-fame grief is flown ; 

And Troy fends forth one univerfal groan. 

At Scxan’s gates they meet the mourning wain, 
Hang on the wheels, and grovel round the flain. 
The wife and mother, frantic with defpair, 
Kifs his pale cheek, and rend their fcatter’d hair: 
Thus wildly wailing at the gates they lay ; 

And there had figh'd and for:ow’d out the day : 
But godlike Pras from the chariot rofe; 
Forbear (he cry’d) this violence of woes, 

Firft to the palace let the car proceed, 

Then pour your boundlefs furrows o'er the dead. 

"The waves of people at his word divide, 

Slow rolls the chariot through the following tide; 
Ev’n to the palace the fad pomp they wait; 
They weep, aid place him on the bed of ftate. 

A melancholy choir attend around, : 
With plaintive figs, and mufic’s folemn found : 
Alternately they fing, alternate flow 

Th’ obedient tears, melodious in their woe. 
While deeper forrows groan from each full heart, 
And nature {peaks at every paute of art, 

Firft to the corpfe the weeping confort flew’: 
Around his neck Ler milk-white arms fhe threw, 
And, oh, my Hector! oh, my lord! the crics, 
Snatch'd in my bloom fiom thefe defiring eyes! 
Thou to the difmal realms for ever gone ! 

Ani I abanden’d, defolate, alone ! 

An only fon, once conifort of cur pains, 

Sad product now of hay lefs love, remains! 

Never to manly aye that fun fhail rife, 

Or with encreafing graces glad my eves; 

Yor Ilion now (her great defender flain) 

Shall fink a {moking ruin on the plain. 

‘Who now protects her wives with guardian care? 
Who faves her infants fiom the rage of war? 
New hoftile fleets muft waft thofe infants o’er 
(Thole wives mut wait them) to a foreign fhore ! 
Thou too, my fon! to barbarous climes thalt go, 
The fad companions of thy msther’s woe : 
Driven hence a flave before the viclor’s {word ; 
Condemn’d to toil tor fome inhuman lord : 

Or elfe fome Greek, whofe father preft the plain, 
Or fon, or brother, by great Hector flain; 

In Hecto1’s blood his vengeance thall enjoy, 

And hurl thee headlong frum the towers of ‘Troy. 
For thy ftern father never {par’d a foe: 

Thence all thefe tears, and all this fcene of woe ! 
‘Thence many evils his fad parents bore, 

fis parents many, but his confort more, 

Why gav’ft thou not to me thy dying Rand? 
‘And why receiv’d not I thy laft command ? 
Some word thou would’ft have fpoke, which, fadly 
My foul might keep, or utter with a tear; [dcar, 
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Which never, never, could be loft in air, 
Fix'd in my heart, and oft repeated there ! - 
Thus to her weeping maids fhe makes her 
moan: 
Her weeping handmaids echo groan for groan. 
The mournful mother next {uftains her part: 
Oh thou, the beft, the deareft to my heart ! 
Of all nda thou moft by Heaven approv’d, 
And by th’ Immortals ev’n in death belov’d ! 
While all aty other fons in barbarous bands 
Achilles bound, and fold to foreign lands, ‘ 
This felt no chains, but went a glorious gheft, 
Free and a hero, to the Stygian coaft. 
Sentenc’d, "tis true, by his inKuman doom, 
Thy noble corpfe was dragg’d around the tomb: 
(The tomb of him thy warhke arm had flain) ; 
Ungenerous infult, impotent and vain! 
Yet glow’ft thou freth with every living grace ; 
No mark of pain, or violence of face ; 
Rofy and fair, as Phoebus’ filver bow 
Difmifs’d thee gently to the fhades below ! 
Thus {poke the dame, and melted into tears. 
Sad Helen next, in pomp of grief, appears: 
Faft fionf the fhining fluices of her eyes 
Fall the round cryftal drops, while thus fhe cries’: 
Ah, deareft friend! in whom the God’s had 
join’d 
The mildeft manners with the braveft mind ; 
Now twice ten years (unhappy years!) are o’er 
Since Paris brought me to the Trojan fhore ; 
(O had I perifi’d ere that form divine 
Seduc’d this foft, this eafy heart of mine !) 
Yet was it ne’er my fate, from thee to find 
A deed yngentle, or a word unkind : 
When others curft the authorefs of their woe, 
Vhy pity eheck'd my forrows in their flow: 
It fome proud brother ey’d me with difdain, 7 
Or fcornful fitter with her {weeping train ; 
‘Thy gentle accents foften’d all my pain. 5S 
For thee I mourn; and mourn myfelf in thee, 
Phe wretched fource of all this mifery ! 
The fate I caus’d, for ever I bemoan ; 
Sad Helen has no friend, now thou art gone ! 
Through Troy’s wide ftreets abandon’d hall I 
roam ! 
In Troy deferted, as abhorr’d at home ! 
So fpoke the fair, with forrow-ftreaming eye : 
Diftrefsful beauty melts cach ftander-hy ; 
On all around th’ intectious forrow grows ; 
But Priam check’d the torrent as it rofe:--- 
Perform, ye Trojans! what the rites require, 
And fell the forefis for a funeral pyre; 
Twelve days, nor focs nor fcecret ambuth dread ; 
Ashilles grants thefe honours to the dead. 
He {poke ; and, at his word, the Trojan train 
Their mules and oxen harnefs to the waia, 
Pour through the gates, and, fell’d from Ida’s 
crown, 
Roll back the gather’d forefts to the town, 
Thefe toils continue nine fucceeding days, 
And high in air a fylvan ftructare raife ; 
But when the tenth fair morn began to thine, 
Forth to the pile was borne the man divine, 
And plac'd aloft : while all, with ftreaming eyes, 
Beheld the flames and rolling fmokes arife. : 
Soon as Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 
With rofy luftre ftreak'd the dewy lawn, ° -” 
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Again the mournful crowds furround the pyre, 
And quench with wine the yet-remaining fire. 
The {nowy bones his friends and brothers place 
(With tears colleéted) in a golden vafe ; 

The golden vafe in purple palls they roll’d, 
Of foftet texture, and inwrought with gold. 
Laft o’er the urn the facred earth they {pread, 
And rais’d the tomb, memorial of the dead 
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(Strong guards and fpies, till all the rites were: 
Watch’d from the rifing to the fetting fun), [done 
All Troy then moves to Priam’s court again, 

A folemn, filent, melancholy train ; 

Affembled there, from pious toil they reft, ~ ' 
And fadly fhar’d the laft {epulchral feaft. 

Such honours Ilion to her here paid, 

And peaceful flept the mighty Hedter’s thade. 


CONCLUSION OF THE NOTES. 


We have now paffed through the Iliad, and 
feen the anger of Achilles, and the terrible ef- 
fects of it, at anend: as that only was the fub- 
ject of the poem, and the nature of epic poetry 
would not permit our author to proceed to the 
event of the war, it may, perhaps, be agceptable 
to the common reader, to give a fhort account of 
what happened to Troy and the chief actors in 
this poem, after the conclufion of it. 

I need not mention that Troy was taken foon 
after the death of Hector, by the ftratagem of 
the wooden horfe; the particulars of which are 
defcribed by Virgil in the fecond book of the 
fEneis. 

Achilles feil before Troy, by the hand of Paris, 
hy the fhet of an arrow in his heel, as Hector 
had prophefied at bis death, Book xxii. 

The unfortunate Priam was killed by Pyrrhus, 
the fon of Achilles. 

Ajax, after the death of Achilles, had a con- 
teft with Ulyffes for the armour of Vulcan; but, 
being defeated in his aim, he flew himfelf through 
indignation. 

Helen, after the death of Paris, married Dei- 
phobus, his brother; and, at the taking of Troy, 
betrayed him, in onder to reconcile herfelf to Me- 
nelaiis, her.firft hufband, who received her again 
into favour. 

os aur preg at his return, was barbaroufly 
murdered hy Atgyftus, at the inftigation of Cly- 
temneftra, his wife, who, in his abfence, had dif- 
honoured his bed with A°gyftus, 

Diomed, after the fall of Troy, was expelled 
his own country, and fearce efcaped with life 
from his adulterous wife Adgiale; but at laft was 
received by Daunus in Apulia, and fhared his 
kingdom. It is uncertain how he died. 

Neftor lived in peace, with his children, in Py- 
les, his native country. 

Ulyffes alfo, after innumerable troubles by fea 
and land, at lait returned in fafety to Ithaca, 
which is the fubject of Homer’s Odyffeys. 

I muft end thefe remarks by difcharging my 
duty to two of my friends, which is the more an 
indifpenfable piece of juftice, as the one of them 
1s fince dead; the merit of their kindnefs to me 


will appear infinitely the greater, as the tafk 
they undertook was, in its own nature, ef much 
more labour, than either pleafure or reputation. 
Fhe larger part of the extracts from Euftathius, 
together with feveral excellent obfervation:, were 
fent me by Mr. Broome: and the whole eflay 
upon Homer was written, upon fuch memoirs a¢ 
I had collected, by the late Dr. Parneil, arch- 
deacon of Clogher in Ireland: low very much 
that gentleman’s friendship prevail.d over his gee 
nius, in detaining a writer of his {pirit in the 
drudgery of removing the rubbith of paft pedants, 
wild foon appear to the world, when they fhall 
fee thofe beautiful pieces of poetry, the publica. 
tion of which he left to my charge, almoft with 
his dying breath. 

For what remains, I beg to be excufed from 
the ceremonies of taking leave at the end of my 
work; and from embarrafling myielf, or others, 
with any defences or apologies about it. But, 
inftead of endeavouring to raife a vain monu- 
ment to myfelf, of the merits or difficulties of it, 
(which muft be left to the world, to truth, and 
to pofterity) let me leave behind me a memorial 
of my friendthip, with one of the moft valuable 
men, as well as fineft writers, of my age and 
country: one who has tricd, and knows by his 
own experience, how hard an undertaking it is 
to do juftice to Homer: and one, who (I am 
fure) fincetely rejoices with me at the period of 
my labours. To him, therefore, having brought 
this long work to a conclufion, I defire to dedi- 
cate it; and to have the honour and fatisfaction 
of placing together, in this manner, the names 
of Mr. CONGREVE, and of . 
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A GENERAL VIEW OF THE EPIC POEM; 


AND OF 


THE ILIAD AND ODYSSEY: 


EXTRACTED FROM BOSSU. o 


SECT. I. 
OF THE NATURE OF EPIC POETRY. 


Tus fables of poets were originally employed in 
reprefenting the Divine Nature, according to the 
notion then conceived of it. This fublime fubject 
occafioned the firft ports to be called Divines, and 
Poetry the Language of the Gods. They divided 
the Divine Attributes into fo many perfons; hbe- 
caufe the infirmity of a human mind cannot fuffi- 
ciently conceive, or explain, fo much powereand 
action in a fimplicity fo great and indivifible as 
that of God. And, perhap§, they were alto jea- 
lous of the advantages they reaped from fuch ex- 
cellent and exalted learning, and of which they 
al the vulgar part of mankind was mot 
worthy. 

They could not defcribe the operations of this 
Almighty Caufe, without fpeaking at the fame 
time of its effets: fo that to Divinity, they add- 
ed Phyfiology ; and treated of both, without quit- 
ting the umbrages of their allegorical exprefiions. 

Bat man being the chief and the moft noble of 
all that God produced, and nothing being fo pro- 

, or more ufetul to poets than this fubject ; 
they added it to the former, and treated of the 
doctrine of morality after the fame manner as 
they did that of divinity and philofophy ; and 
from morality thus treated, is formed that kind 
of poem and fable which we call kpic. 

The poets did the fame in morality, that the 
divines had done in divinity. But that infinite 
variety of the actions and operations of the divine 
nature, (to which our underftanding bears fo {mall 
a proportion) did, as it were, force them upon 
dividing the Single idea of the Only One God in- 
to feveral perfons, under the different names of 
Jupiter, Juno, Neptune, and the reff. 

And, on the other hand, the nature of moral 
philofophy being fuch, as never to treat of things 
in particular, but in general; the epic poets 
were obliged to unite in one fingle idea, in ope 
and the fame perfon, andin an attion which ap- 
peared fingular, all that looked like i, in different 
perfons and in various actions; which might be 
thus contained as fo many tpecies under their 
gen. 


The prefence of the Deity, and the care fuch 
an auguft caufe is to be fuppofed to take about 
any action, obliges the poet to repretent this ac- 
tion as gecat, important, and managed by kings 
and princes. It obliges him likewife, to think 
and {peak in an elevated way above the vulgar, 
and ina ftyle that may in fome fort keep up the 
character of the divine peifons he introduces. ‘To 
this end ferve the poctical and figurative eapre{- 
flan, and the majefty of the heroic vere. 

But all this, being divine and furprifing, may 
quite ruin all probability; therefore the poct 
{lrould take a particular care as to that point, fince 
his chief aim is to inftruct, and without piobabi- 
lity any Gdtion is lefs likely to perfuade. 

Laftly, fince precepts ought to be concife, to be 
the more cafily conceived, and lefs opprefs the me- 
mory; ard fince nothing can be more effectual 
to this end than piopoting one fingle idea, ant 
collecting all things fo well together, as to be 
prefent to our minds all at once; therefore the 
poets have reduced all to one fingle action, under 
one and the fame defign,. and in a body whoié 
members and pasts fhould be homogeneous. . 

What we have obferved of the nature of the 
Epic Poem, gives us a juft idea of it, and we may 
define it thus: 

“* The Epic Poem is a difcourfe invented by 
“ art, to form the manners, by fuch inftructions 
* as are difguited under the allegones of fome ong 
** important action, which is related in verfe, afte 
* apfobable, diveiting, and furprifing mannei.”” 


SECT. IL 


THE FAQLE OF THE ILIAD. 


In every defign which a man deliberately under- 
takes, the end he propofes is the firft thing in his 
mind, and that by which he governs the wholé 
work, and all its parts: thus, fince the end of the 
Epic Poem is to regulate the matners, it is with 
this firft view the poet ought to begin. 

Bat there is a great difference between the phi- 
lofophical .and the pvetical dodltine of Mapners. 
The fchoolmen content themfelves with treating 
of virtues and vices in general; the inftructions 
they give ate propct for all Rites of people, and 
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a all ages. But the poet has a nearer regard to 
his own country, and the neceffities of his own ha- 
tion. With this defign he makes choice of fome 
piece of morality, the molt proper and juft he can 
Imagine; and in order to prefs this home, he 
makes lefs ufe of the force of reafoning, than of 
the power of infinuation ; accommodating him- 
Jelf to the particular cuftoms and inclinations of 
thofe who are to be the fubject, or the readers of 
his Work. 

Let us now fee how Homer has acquitted him- 
felf in thefe refpects. 

He faw the Greciens, for whom he defigned his 
Poem, were divided into as many ftates as they 
had capital cities. Each was a body politic apart, 
and had its form of government independent from 
all the reft. And yet thefe diftinct ftates were 
very often obliged to unite together in one body 
againft their common enemies. Thefe were two 
very different forts of government, fuch as could 
not be comprehended in one maxim of morality, 
and in one fiugle poem. : 

The poet, therefore, has made two difting fables 
of them. ‘lhe one is fur Greece in general, unit- 
ed into one bady, but compoted of parts indepen- 
dent on each other; and the other for cach par- 
ticular ftate, confidered as they were in time of 
peace, without the former circumitances and the 
neceflity of being united. 

As for the firft fort of government, in the union, 
or rather in the confederacy of many independent 
fiates; experience has always made it appear, 
*¢ That nothing fo much caules fuccets ay a due 
* fubordination, and a right underftanding among 
* the chief commanders. And onthe other hand, 

the inevitable ruin of fuch confederacies pro- 
*’ ceeds from the heats, jealouties, and ainbition of 
* the different leaders, and the ditcontents of fub- 
mitting to a fingle general.” All forts of ftates, 
and in particular the Grecians, had dearly expe- 
xienced this truth. Sothat the moft uletul an. 
neceilary initru¢tion that could be given them, 
was, to lay hetore their eyes the lofs which both 
the people and the princes mult of neceflity fuffer, 
by the ambition, difcoid, and obftinacy of the lat- 
ter. 

Homer then has taken for the foundation of his 
fable this pieat truth: that a mutunder(tanding 
between princesis the ruin of their own ftates. 
“ [fing (fays he) the anger of Achilles, fo pernt- 
* cous to the Grecians, and the caufe of fo many 
“ heroes deaths, occafioned by the dilcord and te- 
** paration of Agameninon and that prince.” 

But that this truth may be completely and fully 
known, there is need of a lecond to fupport it. 
ir is néceffary in fuch a defign, not only to repre- 
fent the confederate ftates at firft difagreeing a- 
mong themiclves, and trom thence untortunate ; 
but to fhow the fame itates afterwards reconciled 
and ynited, and of confequence victorious, 

Let us now fee how he has joined all thefe in 
one general action. 

“ Several princes independent on one another, 
were united againit a common enemy. ‘rhe 
perfon whom they had elected their general, 
offers an affront to the moft valiant of all the 
wntederates. ‘This cffended prigce is fu far 
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‘© provoked, as to relinquith the union, and obfti. 
“ nately refufe to fight for the common caufe. 
“ This mifunderftanding gives the enemy fuch an 
‘“« advantage, that the allies are very near quitting 
their defign with difhonour. He himfelf who 
made the feparation, is nut exempt from fhar- 
ing the misfortune which he brought upon his 
party. For having peimitted his intimate friend 
to fuccour them in a great neceility, this friend 
is killed by the enemy’s general. Thus the 
contending princes, being both made wifer at 
their own coit, are reconciled, and unite again : 
then this valiant prince not only obtains the 
victory in the public caufe, but revenges his pri- 
vate wrongs, by kiliing with his own hands the 
author of the death of his friend.” 
This is the firft platform of the Poem, and the 
fiction which reduces into one important and uni- 
veifal action all the particulars upon which it 
turns. 

In the next place, it muft be rendered probable 
by the circumitances of times, places, and perfons: 
fome peifons muit be found out, already known 
by hiltory or otherwife, whom we may with pro- 
bability make the actors and perfonages of this 
fable. Homer has made choice of the fiege of 
Troy, and feign’d that this action happened there. 
To a phantom of his brain, whom he would paint 
valiant and choleric, he has given the name of 
Achilles; that of Agamemon to his general; that 
of Hector to the enemy’s commander, and fo to 
the reit. 

Befides, he was obliged to accommodate him- 
felf to the manners, cuftoms, and genius of the 
Grecks his auditors, the better to make them at- 
tend to the inftruction of his poem: and to gain 
their approbation by praifing them; fo that they 
might the better forgive him the reprefentation 
of their own faults in tome of his chief perfonages. 
He admirably difcharges all thcfe duties, by mak- 
ing thefe brave princes and thofe victoripus peo- 
ple all Grecians, and the fatheis of thofe he had a 
mind to commend. 

But not being content, in a work of fuch a 
length, to propofe only the principal point of the 
moral, and te fill up the reft with ufelefs orna- 
ments and foreign incidents, he extends this mo- 
ral by all its neceflary confequences. As for in- 
ftance, in the fubject before us, it is not enough to 
know that a goed underitanding ought always to 
be maintained among confederates: it is likewife 
of equal importance, that, if there happens any 
divifion, care muft be taken to keep it fecret 
trom the enemy, that their ignorance of this ad- 
vantage may prevent their making ufe of it. And 
in the fecond place, when their concord is but 
counterfeit and only in appearance, one fhould 
never prefs the enemy too elofely ; for this would 
difcover the weaknels which we ought to conceal 
from them. 

The epifode of Patroclus, moft admirably fur- 
nifhes us with thefe two inftructions. For when 
he appeared‘in the arms of Achilles, the Trojans, 
who took him for that prince now reconciled and 
united to the confederates, immediately gave 
ground, and quitted the advantages they had be- 
foivover the Greeks, But Patrocluy, = ~ °~ 
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Fave ‘heen contented with this fuccefs, preffes 


upon Hedtor too boldly, and, by obliging him to - 


fight, fodn difcovers that it was not the true 
Achilles who was clad in his armour, but a hero 


of much inferior prowefs. So that Hector kills. 


him, and regains thofe advantages which the 
Trojans bad lofi, on the opinion that Achilles 
was reconciled. 


,S EC T. M1 
THE FASLE aT THE ODYSSEY. 


Tre Odyf\s was not defigned, like the Iliad, for 
the vuftiuclion of all the flates of Greece joined 
in one body, but tor exch ftate in particular. As 
a {tate 1s compoled of uwo parts; the head which 
sommands, and the members which obey; there 
are mftruction, réquilite to botu, to tcach the one 
to govern, und the others to jubunt to government. 

there sre tro virtue, nvclary to oe in 
authority ; prudeme to odcr, and care tu tice 
hi. oraers put anex.cuton. ‘lhe pruden ¢ of a 
politician is nor acquacd but by a long experience 
in all forts ot bufinefs, and by an acquaintance 
with all the ditterent furs uf governtacuts and 
ftates The care of the adinvnthrerion fu fir, not 
him that has the covernment to rely upon orhers, 
but requires lus owa prefeaces and kings, who 
are abfent trom thei fates, are in danges of loling 
them, and give occafion to great dilorders and 
<orfution. 

Thefe two points may be eafily united in one 
and (he faine man. “ A hing, forfakes lus king- 
** doin to vifit the courts of 1. veral princes, where 
** he leains the mannets and cufioms of different 
“‘ nations. From hence there naturally ariies a 
“ vaft number of incidents, of dangers, and of ad- 
“ ventures, very uledul for 2 political inftitution. 
* On the other fide, this abfence gives way to 
** the diforders wich happen in his own kingdom, 
“ and which end net till his return, whofe pre- 
“ ferce only can re-eftablith all things.” Thus 
the abfence of a king has the fame effects in this 
fable, as the divilion of the princes had ingthe 
former. 

The fubjetts have fcarce any need but of one 
general maxim, which is, to fuffer themfelves to 
be governed, and to obey faithfully ; whatever 
reafon they may imagine againft the orders they 
receive. It is eafy to join this inftruction with 
the other, by beftowing on this wife and induf- 
trious prince fuch fubjects, as in his abfence 
would rather follow their own judgment than 
his commands; and by demonttrating the misfor- 
tunes which this difobedience’draws upon them, 
the evil confequences which almoft infallibly at- 
tend thefe particular notions, which are entirely 
different from the general idea of him who ought 
to govern. 

ut us it was neceHary that the princes in the 
dliad thould be-choleric and quarrelfome, fo it is 
neceffary in the fable of the Odyfley that the 
chief perfon thould be fage and prudent. This 
raifes a difficulty in the fdtion ; becaufe this per- 
fon ought to be ablent for the two reaions above 
mentioned, which ate effential to the fable, and 
hich conftitute the principal aim of it: but he 
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| cannot abfent himfelf, without offending again 
' another maxim of equal importance, viz. That a 
king fhould upon no accounts leave his country. 

It is true, there are fometimes fuch neceflities 
as fufficiently excufe the prudence of a politician 
‘n this point. But fuch a neceffity is a thing im- 
sortant enough of itfelf to fupply matter for ano- 
her poem, and this multiplication of the action 
would be vicious. To prevent which, in the firft 
place, this necedity, and the departure of‘ the 
hero, muft be disjoined from the poem ; and in 
the tecond place, the hero having been obliged to 
abfent himfelf, for a reafon antecedent to the ac- 
tion, and placed diftinct from the fable, he ought 
not fo far to embrace this oppartunity of idftruct- 
ing himfelf, as to abfent himtelf voluntarily from 
his own government. For at this rate, his ab- 
fence would be merely voluntary, and one might 
with reafon lay to his charge ail the diforders 
which might arife. 

‘Thus in the conftitution of the fable he ought not 
to take for his action, and for the foundation of 
his poent, the departure of a prince from his own 
country nor his voluntary flay in any other place; 
but his return, and this return retarded againgt 
his will. ‘This is the firft idea Homer gives us of 
it{ fis hero appears at firft in a defolate ifland, 
fitting upon the fide of the fea, which, with tears 
in his cyes, he looks upon as the obitacle which 
had fo Jong oppofed his return, and detained him 
from vifitiag his own dear country. 

And laftly, fince this fuiced delay might more 
natuyally and ufually happen to (uch as make 
voyages by fea; Homer has~judicioufly made 
choice of a prince, whofe kingdom was in an ifland. 

Let us fee then how he has teigned all this ac- 

tion, making his hero a perfon in years, becaule 
years are requifite to inftrudt a man in prudence 
and policy. 
“ A prince had heen obliged to forfake his na- 
tive country, and to head an army of his fub- 
jects in a toreign expedition Having glorioufly 
peiformed this enterprife, he was marching 
home again, and conducting his fubjects to his 
own ftate. But [pite of all the attempts, with 
which the eagernefs to return had infpired him, 
he was ftopt hy the way by tempefts for fevt- 
ral years, aud caft upon feveral countries, dif- 
fering from each other in manners and govern- 
ment. In thefe dangers, his companions, not 
always following his orders, perifhed through 
their own fault. The grandees of his country 
“ ftrangely abufe his ahbfence, and raife no fmall 
** diforders at home. They confume his eftate, 
“ confpie to deftroy his fon, would conftrain his 
‘* queen to accept of one of them for her hufband; 
“ and indulge themfelvesin all violence, fo much 
* the more, becaufe they were perfuaded he would 
never return. But at laft he returns, and dif- 
covering himfelf only to his fon and fome others, 
who had continued firm to him, he is an eye- 
“ witnefs of the infolence of his enemies, punifhes 
“( them according to their deferts, and reftores to 
** his ifland that tranquillity and repofe to which 
they had been ftrangers during his abfence.” 


+ Odyfiey V. 
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@F THEILIAD AND ODYSSEY. 
As the truth, which ferves for foundation to ' 


this fiction, is, that the abfence of a perfon from 
his own home, cr his neglect of his own affairs, is 
the caufe of great diforders: fo the principle point 
of the action, and che moft effential one, is the 
abfence of the hero. This fills almoft all the poem: 
for not only this real abfence lafted feveral years, 
but even when the hero returned, he does not dif- 
cover him(elf; and this prudent difguife, from 
whence he reaped fo much advantage, has the 
tame ‘effe¢t upon the authors of the diforders, and 
all others who Knew h m not, as his real abfence 
had before, fo that heis Menta: to them, till the 
very moment of their pan:fhinent. 

After the poet had thus compofed his fable, and 
joined the fictio: to the truth, he then makes 
choice of Ulyues, the king of the ifle of Ithaca, to 
maintain the character or his chicf perfonage, and 
beftowed the reft on lelemachus, Penelope, An- 
tinous, and others, whom he calls by what names 
he pleafes. 

I fhall not here infift upon the many excellent 
advices, which are fo many parts and natuyal cou- 
fequences of the fandamental truth; and which 
the port very dexteroufly lays down in thoft fic- 
tions which are the epuodes aid members of the 
entire ation. Such for inftance are thefe advices: 
not to intrude one’s felf into the myfteries ot go. 
vernment, which the prince keeps tecret; this 1s 
reprefented to us by the winds thut up in a bull- 
hide, which the miferable companions of Ulyffes 
would necds be fo toolifh as to pry into: not to 
fuffer one’s felfto be led away by the {tc min, 
charms of an idle and inactive life, to whivh the 
Syrens fong invited *: not to fuffer one’s felf to 
‘e fentualized by pleafures, like thofe who were 
cuanged into brutes, by Circe: and a great many 
other points of morality neceffury for ail forts of 
people. 

This poem is more ufciul to the people than the 
Iliad, where the fubjects futfer rather by the ll 
conduct of their princes, than through their own 
mifcarriages. But in the Odyfley, 1t is not the 
fault of Ulyffes thatis the ruin of his fubjets 
This wife prince leaves untried no method to 
make them partukers of the benefit of his return 
Thus the poet in the Iliad fays, “S He fings the 
* anger of Achilles, which had caufed the death of 
“fo many Grecians;” and, on the contrary, in 
the Odyfley he tells his readers, ‘‘ hat the fub- 
# jects perilhed through their own fault.” 


SECT. IV. 
OF THE UNITY OF THE FABLE. % 


ARISTOTLE beftows great encomiums upon Ho. 
mer for the fimplicity of his defign, becaufe he 
has included in one fingle part all that happened 
at the fiege of Troy. And to this he oppofes the 
ignorance of fome poets, who imagined that thi 
unity of the fable or action was {ufficiently pre 
ferved by the unity of the'heru; and who com 
pofed their Thefeids, Heraclids, and the like. 
wherein they only heaped up in one poem every 
thing that happened to one perfonage. __ - 

He finds fault with thofe poets whio were fo, 


% §* Improba Syren defidia,” Zorz, 


rgo° 
educing the unity of the fable into the unity of the 
1ero, becaufe one man may have performed feveral 
adventures, which is impofible to reduce under 
any one general and fimple head. This reducing 
of all things to unity and fimplicity, is what Ho. 
race likewife makes his firt' rule. 


‘ Denique fit quodvis fimplex duntaxat, & unum,’ 


According to thefe rules, it will be allowable 
to make ufe of feveral fables ; or (to fpeak mote 
correctly) of feveral incidents, which may be di- 
vided into feveral fables, provided they are fo or- 
dered, that the unity of the fable be not {poiled. 
This liberty is itill greeter in the Epi¢ Poem, be. 
caufe it 1s of a larger extent, and ought to be en- 
tire and ccmplete 

I will explain myfelf more diftinttly by the 
practice of Homer. 

No doubt but one might make four diftinét fa. 
bles out of thefe four tollowing inftructions. 

I. Div'fion between thofe of the fame party ex. 
pofes them entirely to their encmies. 

II. Conceal your weaknefs; and you will be 
dreaded as much, as if you had none of thofe im- 
perfections, of which they are ignorant. 

HT. When your firength is only feigned, and 
founded only in the opmuion of others, never ven- 
ture {) far as i your firength was real. 

1V. The more you agree together, the lefs hurt 
can your enemies do you. 

It 1s piain, 1 fay, that each of thefe particular 
maxims miyzht ferve tor the ground -work of a fic- 
tion, and one m.pht make four diftineét fables out 
of them. May not one then put all thefe into 
one dingle Epopea? Not unlcis one fingle fable 
can be made out of all. The poet indeed may 
have fo much {kill as to unite all into one body, 
as members and parts, each of which taken afun- 
der would be impertect: and if he joins them {o, 
as that this conjunction fall be no hindrance at 
all to the unity and regular fimplicity of the fa- 
ble. This is what Humer has done with fuch 
fuccefs in the compofition of the Iliad. 

1. The divifion between Achilles and his allies 
tended to the rain of their defigns. 2. Patroclus 
comes to their relief inthe armour of this hero, 
and Hector retreats. 3. But this young man puth- 
ing the advantage which his difguife gave him, 
tuv far, ventures to engage with Hector himfelf ; 
but not being mafter ot Achilles’ ftrength (whom 
he only reprefented in outward appearance) he 
is killed, and by this means leaves the Grecian 
affairs in the fame diforder, from which, in that 
difpuife, he came to free them. 4. Achilles pro- 
voked at the death of his friend, is reconciled, 
and revenges his lofs by the death of Hector. 
Thefe various incidents being thus united, do not 
make different actions and fables, but are only 
the uncomplete and unfiuifhed parts of one and 
the fame action and fable, which alone, when 
taken thus complexly, can be faid to be complete 
and entire: and all thefe maxims of the moral, 
are eafily redyced into thefe two parts, which, in 
my opinion, cannot be feparated withot enervat- 
ing the force of both. ‘lhe two parts are thefe, 
That a right underftanding is the prefervation, 
and difcord the deftruction of flates. 


x60 


Though then the poet has made ufe of two parts 
im his poems, each of which might have ferved 
for a fable, as we have obferved: yet this multi- 
plication cannot be called a vicious and irregular 
Polymythia, contrary to the neceflary unity and 
fimplicity of the table; but it gives the fable an- 
ether qualification, altogether neceflary and re- 
gular, namely, its perfection, and finishing ftroke. 


SECT. V. 
OF THE ACTION OF THE EPIC POEM. 


Sux‘ action of a poem is the fubje@ which the 
poet undertakes, propofes, and builds upon. So 
€hat the moral and the inftructions which are the 
end of the Epic poem are not the matter of it. 
Thofe the poets leave in their allegorical and fi- 
gurative obfcurity. They only give notice at the 
txordium, that they fing fome action: The Re- 
venge of Achilles, the Return of Ulyffes, &c. 

Since, then, the action is the matter of a fable, 
it is evident, that whatever incidents are effen- 
tial to the fable, or conftitute a part of it, are ne- 
ceffary alfo to the action, and are parts of the 
epic matter, nene of which ought to be omitted. 
Such, for inftance, are the contention of Aga- 
memnon and Achilles, the flaughter Hecter makes 
én the Grecian army, the re-union of the Greek 
princes; and laftly, the re-fettlement and victory 
which was the contequence of that re-union. 

There are four qualifications in the epic ac- 
tion : the firft is its unity, the fecond its integrity, 
the third its importance, the fourth its duration. 

The unity of the epic action, as well as the 
unity of the fable, does not confift cither iff the 
unity of the hero, or in the umty ot time: three 
things, I fuppofe, are neceffary to it. The firlt 
js, to make ufe of no epifode, but what arifes from 
the very platform and toundation of the action, and 
is as it were a natural member of the body. The 
Second is, exactly to unite thefe epifodes and thefe 
members with one another, And the third 1s, 
never to finifh any epifode fo as it may feem to 
be an entire action; but to let each epifode ftill 
appear in its own particular nature, as the mem- 
ber of a body, and asa part of itfelf not com- 
plete. 


OF THE BEGINNING, MIDDLE, AND END OF THE 
ACTION, t 


Ariftotle not only fays, that the epic action 
thould be one, but adds, that it thould be entire, 
perfect, and complete; and for this purpofe, 
vught to have a beginning, a middie, and an end. 
Thefe three parts of a whole are too generally 
and univerfally denoted by the words, beginning, 
middle, and end; we may interpret them more 
yrecifely, and fay, That the caufes and defigns of 
an action, are the beginning: that the effects of 
thefe caules, and the difficulties that are met 
with in the execution of thefe defigns, are the 
middle ; and that the unraveling and refolution 
of thefe difficulties are the end. 


THE ACTION OF THE ILIAD. 


Homer's defign in the Iliad, is to relate the 
anger and revenge of Achilles, The beginning 


VIEW OF THE EPIC POEM, AND 


of this action is the change of Achilles fram q ~ 
ealm to a paffionate temper. The middle is the 
effects of his paffion, and all the illuftrious deaths 
it 1s the caufe of. The end of this fame action 
in the return of Achilles tq his calmnefs of tem- 
per again. All was quiet in the Grecian camp, 
when Agamemnon their general, provokes Apollo 
againft them, whom he was willing to appeafe 
afterwards at the coft and prejudice of Achilles, 
who had no part in his fault. This, then, is an 
exact beginning : it fuppofes nothing before, and 
requires after it the effects of this anger. Achilles 
revenges himfelf, and that ig.an exact middle; it 
fuppoies before it the anger of Achilles, this re- 
venge is the effect of it. Then this middle re- 
quires after it the effects of this revenge, which is 
the fatisfaction of Achilles: for the revenge had 
not been complete, unlefs Achilles had been fa- 
tisfied. By this means the poet makes his hero, 
after he was glutted by the mifchief he had dons 
to Agamemnon, by the death of Hector, and the 
honour he did his friend, by infulting over his 
murderér; he makes him, I fay, to be moved by 
the tears and misfortunes of king Priam. We fee 
him as calm at the end of the poem, during the 
funcral of Heétor, as he was at the beginning of 
the poem, whilft the plague raged among the 
Grecians. This end is juft; fince the calmnefs 
of temper Achilles re-enjoyed, is only an effect 
of the revenge which ought to have preceded : 
and after this nobody expects any more of his 
anger. Thus has Homer been very exact in the 
beginning, middle, and end of the action he made 
choice*of for the fubject ot his Ihad. 


THE ACTION OF THE ODYSSEY. 


His defign in the Odyfley was to defcribe the 
return of Ulyffes trom the fiege of Troy, and his 
arrival at Ithaca. He opens this poem with the 
complaints of Mineiva againft Neptune, who op- 
pofed the return of this hero, and againit Calypio, 
who detained him in an ifland from Ithaca. Is 
this a beginning? No; doubtlefs, the readcr 
would know why Neptune is difpleafed with U- 
lyffes, and how this prince came to be with Ca. 
lypfo? He would know how he came from ‘Troy 
thither? The pvet anfwers his demands out of the 
mouth of Ulyffes himfelf, who relates thefe things, 
and begins the action by the recital of his travels 
from the city of Troy. It fignifies little whether 
the beginning of the action be the beginning of 
the poem. The beginning cf this action is that 
which happens to Ulyifes, when, upon his leaving 
Troy, he bends his courfe for Ithaca. The mid- 
die comprehends all the misfortunes he endured, 
and all the diforders of bis own government. The 
end i$ the re-inftating of this hero in the peace- 
able poffeffion ot his kingdom, where he was ac- 
knowledged by his fon, his wife, his father, and 
feveral others. ‘The poct was fenfible he fhould 
have ended ill, had he gone no farthey than the 
death of thefe princes, who were the rivals and 
enemies of Ulyties, becaufe the reader might have 
looked for fome revenge, which the fubjeéts of 
thefe princes might have taken on him who had 
killed their fovereigns: butethis danger over, and 
the peuple vanquifhed and quicted, there was no- 
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thing more to he expected. The poem and the 
adtion have all their parts, and no more. 

But the ordey of the Odyfley differs from that 
ef the Iliad, in that the poem does not begin with 
the beginning of the action. * 


OF THE CAUSES AND BEGINNING OF THE AC- 
TION. 


The caufes of the action are alfo what the poet 
is obliged to give an account of. There are three 
forts of caufes, the humours, the interefts, and the 
defigns of men; and thefe different caufes of an 
attion are lkewife often, the caufes of one ano- 
ther, every man taking up thofe interefts irl which 
his humour engages him, and forming thofe de- 
figns to which his humour sa intereft incline him. 
Of all thefe the poet ought to inform his readers, 
and render thefh confpicuous in his principal per- 
fonages. 

Homer has ingenioufly hegun his Odyfley with 
the tranfactions at Ithaca, during the abfence of 
Ulyffes. If he had begun with the travels of his 
hero, he would fcarce have fpoken of any one 
élie, and a man might have read a great deal of 
the poem, without conceiving the leaft idea of 
Telemachus, Penelope, or her fuitors, who had fo 
ders a faare in the action; but in the beginning 

¢ has pitched upon, befides thefe perfonages 
whom he difcovers, he reprefents Ulyffes in his 
full length, and from the very firft opening one 
fees the intereft which the Gods take in the 
action. 

The fkill and care of the fame poet may be 
feen likewife in inducing his perfonages in the 
Firft Book of his Iliad, where he difcove?s the hu- 
thours, the interefts, and the defigns of Agamem- 
non, Achilles, Heétor, Ulyffes, and feveral others, 
and even of the Deities. And in his fecond he 
makes a review of the Greciah and Trojan ar- 
mies; which is full evidence, that all we have 
here faid is very neceffary. 


OF THE MIDDLE OR INTRIGUE oF THE ACTION. 


As thefe caufes are the beginning of the action, 
the oppofite defigns againft that of the hero are 
the middle of it, and form that difficulty or in- 
trigue, which makes up the greateft part of the 
poem ; the folution or unravelling commences 
when the reader begins to fee that difficulty re- 
moved, and the doubts cleared up. Homer has 
divided each of his poems into two parts; and has 

ut a particulat intrigue, and the folution of it, 
to each part. 

The firft part of the Iliad is the anger of Achil- 
les, who is for revenging himfelf upon Agamem- 
hon by the theans of Hector and the Trojans. The 
intrigue comprehendi the three days fight which 
happened in the abfence of Achilles: and it con- 
fifts on one fide in the tefiftance of Agamemnon 
and the Grécidhs: and on the other in the re- 
vengeful and inexorable humour of Achilles, 
which would not fuffer him to be reconciled. 
The lofs of the Grecians, and the defpair of Aga- 
memnnon, prepare for a folution by the fatisfa¢tion 
which the incenfed hero cecelved. from it. The 
death of Patroclus joined to the offers of Agamem- 
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move this difficulty, and make the unravelling of 
the firft part. 

This death is likewife the beginning of the fe- 
coud part; fincé it puts Achilles upon the defign 
of reveoging himfelf on Heétor. But the defign 
of Hector is oppofte to that of Achilles: this 
Trojan is valiant, and refolved to ftand on his 
own defence. This valour and refolution of He¢e 
tor are on his part the caufe of the intrigue. All 
the endeavours Achilles ufed to meet with Ilec- 
tor, and be the death of him; and the contra 
endeavours of the Trojan to keep out of his reac 
and defend himifelf, are the intricue; which com- 
prehends the battle of the laft day. The unravel. 
ling begins at the death of Hector; and befides 
that, it contains the infulting of Achilles over 
his body, the honours he paid to Patroclus, and 
the entreaties of king Priam The regrets of this 
king and the other Trojans in the forrowful ob- 
fequies they paid to Hector’s body, and the un. 
ravelling ; they juftify the fatisfaction of Achilles, 
and demonftrate his tranquillity. 

The firft part of the Odyfley is the return of 
Ulyffes into Ithaca. Neptune oppofes it hy raif- 
ing tempefts, and this makes the intrigue, The 
unravelling 1s the arrival of Ulyffes upon his own 
ifland, where Neptune could offer him no farther 
injury. The fecond part is the re-inftating this 
hero in his own government. The princes, that 
are his rivals, oppofe him, and this is a freth in- 
trigue: the folution of it begins at their deaths, 
an‘ is completed as foon as the Ithacans were ap- 
peated. 

Thefe two parts in the Odyfley have not one 
common intrigue. , The anger of Achilles forms 
beth the intrigues in the Iliad; and it is fo far 
the matter of this Epopea, that the very begin- 
ning and end of this poem depend on the begin- 
ning and end of this anger. But let the defire 
Achilles had to revenge himfelf, and the defire 
Ulyffes had to return to his own country, be never 
fo near allied, yet we cannot place them under 
one and the fame notidn: for that defire of Ulyf- 
fes is not a paffion that begins and ends in the 
poem with the action: it is a natural habit: nor 
does the poet propofe it for his fubje¢t, as he does 
the anger of Achilles, 

We have already obfeived what is meant by 
the imtrigue, and the unravelling thereof; let us 
ngw fay fomething of the manner of forming both. 
Thefe two fhould arife naturally out of the very 
effence and fiibject of the poem, and are to be 
deduced from thence. Their conduct is fo exact 
and natutal, that it feems as if their action had 
prefented them with whatever they inferted, 
without putting thertiétves to the ttouble of a 
farther inquiry. 

at is more ufial dnd natural to warriors, 
thah anger, heat, pafhion, and Eapatiene of bear. 
ing the feaft affrone or di &? This is what 
forms the intrigue of the Iliad : and very thing 
we read there is nothifg elfe but the fee of 
this humour and thefe paflions. 

What more natural and ufual obftacle to thofe 
who take voyages, than the fea, the witids, and 
the ftorms? Homer makes this the intrigue of 
the firft part of the @tyfley ; = the fecond, 
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conformable to the' nature of the [ tion of the Odyffey, and yet sot butnénly pred 


ings they reprefest under thofe divinities, The | bable: yet Homer has artificially reduced them tv 


tafe is the fame in the morals of the deities: Mi- 
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Venus is both good or bad, becaufe the pafiioh of 
love is capgble of thefe contrary qualities, 

Since athong’ the Geds of 2 fome are 
good, fome bad, dnd fome indifferently either ; 
and fince of our padlions we make fo many aliego- 
fical deities; we may attribute to the Gods all 
that is done in the poem, whether good or evil. 
But thefe deities do not act conftantly in one and 
the fame manner. 

Sometimes they act invifibly, and by mere in- 
{piration, whith has nothing in it extraordinary 
or miraculous; being no more than what we fay 
every day, “ That bine God has affifted us, or 
“ fome diembn has inftigdted us.” : 

At other times thy appear vifibly, and rhanifeft 
themfelves to men, ih a manner altogether mira- 
tulons and preternatural. 

The third way has fomething of both the others; 
itisin truth a miracle, but is not commonly fo 
accounted : this includes dreams, oracles, &c. 

All thefe ways mu be probable ; for however 
neceflary the marvellous is to the Epic Action, as 
nothing is fe cohducive to admiration; yet we 
can, on the other hand, admire nothing, that we 
think impoffible. Though the probability of thefe 
soachines be of & very large extent, {fince it is 
founded upon Divine Power) it is not without li- 
mitations. There are numerous inftances of al- 
Jowable and probable machines in the Epic Poem, 
where the Gods are no lefs actors than the men. 
But the leis credible fort; {uch as metamorphofes, 
&c. are far more rare. e 

This fuggefts a reflection on the method of 
gendering thofe machines probable, whjch in their 
ewn nature are hardly fo. Thofe, which require 
only divine probability, fhould be fo difehgaged 
from the action, that one might fubtract them 
from it, without deftroying the action. But thofe, 
which are effential and neceflary, fhould be ground- 
ed upon human probability, and not on the fole 
aba of God. Thus the epifodes of Circe, the 

yrens, Polyphemus, &c. are neceflary te the zu 


liuman probability, by the Gmplicity and igno. 
Pheacians, before whos he -caufes 
thofe recitals to be made. 

The next queftion is, Where, and on what oc- 
caGons, machines may be ufed? Jt is certain Ho- 
mer and Virgil make ufe of them every where, 
and fcarce fuffer any action to be performed with- 
out them. Petronius makes this a precept: “ Per. 
“ ambages, deorumque minifteria, &c.” The 
Gods are mentionéd in the very propofition of 
their works, the invocation is addreft to them, 
and the whole narration is full of them. The 
Gods are the caufes of the action, they form the 
intrigue, and bring about the folution. The pre- 
cept of Ariftotle and Horace, that the unravelling 
of the plot fhould not proceed from a miracle, or 
the appearance of a God, has place only in Dra~ 
matic Poetry, not in the Epic. For it is plain, 
that both in the folution of the Iliad and Odyffey, 
the Gods are concerned : in the former, the deities 
meet to appeafe the anger of Achilles: Iris and 
Mercury are fent to that purpefe, and Minerva 
eminently affifts Achilles in the decifive combat 
with Heétor. Inthe Odyffey, the fame Goddefs 
fights clofe by Ulyffes againft the {uitors, and con- 
cludes that peace betwixt him and the Ithacen- 
fians, which completes the poem. 

We may therefore determine, that a machine 
is not an invention to extricate the poet out of 
any difficulty which embarraffes him: but that 
the prefence of a Divinity, and fome action fur. 
prifing and extraordinary, and inferted into al- 
moft all the parts of the work, in order to render 
it more majeftic and more admirable. But this 
mixture ought to be fo made, that the machines 
might be retrenched, without taking any thing 
from the action: at the fame time that it gives 
the readers a leffon of piety and virtue; and 
teaches them, that the moft brave and the moft 
wife can do nothiag, and attain nothing great and 
glerious, without the afliftance of heaven. Thus 
the machinery crowns the whole work, and ren 
ders it at ence marvellous, probable, and morat, 
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BMinerva’s Defcent to Ithaca, 


The poem epens within forty-eight days of the arrival of Ulyfies in his dominians, He had now se, 
mained feven years in the ifland of Calypfo, when the Gods affembled in council propofed the me- 
thod of his departure from thence, and his return to his native country. For this pw pofe it is con, 
cluded to fend Mercury to Calypfo, and Pallas immediately defcends to Ithaca. She holds a confer- 
ence with Telemachus, in the thape of Mentes, king of the Taphians; in which fhe advifes him ta 
take a f pepe’ in queft of his father Ulyffes, to Pylos and Sparta, where Neftor and Menelaus yet 


, Teigne 


a entertainments, and riot in her palace till night. 


then, after having vjfibly difplayed her divinity, difappears. The fu:tors of Penelope make 


Phemius fings to them the return of the 


recians, till Penelope puts a ftop to the fong. Some words arife between the {uitora and Telema- 
chus, who fummons the council tq meet the day following. 


Tax man, for wifdom’s various arts renown'd, 
Long exercis’d in woes, oh Mafe! refound, 
Who, when his arms had wrought the deftin’d fal] 
Of facred Troy, and raz'd her heaven-built wall. 
Wandering from clime to clime, obfervant ftray’d, 
‘Their manners noted, and their ftates furvey’d, 
On ftormy feas unnumber'd toils he bore, 
Safe with his friends to gain his natal fhore: 
Vain toils! their impious folly dard to prey 
On heids devoted to the God of day ; 
The God vindictive doom’d them never more 
(Ah, men unblefs’d !) to touch that natal fhore. 
Oh, {natch fome portion of thefe acts from Fate, 
Celeftial Mufe! and to our world relate. 

Now at their native realms the Greeks arriv'd ; 
All who the war of ten long years furviv'd, 
And ‘{cap’d the perils of the gulfy main. 
Ulyffes, fole of all the victor train, 
din exile from his dear paternal coaft, 
Deplor'’d his abfent queen, and empire loft. 
Calypfo in her caves conftrain’d his ftay, 
With fweet, reluctant, amorous delay : 
In vain--for now the circling years difclofe 

he day predeftin’d to reward his woes. 
At length his Ithaca is given by fate, 
Where yet new labours his arrival wait ; 
At length their rage the hoftile power reftrain, 
All but the ruthleis monarch of the main. 
But now the God, remote, a heavenly gueft, 
Jo. Athiopia grac'd the general featt 
€A race divided, whom with floping rays 
The rifing and defeending fun furveys) ; 
There on the world's extremeft verge, reves'’d 
With hecatombs and prayer in pomp preferr’d, 
Diftant he Jay : while in the bright abodes 








Of high Otympus, Jove conven'd the Gods: 
“TH Slethus the Sire fupreme addret, 
fate revolving in his breatt, 
ftes to the dreary coait 


Toul’ wallneod ehnft t 





Peryerfe mankind ! whofe wills, created free, 
Charge all their woes on abfolute decree ; 
All to the dooming Gods their guilt tranflate, 
And follies are mifcall'd the crimes of fate. 
When to his luft A°gyfthus gave the rein, 
Did fate, or we, th’ adulterous act conitrain ? 
Did Fate, or we, when great Atrides dy’d, 
Urge the bold traitor to the regicide ? 
ermes I fent, while yet his foul remain’d 
Sincere from royal bloed, and faith profan'd; 
To warn the wretch, that young Oreftes, grown 
To manly years, fhould re-affert the throne. * 
Yet, impotent of mind, and uncontrol’d, 
He plung’d into the gulf which heaven foretold, 
Here paus’d the God; and penfive thus replies 
Minerva, graceful with her azure eyes: 
O thou! from whom the whole creation fprings, 
The fource of power on earth deriv’d to kings ! 
His death was equal to the direful deed ; 
So may the man of blood be doom’d to bleed} 
But grief and rage alternate wound my breatt, 
For brave Ulyffes, ftill by Fate opprett, 
Amidft an ifle, around whofe rocky fhore 
The forefts murmyr, and the furges roar, 
The blamelefs hero from his wifh’d-for home 
A. goddefs gnards in her inchanted dome ; 
(Atlas her fire, to whofe far.piercing eye 
The wonders of the deap expanded lie ; 
Th’ eternal columns which on earth he rears 
End in the ftarry yault, and prop the {pheres.) 
By his fair daughter is the chief confin'd, 
Who foothes to dear delight his anxious mind s 
Succefslefs ali her {oft carefles prove, 
To banith from his breaft his country’s love ; 
To fee the {fmoke from his lov'd palace rife, 
While the dear ifle in diftant profpoct lies, 
With wht conténtment would he clofe his 
eyes? 
And will Omnipotence negleé to fave 
The fuffering virtue of the wife and brave ¥ 
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Muft he, whofe altars on the Phrygian thore 
With frequent rites, arid pute, avuw'd thy power, 
Be doom‘d the wor.t of human ills to prove, 
Unbleis'd abandun’d to the wrath of Jove ? 
Daugi.ter ! what words have pafo'd thy lips wm- 
weiph'd? 
(Reply’d the Thunderer to the martial maid) 
Deem not unjuttly by my doom cppreft 
Of human race the wileit and the beft. 
Neptune, by prayer repentant rarely won, 
A fflicts the chief, t’ avenge his giant-fon, 
Whole vitual orb Ulyfles robb'd of lipht ! 
Great Polyphe me, of more than moital might ! 
Him young Thoola bore (the bright increale 
Of Phowys, dreaded in the founds and feas: 
Whom Neptune ey’d with bloom of beauty bleft, 
And 1 hiy cave the yielding nymph comprett. 
Fo: this, the God conftrains the Greek to roam, 
A hopelefs exile from his native home, | | 
Fron: death alone exempt---but ceafe to mourn ! 
Let all combine t’ achteve his wifh'd return: 
eptune wton’d, his wiath shall now retrain, 
Or thwart the tynod of the Gods in vain. 
Fithor and hing ador'd! Minerva cry’d, 
Lince al] who in th’ Oiympian bower refide 
Now make the wandering Greck their public care, 
Let Hermes to th’ Atlantic * ifle repa:r ; 
Bid him, arriv’d in bright Galy pfo’s court, 
The fanction of th’ afiembled powers report : 
That wife Ulyfits to his native land 
Mutt (Leed, obedient to their high command. 
Mean time Yelemachus, the blooming her 
Of ica-girt Ithaca, demands my care: 
* Tis rune to form his gieen unpractisd years, 
In fage debates; furrounded with his peers, 
To fave the flate; and trmely to reftrain : 
The bold itrufon of the flutor-tyain : 
Vho crowd hic palace, and with lawlefs power 
Ris herds aud flo.ks in feafttul mtes devour. 
Tu difiant Sporta, and the fpacious wafe 
¢h funds Pyie, the royal youth thall hafte. 
‘Tne, «arm with filyal love, the caule inquire 
“that from his realm retards his god-like Gre : 
Dc 'iwertng eatly tu the voice ot ‘cae 
he prone of a great, unmortal nae. 
She taid: the fandals of celeflial mould, 
bk iehp'd oe ambrofial piumes, and rich with 
old, 
Surround her feet; with thefe fublime the fails 
Yh’ atherial fpace, and mounts the winged gales: 
©'e) earth and ocean wide prepar'd to soar, 
Her dreaded arm a beamy javelin bare, 
Pondstous and vat; which, when her fury burns, 
Proud tyrants humbles, and whole hofts o’erturns. 
front hih Olympus prone her flight the bends, 
And in the realm of Ithaca defcends. 
Her lincaments divine, the grave difguife 
O1 Mentes’ form conceal’d from humen eyes 
(Mentes, the monarch of the Taphian land’); 
A glittering fpear wav'd awful in her hand, 
There in the portal plac'd, the heaven-boru maid 
Enormous riot and mif-rule furvey'd, 
On hidgs of beeves, before the palace gate, 
“Sed {poils of luxury) the fuitors fate. « 
ith rival art, and ardour in their mein, 
4t chefs they vie, to captivate the queen ; 
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Divining of their loves. Attending nigh 
A memal train the flowing bow! fupply : 
Others, apatt, the {pacious hall prepare, 
‘And form the cofly feat with buty care. - 
There young Telemachus, bis bloomy face 
Glowing cek ftial fwecet, with roduke grace 
Amid the circle fhines: but hope and tear 
(Paintul vieifitude ') his bofum tear. 
Now, imag’d in his mind, he fees zeftor’d —, 
In peace and joy, the people's mghttul lord ; t 
The proud oppreffois tly the vengeful fword. , 
While his fond foul thefe fancied trumphs fwell’d; 
The ftranger guest, thé royal youth beheld: 
Griev'd that a vilitant fo long fhould wait 
Unmark’d, unhonour’d, at a monaich’s gate 3 
Inftant he flew with holpitable hatte, 
And the new friend with courteous air embrac’d, 
Stranger! whoe’er thou art, {ecurely ret, 
Affiane’d in my fajth, a friendly gucft : 
Approach the dome, the fucial banquet fhare, 
And then the purpofe of thy foul declare. 
Thus affable and mild, the prince precedes, 
And to the dome th’ unknown Celettial leads. 
The fpeareeceiving from Ler hand, he plac’d 
Againtt a column, fait with fculpture grac’d ; 
Where feemly rang’d in peacciui order ftood 
Ulyfles’ arms, now long difus'’d to blood. 
He led the Goddefs to the fovereign (cat, 
Her feet fupported with a ftool of ftate 
(A purple carpet fpread the pavunent wide) ; 
Then drew his feat, familar to her fide ; 
Tar from the fuitor-tiain, a brutal crowd, 
With ynfolence, and wine, eluate and loud : 
Where the free gueit, unnotic’d, mipht relate, 
If haply Oonfcious, of lis father’s fate. 
The golden ewer a maid cbicquious brings, 
Replenifl froin the cool, tianfucent fprings ; 
With copious water the bright vale tupplies 
A fiver Jaxer, of canac.ous iy : 
Chey wah, ‘Jbe tabic. u iat o:der fpread, 
They heep the glittering canrittess wath Licad s 
Visads ot verraus Lords alluse the teite, 
Cf chorcedt fort aud savour, rich repatt’ 
Delicious wane. th? atecuauny herald bronght 5 
The gold gave lufir, to the purple draught. 
Lur’d with the vapour of the fragiant teait, 
In rufh’d the fuitors with voracious hatte: 
Marihall’d in order duc, to each af. wer 
Prefents, to bathe bis hands, a radiant ewer. 
Luxuriant then they feaft. Obfervant round 
Gay ftripling youths the brimming goblets 
crown'd, 
The rage of hunger quell’d, they all advance, 
And form to mealur'd airs the mazy dance: 
To Phenius was confign’d the chorded lyre, 
Whole hand reluctant touch’d the warbling 
wire: 
Phemius, whofe voice divine could sweeteft fing 
High ftrains, refponfive to the vocal fting. 
Mean while, in whilpers to his heavenly gueft 
His indignation thus the prince expreft : 
Indulge my rifing grief, whillt thele (my friend) 
With fong and dunce the pompous revel end. 
Light is the dance, and doubly {weet the lays, 
When for the dear delight another pays, 
His treafur'd ftores thefe cormorants cana 
Uh nla tances Aafreansdar af a meee! aca 
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And common turf, lie naked on the plain, 

©r doom’d to welter in the whelming main. 

Should he return, that troop fo blithe and bold, 

With purple robes inwrought, and ftiff with gold, 

Precipitant in fear would wing their flight, 

And curfe their cumbrous pride’s unwieldy weight. 

But, ah, I dream !--th’ appointed hour is fled! 

And hope, too long with vain delufion fed, 

Deaf to the rumour of fallacious fame, 

Gives to the roll] of death his glorious name ! 

Wath venial frecdom Ict me now demand 

Thy name, thy lineage, and paternal land: 

Sincere, from whence began thy courfe, recite, 

And to what fhip Lowe the friendly freight ? 

Now firft to me this vifit doft thou deign, 

Or number’d in my father's focial train? 

All who deferv’d his choice he made his own, 

And, curious much to know, he tar was known. 

My birth I boaft (the Dlue-ey’d virgin cries) 

From great Anchialus, renown’d and wife: 

Mentes my name; [rule the Taphian race, 

Whofe bounds the deep circumfluent waves em- 
brace : 

A duteous people, and induftrious ifle,® 

To nava} arts inur’d, and itormy toil. 

Freighted with iron from my native land, 

I fteer my voyage to the Brutian ftrand; 

To gain by commerce for the labour’d mi 

A juit proportion of refulgent brafs. 

Far from your capital my ship refidcs 

At Reithrus, and fecure at anchor rides; 

Where waving groves on airy Neion grow, 

Supremely tall, and fhade the deeps below. 

Thence to revifit your imperial dome, 

An old hereditary gueft I come: 

Your father’s friend. Laertes can relate 

Ous faith unfpotted, and its early date ; 

Who, preft with heart-corroding grief and years, 

To the gay court a rural fhade prefers, 

Where, fole of all his train, a matron fage 

Supports with homely fuod his drooping age, 

With feeble fteps from marfhalling his vines 

Returning fad, when toilfome day declines, 

With tetendly {peed, induc’d by erring fame, 

To hail Ulyffes’ fafe return, I came; 

fut (ill the frown of fume ccleftial Power 

With envious joy retards the blifsful hour. 

Tat not yonr toul be funk im fad defpair ; 

He Lives, hie breathes this heavenly vital air, 

Among a favage race, whofe fhelty bounds 

With ceafelefs roar the toaming deep furrounds. 

The thoughts which roll within my ravifh'd 
breaft, 

To me, no {cer, th’ infpiring Gods fuggeft ; 

Nor tkill’d, ner fudions, with prophetic tye 

To judge the winged emens of the fky, 

Yet hear this certain {peech, nor deem it vain; 

TYhough adamantine bonds the chief reftrain, 

The dire reftraint his wifdom will defeat, 

And foon reftore him to his regal feat. 

But, generous youth! fincere and free declare, 

Are you, of manly growth, his royal heir? 

For fure Ulyffes in your look appears, 

The fame his features, if the fame his years. 

Such was that face, on whicu I dwelt with joy 

Ere Greece affembled ftemm'd the tides to 
Troy ; 
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But, parting then for that detefted fhore, 

Our eyes, unhappy! never greeted more. 
To prove a genuine birth (the prince replies} 

On female truth affenting faith relies ; 

Thus manifeft of right, I build my claim 

Sure-founded on a fair maternal fame, 

Ulyfles’ fon: but happier he, whom fate 

Hath plac’d beneath the ftorms which tofs the 

reat 

fipier the fon, whofe hoary fire is bleft 

With humble affiuence, and domeftic reft ! 

Happier than I, to future empire born, 

But doom’d a father’s wretched fate to mourn { 
To whom, with afpect mild, the gueft divine : 

Oh true defcendant of a fcepter’d liue ! 

‘Tne Gods a glorious fate from anguith free 

To chaite Penelope’s increafe decree. 

But fay, yon joyful tronp fo gaily dreft, 

Is this a bridal or a fricndly featt ! 

Or feom thejr deed I rightler may divine, 

Unfeemly fiown with infolence and wine ; 

Unweleome revellers, whofe lawlefs joy 

Pains the fage ear, and hurts the {ober cye ? 
Magniticence of old (the prince replied) 

Beneath our roof with virtue could refide ; 

Unblam'd abundance crown’d the rayal board, 

What time this dome rever’d her prudent lord ; 

Who now (fo heaven decrees) is doom’d to mourn, 

Bitter conitraint ! erroneous and forlorn. 

Better the chief, on fion’s hottile plain, 

Had fall’n furrounded with his warlike train ; 

Or fate return’d, the race of glory paft, 

New to his friends’ embrace, had breath’d his 
i latt! {raife 

Then gratetul Gretce with ftreaming eyes would 

FAitoric marbles, to record his praife ; 

His praife, eternal on the faithful ftone, 

Had with tran{miilive honour grac’d his fon. 

Now {natch’d by harpies to the dreary coait, 

Sunk is the hero, and his glory lot: 

Vanith'd at once! unheard-of and unknown ! 

And I his heir in miuery alone. 

Nor for a dear, loft father only flow 

The filial tears, but woe fucceeds to woe; 

To tempt the {poutelefy queen with amoroug 

wiles, 

Refort the nebles from the neighbouring iftes ; 

Fiom Samos, circled with the Ionian main, 

Dulichium, and Zacynthus? fylvan reign: 

Ev'n with prefumptuous hope her bed t” afcend, 

The lords of Ithaca their right pretend. 

She fcems attentive to their pleaded vows, 

Her heart detelting what her ear allows. 

They, vain expeétants of the bridal hour, 

My ftores in riotous expence devour, 

In feaft and dance the mirthfal months employ, 

And meditate my doom, to crown their joy. 
With tender pity touch'd, the Goddefs cried : 

Soon may kind heaven a fure relief provide ! 

Soon may your fire difcharge the vengeance due, 

And all your wrongs the proud oppreffors rue ! 

Oh! in that portal fhould the chief appear, 

Each hand tremendous with a brazen {pear, 

In radian panoply his linvbs incas’d 

(For fo of old my father’s court he grac’d, 

When focial mirth unvent his ferioys foul, 

O’er the full banquet, and ae fprightly bow!) =, 
iit] 
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He then from Epyr¢, the fair domain 

Of Ilus, fprung from Jafon’s royal ftrain, 

Meafur'd a length of fens, a toilfome length, 

in vain, 

For voyaging te learn the direful art 

To taint with deadly drugs the barbed dart ; 

Obfervant of the Gods, and fternly juft, 

Flus refus'd t’ impart the baneful truft : 

With friendlier zeal my father’s foul was fir’d, 

The drugs he knew, and gave the boon defir'd. 

Appeat’d he now with fuch heroic port, 

As then confpisuous at the Taphian court ; 

Soon fhould yon boafters ceafe their haughty ftrife, 

Or each atone his guilty love with life. 

But of his wifh’d return the care refign, 

Be future vengeance to the powers divine. 

My fentence hear: with ftern diftafte avow'd, 

To their own diftricts drive the fuitor-crowd : 

When next the morning warms the purple eaft, 

Convoke the pecrage, and the Gods attelt ; 

The forrows of your inmoft foul relate, 

And form fure plans to fave tLe finking ftate. 

Should fecond love a pleafing flame infpire, 

And the chafte queen connubial rites require ; 

Difmifs’d with honour, let her hence repair 

‘To great Icarius, whofe paternal care 

Wilt guide her paflion, and reward the choice 

With wealthy dower, end bridal gifts of price. 

Then let this dictate of my love prevail: 

Initant, to foreign realms prepare to fail, 

To learn you father’s fortunes: Fame may prove, 

Or omen’d voice, (the meffenger ot Jove) 

Propitious to the fearch. Direc yor r toil 

‘Through the wide ocean firft to fandy Pyle; # 

Of Neftor, hoary {age, his doom demand : 

"Thence {peed your voyage to the Spartan ftrané; 

For young Atrides to th’ Achaian coaft 

Arriv’d the lait of all the victor hoft. 

If yer Ulyfies views the light; forbear, 

Till the fleet hours reftore the circling year. 

But if his foul hath wing’d the deftin’d flight, 

Inhabitant of deep difaftrous night : 

Homeward with pious fpeed repafs the main, 

To the pale fhade funereal rites ordain, 

Plant the fair calumn o’er the vacant grave, 

A hero’s honours let the hero have. 

With decent grief the royal dead deplor’d, 

For the chafte queen fele@ an equal Jord. 

Then let revenge your daring mind employ, 

By fraud or force the fuitor-train deftroy, 

And, ftarting into manhood, fcorn the boy. 

Haft thou not heard how young Oreftes, fir’d 

With great revenge, immartal praife acquir’d ? 

His virgin-fword Augyfthus’ veins imbrued ; 

The murderer fell, and blood aton’d for blood. 

O greatly bleis'd with every blooming grace } 

With equal fteps the paths of glory trace; 

Join to that royal youth’s your rival name, 

And fhine eternal in the {phere of Fame. 

But my cffociates now my flay deplore, 

Impatient on the hoarie-refounding fhore. 

Thou, heedtul of advice, fecure proceed : 

My praife the precept is, be thine the deed. 
The counfel of my friend (the youth gejoin'd) 

{mprints convidtion on my grateful mind. 

Sto father’s fpeak (perfuafiye fpeech and mild) 

“pprir fage experience te the favourite child, 
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But, fince to part, for ijwect refection due 
The genial viands let my train renew ; 

And the rich pledge of plighted faith receive, 
Worthy the heir of Ithaca to give. 

Defer the promis’d boon, (the Goddefs criey 
Celeftial azure brightening in her eyes) 

And let me now regain the Reithrian port: 
From Temefé return’d, your royal court 

I fhall revifit; and that pledge receive ; 
And gifts, memorial of our friendthip, leave. 

Abrupt, with eagle-{peed the cut the fky; » 
Inftant invifible to mortal eye. 

Then firft he recogniz’d th‘ ethcrial guett ; 
Wonder and joy alternate firehis breaft : 

Heroic thoughts, infus’d, his heart dilate ; 
Revolving much his father’s doubtful fate, 

At length, compos’d, he join’d the {uitor-throng ; 
Hutfh’d in attention to the warbled fong. 
His tender theme the charming lyrift hole, 
Minerva’s anger, ‘and the direful woes, 

Which voyaging from Troy the victors bore, 
While ftorms vindiCtive intercept the fhore. 

The fhrilling airs the vaulted roof rebounds, 
Reflecting: to the queen the filver founds. 

With grief renew'd the weeping fair defcends ; 
Their foyereign’s ftep a virgin train attends : 

A veil, of richeft texture wrought, fhe wears, 
And filent to the joyous hall repairs. 

There trom the portal, with her mild command, 
Thus gently checks the minftrel’s tuneful hand : 
Phemius ! let acts of Gods, and heroes old, 
Whit ancient bards in hall and bower have told, 

Attemper’d to the lyre, your voice employ ; 
Such the pleas’d ear will drink with filent joy. 
But, oh !©forbear that dear difaftrous name, 
To forrow facred, and fecure of fame: 

My bleeding bofom fickens at the found, 

And every piercing note inflicts a wound. 

Why, deareft object of my duteous love, 
(Reply’d the prince) will you the bard reprove? 
Oft, Jove’s zthereal rays (refiftle(s fire) 

The chanter’s foul and raptur’d fong infpire : 

Inftinct divine! nor blame fevere his cheice, 

Warbling the Grecian woes with harp and voice : 

For novel lays attract our ravifh’d ears ; 

But old, the mind with inattention hears ; 

Patient permit the fadly pleafing ftrain ; 

Familiar now with grief, your tears refrain, 

And inthe public woe forget your own ; 

You weep not for a perifh'd lord, alone. 

What Greeks now wandering in the Stygian 
gloom, 

With your Ulyffes fhar’d an equal doom! 

Your widow’d hours, apart, with female toil 

And varipus labours of the loom, beguile ; 

There rule, from palace-cares remote and free ; 

That care to man belongs, and moft to me. 

Mature beyond his years the queen admires 
His fage reply, and with her train retires. 

Then {welling forrows burft their former bounds, 
With echoing grief afrefh the dome refounds ; 
Till Pallas, piteous of her plaintive cries, 

In flumber clos’d her filver-ftreaming eyes. 

Mean time, rekindled at the royal charms, 
Tumu!tuous love each beating boforn warms ; 
Intemperate rage a wordy war began ; 

But bold Telemachus affum’d tha mas: 
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_, . Che ery’d) your female difcord end, 
Ye deedlefs boaters! and the fong attend ; 
Obey that {weet compulfion, nor profane 
With diffonance the {mooth melodious ftrain. 
Pacific now prolong the jovial feat’ 
But when the dawn reveals the rofy eaft, 
I, to the peers affembled, fhall propofe 
The firm refolve, I here in few difclofe : 
No longer live the cankers of my court; 
All to your feveral ftates with {peed sofort ; 
Watte in wild riot what your land allows, 
Taere ply the early feaft, and late caroufe. 
But if, to honour loft, ’tis ftill decreed 
For you my bow! fhall flow, my flocks thall bleed ; 
dodge and revenge my right, impartial Jove !-- 
y him, and all th’ immortal thrones above, 
(A facred oath) each proud oppreffor, flain, 
Shall with inglorious gore this marble ftain. 
Aw'd by the prince, thus haughty, bold, and 
young, (tongue. 
Rage gnaw'd the lip, and wonder chain'’d the 
Silence at length thé gay Antiroiis broke, 
Conttrain’d a {mile, and thus ambiguous {poke: 
What God to your untutor’d youth affords 
This headlong torrent of amazing words? 
May Jove delay thy reign, and cumber late 
So bright a genwws with the toils of ftate ! 
Thofe toils (Telemachus ferene replies) 
Have pea. with all their weight, t’ allure the 
wile. 
Faft by the throne obfequiqus Fame refides, 
And wealth inceffant rolls her golden tides. 
Nor let Antinoiis rage, if ftrong defire 
Of wealth and fame a youthful bofom fire : 
Elect by Jove his delegate of tway, 
With joyous pride the fummons I'd obey. 
Whene’er Ulyffes roams the realm of night, 
Should factions power difpute my lineal right, 
Some other Greeks a fairer claim may plead ; 
To your pretence their title would precede. 
At leaft, the {ceptre loft, I ftill fhould reign 
Sole o’er my vaffals, and domeftic train. 
To this Eu:ymachus: To heaven alone 
Refer the choice to fill the vacant throne. 
Your patrimonal ftores in peace poffefs ; 
Undoubted, all your filial claim confefs : 
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Your private right fhould impious power invade, 
The peers of Ithaca would arm in aid. 

But fay, that flranger gueft who late withdrew, 
What and from whence? his name and lineage 
His grave demeanour and mayeftic grace _[fhew, 
Speak him defccnded of no vulgar race : 

Did he feme loan of ancient right require, 

@r came fore-runner of your {cepter’d fire ? 

Oh, fon of Polybus! the prince replies, 

No more my fire will glad thefe longing eyes: 
The queen’s fond hope inventive rumour cheers, 
Or vain diviners’ dreams divert her fears, 

That lg ie ps the Taphian realm obeys, 
A realm defended with incircling feas, 

Mentes, an ever-honour’d name of old 

High in Ulyffes’ focial lift inroll'd. 

Thus he, though confcious of th’ etherial gueft, 
Anfwer’d evafive of the fly requef. j 
Mean time the lyre rejoins the fprightly lay ; 
Love-dittied airs, and dance, conclude the day. 
But when the ftar of eve with golden light 
Adorn’d the matron-brow of fable night ; 

The mirthful train difperfing quit the court, 
And to their feveral domes to ref refort. 

A towering ftructure to the palace join’d ; 

To this his fteps the thoughtful prince inclin’d ; 
In his pavilion there, to fleep repairs ; 

The lighted torch, the fage Furyclea bears ; 
(Daughter of Ops, the juft Pifenor’s fon, 

For twenty beeves by great Laertes won; 

In rofy prime with charms attractive grac’d, 
Honaur'd by him, a gentle lord and chatte, 
With dear efteem: tao wife, with jcalous ftrife 
To taint the joys of {weet connubial life. 

Sole with Tclemachus her fervice ends, 

A Child the nurs’d him, and a man attends.) 

Whilft to his couch the prince himielf addreft, 
The duteous dame receiv'd the purple veft: 

The purple veft with decent care difpos’d, 

The filver ring fhe pull’d, the door reclos’d ; 

The bolt, obedient to the filken cord, 

To the ftrong ftaple’s inmoft depth reftor’d, 
Secur’d the valves. There wrapt in filent fhade, 
Penfive, the rules the Goddefs gave, he weigh'd; 
Stretch’d on the downy fleece, no reft he knows, 
And in his raptur’d foul the vifion glows, 
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THE ARGUMENT, 
The Council of Ithaca. 


Telemachus, in the affembly of the lords of Ithaca, complains of the injuftice done him by the fuitors, 
and infifts upon their departure from his palace; appealing to the princes, and exciting the people 
to declare againft them. The fuitors endeavour to juftify their ftay, at leaft till he fhall fend the 
queen to the court of Icarius her father; which he refufes. There appears a prodigy of two eagles 
in the fky, which an Augur expounds to the ruin of the fuitors. Telemachus then demands a veffel 
to carry him to Pylos and Sparta, there to inquire of his father’s fortunes. Pallas, in the fhape 


of Mentor (an ancient friend of Ulyffes), helps him to a hip 


aflifts him in preparing neceflaries for 


the voyage, and embarks with him that night; which concludes the fecond day trem the opening 


of the poem. 


The fcene continues in the palace of Ulyffes ig Ithaca. 
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Now reddening from the dawn, the morning-rny 
Glow’d in the front of heaven, and gave the day. 
The youthful hero, with returning light, 
Rofe anxious from th’ inquictndes of mght. 
A royal robe be wore with graceful pnde, 
A two-edg'd faulchion threateu'd by his fide, 
Embroider’é fandals clitter’d as he trod, 
And forth he mov'd majeftic as a God. 
Then by his heralds, rettlefs of delay, 
To council calls his peers: the peers obey. 
Svon as in folemn torm th’ aflembly fate, 
From his high dome himfelf defi endgin ftate. 
Bright in his hand a ponderous javelin fhin'd; 
Two dogs, a faithfal guard, attend behind ; 
Pallas with grace divine his form improves, 
And gazing crowds admire him as he moves. 
His father’s throne he Sll’d: while diftant ftood 
The hoary peers, and aged wifdom bow’'d. 
"Twas filence all. At laft Al gyptius {poke ; 
#Ecyptius, by his age and forrows broke: 
A length of days his foul with prudence crown’d, 
A length of days had bet him to the ground. 
His eldeft # hope in arms to Thon came, 
By great Wlyffes taught the path to fame ; 
But (haplefs youth) the hideous Cyclops tore 
His quivering limbs, and quaff'd his tpouting gore. 
Three fons remain'd : to climb with haughty fires 
The royal bed, Eurynomus afpires; 
The reft with duteous love his griefs affuage, 
And eafe the fire of half the cares of age. 
Yet ftill his Antiphus he loves, he mourns, 
And, as he flood, he fpoke and wept by turns: 
Since great Ulyfles fought the Phrygian plains, 
Within thefe wails inglorious filence reigns. 
Say then, ye peers, by whofe commands we megt ! 
Why here once more in tolemn council fit ? 
Ye young, ye old, the weighty caufe difctofe : 
Arrives fome meffage of invading foes? 
Or fay, does high neceffity of ftate 
Infpire fome patriot, and demand detate ? 
The prefent fynod fpeaks its author wife ; 
Affift him, Jove, thou regent of the fkies ! 
He fpoke. Telemachus with tranfport glows, 
Embrac'd the omen, and majeftic rofe 
(fis royal hand, th’ imperial fceptre {way’d) ; 
Then thus, addreffing to Egyptius, faid : 
Reverend old nan! 1g here confeft he ftands 
By whom ye meet; my grief yopr care demands. 
No Rory T unfold of public woes, ; 
Nor bear advices of impending foes: 
Peace the bleft land, and joys inceflant crown ; 
Of all this happy realm, I gricve alone. 
For my loft fire continual forrows fpring, 
The great, the good; your father, and your king. 
Yet morc; our houfe from its foundation bows, 
Our foes are powerful, and your fons the foes ; 
Hither, unwelcume to the queen, they come ; 
Why feek they not the rich Icarian dome ! 
Ef the muk wed, fram other haads require 
The dowry: is Telemachns her fire ? 
Yet through my court the nvife of revel rings, 
And watte the wife lity of kings. 
Scarce all my herds their kaxury faffce ; 
Scarce all my wine their midnight hours fupplies, 
Safe in my youth, in riot ftill they grow, 
Nor in the helplefs orphan dread a foe. 
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But come it will, the time when manhood grant? 
More powerful advocates than vain complaints. 
Approach that hour ' infufferable wrong 
Cries to the Gods, and vengeance fleeps too lung. 
Rife then, ye Peers! with virtuous anger rife! 
Your fame revere, bit moft th’ avenging fkies. 
By all the deathlefs powers that reign above, 
By righteous ‘Themis and by thundering Jove, 
(Themis, who gives to coynvils, or denies ; 
Succefs ; and humbles, or confirms the wite) 
Rife in my aid! fuffice the tears that flow  ‘ 
For my loft fire, nor add new woe to woe. 
If e’er he boie the fword to frengthen ill, 
Or, having power to wrong, Betray’d the will, 
On me, on me your kindled wrath affuage, 
And bid the voice of Jawlefs riot rage. 
If ruin to our royal race ye doom, 
Be you the {poilers, and our wealth confume. 
Then might we hope redrefs from jufter laws, 
And raife ail Ithaca to aid ouy caule : 
But while your fons commit th’ unpanifh’d wrong, 
You make the arm of violence too ftrong. 

While thus he fpoke, with tage and grief he 

frown'd, 

And dafh'd the imperial {ceptre to the ground. 
The big round tear hung trembling in his eye; 
The fynod priev'd, and gave a pitying figh, 
Then filent fate---at length Antinois burns : 
With hanghty rage, and fternly thus returns : 

O infolence of youth! whofe tongue affords 
Such railing eloquence, and war of words. 
Studious thy country’s worthies to defume, 

Thy erring voice difplays thy mother’s fhame. 

Elufive af the bridal day, the gives 

Fond hope to all, and all with hopes deceives. 

Did not the fun, through heaven’s wide azure 
roll'’d, 

For three long years the royal fraud behold ? 

While fhe, laborious, in delufien fpread 

The fpacious loom, and mix'd the various thread : 

Where as to life the wonderous hgures rife, 

Thus {poke th’ inventive queen, with artful fighs : 

“ Though cold in death Ulyiles breathes no 

“ more, 
“ Ceafe yet a while, to urge the bridal hour ; 
‘Ss Ceafe, tull to great Laertes J bequeath 
“A talk of grief, his orments of death; 
“© Left when the Fates his royal afhes claim, 
‘“« The Grecian matrons taint my fpotlefs tame ; 
‘© When he, whom living mighty realms obey’d, 
‘© Shall want in death a fhroud to grace his fhade.”* 

Thus fle : at once the generous train complies, 

Nor fraud miftrufts in Virtue’s fair difguile. 

The wgrk the ply’d; but, ftudious of delay, 

By night revers’d the labours of the day. 

While thrice the fun his annual journey made, 
The conicious lamp the midnight fraud furvey’dy 
Unheard, unfeen, three years her arts prevail; 
The fourth, her maid untojds th’ amazing tale. 
We faw, as unperceiv’d we toak our fand, 

The backward labours of her faithlefs hand. 
Then org’d, the perfects her illuftrious tails ; 

A wonderous monument of female wiles! 

Bot you, oh peers! and thou, oh prince! give ear 
(I fpeak aloud, that every Greek may hear) : 
Difmifs the queen: and 11 her fire approves, 

Let him efpoufe her to the peer the loves: 
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Rid inflant to prepare the bridal train, 
"° "a sace of princes wait in vain. 
Though with a grace divine her foul is bleft, 
And all Minerva breathes within her breaf, 
Iu wonderous arts than woman mare renown’'d, 
And more than woman with deep wifdom 
crown’d ; 
Though Tyro nor Mycene match her name, 
Nor great Alcmena (the proud boaft of Fame) 
Yet, thus by heaven adorn'd, by heaven's decree, 
She fhines with fatal excellence to thee : 
With thee, the bow! we drain, indulge the feaft, 
Till righteous heavea reclaim her ftubborn breait. 
What tho’ from polesto pole reiounds her name, 
The {on’s deftruction waits the mother’s fame : 
Kor, till the leaves thy court, it is decreed, 
Thy bowl to empty, and thy flock to bleed. 
While yet he {peahs, Telemachus replies: 
Ev’n nature flarts, and what ye afk denies. 
Thus, fhall I thus repay a mother’s carcs, 
Who gave me hfe, and nurs’d my infant years? 
While tad on foreign fhores Ulyffes treads, 
O: glides a ghalt with unappatent fhades ; 
How to Icarus in the bridal hour . 
Shall I, by wailte undone, refund the dower ? 
Iiow fiom my father fhould I vengeance dread ? 
How would my mother cusfe my hated head ? 
And while in wrath to vengeful fiends the cries, 
How fiom their kell would vengeful fiends arife ? 
Abhoir'd by all, accurs’d my name would grow, 
‘}he earth’s difg: ace, and human-kind my foe. 
If this dilpleafe, why urge ye here your ftay ? 
Hafte from the court, ye {puilers, hafte away: 
Waite in wild riot what your land allows 
Jhere ply the early featt, and late caroulé. 
But if, to honour loft, "tis fall decreed 
tor you my bow |s fhall flow, my docks fhall biced; 
Judge and afftrt my right, impartial Jove! 
by en and all th” ammortal hoit above, 
( 4 jacred oath) it heaven the power fupply, 
Vengeance I vow, and tor your wrongs ye die. 
With that, two eagles from a mountain’s height 
By fove’s command diredt their rapid flight ; 
Swift they defcend, with wing to wing conjoin’d, 
Stretch their broad pluimes, and float upon the 
wind, 
Above th’ affeabled pcers they wheel on high, 
And clang their wings, and Lovering beat the ky ; 
With ardent eyes the rival train they threat, 
And, fhrieking loud, denounce approaching Fate, 
Vhey cuff, they tear; their cheeks and neck they 
rend, [fcend : 
And from their plumes huge drops of blood de- 
Then, failing o'er the domes and towers, they fly 
Full tow’rd the eaft, and mount iato the iRy. 
The wondering rvals gaze with cares oppreft, 
And chilling horrors freeze in every breatt. 
Till, big with knowledge of approaching woes, 
The prince of augurs, Halatheries, rofe + 
Prefcient he view'd th’ arial tracks, and drew 
A fure prefage from every wing that flew. 
Ye fons (he cry’d) of Ithaca, give ear, 
Hear all! but chiefly you, ob rivals ! hear. 
Deftruction fure o'er all your heads impends ; 
Ulyffes comes, and death his fteps attends. 
Nor to the great alone is death decreed ; 
We and our guilt a ie mutt bleed. 


ae 
Why ceafe we then the wrath of heaven to flay? 
Be humbled all, and lead, ye Great! the way. 
For, lo! my words no fancy’d woes relate ; 

{ {peak from fcience, and the voice is fate. 

When great Ulyffes fought the Phrygian fhores 
To fhake with war proud Ilion’s lofty towers, 
Deeds then undone my faithful tongue foretold : 
Heaven feal’d my words, and you thofe deeds be« 
I fee ([ cry’d) his woes, a countles train; hold. 
] {ec his friends o’erwhelm’d beneath the main; 
How twice ten years from fhore to fhore he roams; 
Now twice ten years are pat, and now he comes! 

‘To whom Eurymachus---Fly, dotard, fly ! 
With thy wife dreams, and fables of the iky. 

Go prophecy at home; thy fonsadvile: _ [thies, 
Here thou art fage in vain—-I better read th» 
Unnumber’d birds glide through th’ aerial way, 
Vagrants of air, and unforeboding ftray. 

Cold in the tomh, or in the deeps beluw, 

Ulyffes lies: oh, wert thou laid as low! 

Then would that bufy head no breils fuggeft, 
Nor fire to rage Telemachus’s breatt- 

Fjom him fome bribe thy venal tongue requires, 
And inteteft, not the God, thy voice infpires, 

His guidelets youth, if thy experienc'd age 

Mificd fallacious into idle rage, 

Vengeance delerv’d thy malice thall reprefs, 

And but augment the wrongs thow wouldft re. 
Telemachus may bid the queen repair {drefs, 
To great Icarius, whole paternal care 

W.1l guide her paffion, and reward her choice, 
With wealthy dower, and bridal gifts of price. 
Till fhe retires, determin'd we remain, 

And both the prince and augur threat in vain ; 
His pride of words, and thy wild dream of fate, 
M@\ve not the brave, or only move their hate. 
‘Threat on, O Prince! elude the bridal day, 
Threat on, till all thy ftores in wafte decay. 
True, Greece affords a train of lovely dames, 

In wealth and beauty worthy of our flames; 

But never from this nobler {wit we ceafe ; 

For wealth aud beauty lefs than virtue pleafe. 

To whom the youth: Since then in vain I tell 
My numerous woes, in filence let them dwell. 
But Heaven, and all the Greeks, have heard mg 

Wrongs : 
To Heaven, and all the Grecks, 
Yet this I aik, (nor be it afk’d to vain) 
A bark to waft me o’er the rolling mam ; 
The realins of Pyle and Sparta to explore, 
And ifeek my royal fire from fhore to fhore : 
If, or to Fame his deubtful Fete be known, 
Or to be learn’d from oracles alone? 
If yet he lives; with patience I forboer, 
Till the fleet hours reftore the circling year : 
But if already wandering in the train 
Of empty fhades; I meafure back the mais 
Plant the fair column o’er the mighty dead, 
And yield his confort to the nuptial bed. 

He ceas'd; and while the peers abafh'd attend, 
Mentor arofe, Wlyfes” faithin! friend : 

[When fierce in arms he fought the {cones of war, 
‘“* My friend, (he cry’d) my palace be thy care; 
“‘ Years rotl’d on years my godlike fire decay, 

“* Guard thou his age, and his behefts obey.””] 
Stern as he rofe, he caft his eyes around, [frown'd: 
That flafh’d with rage; and as he fpoke, he 


tod 


Taz facred fun, above the waters rais’d, 
Through beaven’s eternal brazen portals blaz’d ; 
And wide o'er earth diffus’d his cheering ray, 
To Gods end men to give the golden day. 
Wow on the coaft of Pyle the veffel falls, 
Before old Neleus’ venerable walls, 

There, fuppliant to the monarch of the flond, 
At nine green theatres the Pylians ftood, 

Each held five hundred (a deputed train), 

At each, nine oxen on the fand lay flain. 

"They take the entrails, and the altars load 
With fmoking thighs an offering to the God. 
Fall for the port the Ithacenfians ftand, 

And furl their fails, and iffue on the land. 
Telemachus already preft the fhore ; 
Not firft, the Power of Wifdom march’d before; 
And, ere the facrificing throng he join’d, 
Admonifh’d thus his well-attending mind: 

Proceed, my fon! this youthful ee expel ; 
An honeft bulinefs never biuth to tell. 

To learn what fates thy wretched fire detain, 
We pafs’d the wide, immeafurable main. 
Meet then the fenior far renown'd for fenfe, 
With reverend awe, but decent confidence : 
Urge him with truth to frame his fair replies; 
And fure he will: for Wiféom never lics. 

Oh, tell me, Mentor ! tell me, faithful guide, 
(The youth with prudent modefty reply’d) 
How fhall I nreet, or how accoft the fage, , 
Unfkill'd in fpeech, nor yet mature of age ? 
Awful th’ approach, and hard the tafk appears, 
To queftion wifely men of riper years. 

To whom the martial Goddcfs thus rejoin’d : 
Search, for fome thoughts, thy own fuggefting 


mind ; 

And others, dictated by heavenly power, 
Shail rife fpontaneous in the needful hour. 
For nought unprofperous thall thy ways attend, 
Born with good omeas, and with heaven thy friend. 

She fpoke, and led the way with fwifteft fpeed. 
As fowift, the youth purfued the way fhe led; 
And join’d the band before the facred fire, 
Where fate, encompaft with his fons, the fire. 
The youth of Pylos, fome on pointed wood 
Transfix’d the fragments, fome prepar’d the food. 
In friendly throngs they gather to embrace 
Their unknown guefts, and at the banquct place. 
Pififtsatus was firft, to grafp their hands, 
And fpread foft hides upon the yellow fands ; 
Along the fhore th’ illuftrious pair he led, 
Where Neflor fate with youthful Thrafymed. 
To each a portion of the feaft he bore, 
And held the golden goblet foaming o’er ; 
Then firft approaching to the elder gueft, 
The latent Goddefs in thefe words addretft : 
Whoe’er thou art, whom Fortune brings to keep 
The rites of Neptune, monarch of the deep, 
The firft it fits, oh ftranger ! to prepare 
Thee due libation and the folemn prayer : 
Then give thy friend to thed the facred wine : 
Though much thy younger, and his years like 

mine, 

He too, I deem, implores the Powers divine: 
For all mankind alike require their gface, 
Ail bora to want; a miferable race! 

He fpake, ‘and to her hand preferr’d the bow! : 
A fecret pleafure touch’d Athena’s foul, 


POPE'S HOMER. 


To fee the preference due to facred agé 
Regarded ever by the juft and fage. 
Of Ocean's king fhe then implores the grace: 
Oh, thou ! whole arms this ample globe embrace, ° 
Fulfil our with, and let thy gtory fhine 
On Neftor firft, and Neftor’s royal line ; 
Next grant the Pylian ftates their juft defires, 
Pleas’d with their hccatomb’s afcending fires; 
Laft deign Telemachus and me to blefs, 
And crown our voyage with defir'd fuccefs. 
Thus fhe; and, having paid the rite diviné, 
Gave to Ulyffes’ fon the rofy wine. 
Suppliant he pray’d. And, now the victims dreft, 
They draw, divide, and celebrate the feaft. 
The banquet done, the narrative old man, 
Thus mild, the pleafing conference began : 
Now, gentle guefs ! the genial banquet o’er, 
It fits to afk you, what your native fhore, 
And whence your race? on what adventure, fay, 
Thus far ye wander through the watery way? 
Relate (if bufinefs, or the thirft of gain, 
Engage your journey o’er the pathiefs main: 
Where favage pirates feek through ieas unknown 
The lives of others, venturous of their own. 
Urg’d by the precepts by the Goddefs given, 
And fill’d with confidence infus’d from heaven, 
The youth, whom Pallas deftin’d to be wife 
And fam’d among the ions of men, replies : 
Inquir’f thou, father ! from what coatt we came ? 
(Oh, grace and glory of the Grecian name |} 
From where high Ithaca o’erlooks the floods, 
Brown with o’erarching fhades and pendent 
Us to thefe fhores our filial duty draws,  [waods,’ 
A private forrow, not a public caufe. 
My fite J feek, where-e’er the voice of Fame 
Has told the glories of his noble name, 
The great Ulyffes; fam’d from fhore to fhore 
For valour much, for hardy {uffering more. 
Long time with thee before prond Ilion’s wal), 
In arms he fought; with thee beheld her fall. 
Of all the chiefs, this hero's fate alone 
Has Jove referv'd, unheard of, and unknown ;’ 
Whether in fields by hoftile fury Min, 
Or funk by tempefts in the gulfy main ? 
Of this to learn, oppreft with tender fears, 
Lo! at thy knee his fuppliant fon appears. 
If or thy certain eye, or curious ear, 
Have laarnt his fate, the whole dark ftory clear: 
And, oh! whate’er heaven deftin’d to betide, 
Let neither flattery {mooth, nor pity hide. 
Prepar’d I ftand : he was but born to try 
The lot of man; to fufler and to die. 
Oh then, if ever through the ten years war 
The wile, the good Ulyfics claim’d thy care ; 
If e’er*he join’d thy council, or thy fword, 
True in his deed, and conftant to his word : 
Far as thy miad through batkward time can fee, 
Search ail thy fteres of faithful memory : 
*Tis facred Truth I afk, and afk of thee. 
To him experienc’d Neftor thus rejoin'd : 
O friend ! what fatrows doft thou bring to mint? 
Shall 1 the Jong laborious fcene review, 
And open all the wounds of Greece anew ? 
What toils by ica! where dark in queft of prey 
Daantlefs we rov'd, Achilles led the way : 
What toils by land! where miz'd in fatal fight 
Such numbers fell, fuch heroes funk to night: 
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There Ajax great, Achilles there the brave, 

Thete wrfe Fatroclus, fill an eatly grave: 

There too my fon---ah, once my bef delight, 

Once fwift of fout, and terrible in fight; 

In whom ftern courage with foft virtue join’d, 

A. faultlefs bady, and a blamelefs mind : 

Antilochus---what more can I relate? 

How trace the tedious feries of our fate ? 

Not added years qn years my tafk could clofe, 

The long hifterian of my country’s woes: 

Back tothy native iflands might’ft thou fail, 

And leave half-heard the melancholy tale. 

Nine painful years on that detefted fhore, 

What ftratagems we form’d, what toils we bore ! 

Still labouring on, tilltcarce at laft we found 

Great Jove propitious, and our congueft crown’d. 

Far o’er the reft thy mighty father fhin’d, 

In wit, in prudence, and in force of mind. 

Art thou the fon of that illuftrious fire ? 

With joy I grafp thee, and with love admire. 

So like your voices, and your words fo wife, 

Who finds thee younger muft confult his eyes. 

Thy fire and I were one ; nor vary’d ought 

In public fentence, or in private thought ;e 

Alike to cauncil or th’ aflembly came, 

With equal fouls, and fentiments the fame. 

But when (hy Wiidom won) proud Iban burn’d, 

And in their fhips the conquering Greeks re- 
turn'’d ; 

*Twas God's high will the victors to divide, 

And turn :h’ event, confounding humaa pride : 

Some he deftroy’d, fome {catter’d as the dutt, 

(Not all were prudent, and not all were juft). 

Then Difcord, tent by Pallas trom above, 

Stern daughter of the great avenger Jove, @ 

The brother-kings in{pir'd with fell debate ; 

Who call’d to council all th’ Achaian flate, 

But call’d untimely (not the facred rite 

Obferv'd, nor heedful of the fetting light, 

Nor herald {worn the feffion te proclaim). 

Sour with debauch a reeling tribe they came. 

To thefe the caufe of meeting they explain, 

And Menelaiis moves to crofs the main ; 

Not fo the king of men: he will'd to flay : 

Thefe facred rites and hecatombs to pay, 

And calm Minerva’s wrath. Oh, blind to 
Fate! 

The Gods not lightly change their love, or hate. 

With irefu) taunts each other they oppate, 

Till in loud tumult all the Greeks arafe. 

Now different counfels every brealt divide, 

Each burns with rancour to the adverfe fide : 

Th’ unquiet night ftrange projets eutertain’d 

(So Jove, that urg’d us to our fate, ordain’d). 

We with the rifing morn our Hine seer? t 

And brought our captives and our ftores aboard ; 

But half the people with retpect obey'd 

The king of men, and at his bidding ftay’d. 

Now on the wings of winds our courfe we keep 

(For God had {mooth'd the waters of the deep); 

For Tenedos wr fpread our eager oars, 

There land, and pay due victims to the Powers: 

To blefs our fafe return we join in prayer ; 

But angry Jove difpers'’d our vows in air, 

And rais’d a difcord. ‘Then ({o Heaven de- 
cree 


Olyffes firt and Nefor difagreed : 


ee es 
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Wife as he was, by various counfels fway'd, - 
He there, thowgh late, to pleafe the monarch, 
But I, determin’d, ftem the foamy floods, [ftay'd. 
Warn’d of the coming fury of the Gods. 
With us, Tydides fear’d, and urg'd his hafe ; 
And Menelaiis came, but came the laft. 
He join’d our veffels in the Lefpian bay, 
While yet we doubted of our waters way ; 
If to the right to urge the pilot’s toil, 
(The fafer road) befide the Piyrian ifle ; 
Or the ftraight courfe to rocky Chios plough, 
And ancher under Mima’s fhaggy brow ? 
We fought direction of the Power divine : 
The God propitious gave the guiding fign ; 
Through the miid {eas he bid our navy fteer, 
And in Eabcea fhun the woes we fear. 
The whiftling winds already wak’d the fky; 
Before the whiftling winds the veffels fly, 
With rapid fwiftnefs cut the liquid way, 
And reach Gereftus at the point of day. 
There hecatombs of bulls, to Neptune flair, 
High-flaming pleafe the monarch of the main. 
The fourth day fhone, when all their labours 

o'er, 

Tydides’ veffels tonch’d the with’d-for fhore. 
But I to Pylos fcud before the gales, 
The Gods ftill breathing on my fwelling fails; 
Separate from all, I {afely landed here ; 
Their fates ot fortunes never seach’d my ear. 
Yet what I learn’d, attend; as here I fate, 
And afk’d each voyager each heto’s fate ; { 
Curious to know, and willing to zelate. 

Safe reach’d the Myrmidous their native land, 
Beneath Achilles’ warlike fon’s command. 
Thole, whom the heir of great Apollo’s art, 
Braves Philoctetes, taught to wing the dart; 
And thofe whom Idomen from Hiou’s plain 


' Had led, fecurely croft the dreadful main. 

| How Agamensnon touch’d his Argive coaft, 

| And how his life by fraud and force he loft, 

| And how the murderer paid his forfeit bre:.th ; 

| What lands fo diftant from that fcene of death 

. But trembling heard the fame; and, heard, ad- 


mire 


| Huw well the fon appeas’d the flaughter’d fire ! 


Ev’n to th’ unhappy, that unjuftly bleed, 
Heaven gives potterity, t’ avenge the deed. 
Su fell Aigyfthus ; and may’ft thou, my fiend, 
(On whom the virtues of thy fire deicend) 
Make future times thy equal act adore, 
And be what brave Oreftes was betore [ 
The prudent youth reply’d: O thou the grace 
And lafting glory of the Grecian race ! 
Juft was the vengeance, and to lateft days 
Shall long podberity refound the praife. 
Some God this arm with equal prowels blefs ! 
And the proud fuitors fhall its force confefs : 
Tnjurious men! who while my foul is fore 
Of fret affronts, are meditating more. 
But Heaven denies this honour te my hand, 
Nor fhall my father repoffeds the Jand: 
The father’s fortume never to return, 
And the fad fon’s to fuffer and to mourn? 
Thus he; and Neftor took the word: My foa, 
Is it then true, as diftant rumours run, 
That crowds of rivals for thy ‘nother’s charms 
Thy palace fill with infults aed alasmue? 
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Say, is the fault through tame fubmiffion thine? 
Or, leagued againft thee, do thy pore join, { 
Mov'd by fome oracle, or voice divine ? 
And yet who knows, but ripening lies in fate 
An hour of vengeance for th’ afflicted ftate ; 
When great Ulyffes hall fupprefs thefe harms, 
Ulyffes fingly, or all Greece in aims. 
But if Athena, war's trrumphant maid, 
The happy fon will, as the father, aid, 
(Whofe fame and fafety was her conitant care 
In every danger and in every war: 
Never on man did heavenly favour fhine 
With rays fo ftrong, diftinguith’d, and divine, 
As thofe with which Minerva mark'd thy fire) 
So might fhe love thee, fo thy foul infpire ! 
Soon fhould their hopes in humble duft be laid, 
And long oblivion of the bridal bed. 

Ah! no fuch hope (the prince with fighs re- 

plies) [nies. 

@an touch my breaft; that bleffing Heaven de- 
Ev'n by celeftial favour were it given, 
Fortune or Fate will crofs the will of Heaven. 

What words are thefe, and what imprudence 

thine ? 
(Thus interpos'd the martial Maid divine) 
Forgetful youth! but know, the Power above 
With eafe can fave each object of his love ; 
Wide as his will extends his boundlefs grace : 
Wor loft in time, nor circumfcrib’d by place. 
Happier his lot, who, many forrows paft, 
Long labouring gains his natal fhore at laft ; 
‘Than who, too fpeedy, haftes to end his life 
By fome ftern rufhian, or adulterous wife. 
Death onlf is the lot which none can mifs, 
And all is poffible to Heaven, but this. 
The beft, the deareit favourite of the fky 
Muf tafte that cup, for mani born to die. 
‘Thus check‘, reply’d Ulyffes’ prudent heir : 
Mentor, no more---the mournful thought forbear ; 
For he no more muft draw his country’s breath, 
Already fnatch’d by fate, and the black doom of 
death : 
Pafs we to other fubjects; and engage 
On themes remote the venerable fage 
(Who thrice has feen the perifhable kind 2 
Of men decay, and through three ages fhin’d 
Like Gods majeftic, and like Gods in mind). S 
For much he knows, and juft conclufions draws, 
From various precedents, and various laws. 
O fon of Neleus! awful Neftor, tell 
How he, the mighty Agamemnon, fell ? 
By what ftrange fraud Acgyfthus wrought, relate 
(By force he could not) fuch a hero’s fate? 
Liv’d Menelaiis not in Greece ! or where 
Was then the martial brother’s pious care ? 
Condemn’d perhaps fome foreign fhore to tread ; 
Or fure ALgyfthus had not dar’d the deed. 

To whom the full of days: Tluftrious youth ! 
Attend (though partly thou ha& gueft) the truth. 
For had the martial Menelaiis found 
The ruffian breathing yet on Argive ground ; 
Nor earth had hid his carcafe from the fkies, 
Nor Grecian virgins fhriek’d his obfequies. 

But fowls obfcene difmember’d his remains, 

And dogs had torn him on the naked plains. 
While us the works of bloody Mars employ’d, 
The szntoa youth inglorious peace enjoy’d ; 
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He, ftretch’d at eafe in Argos’ calm recefs, 
(Whofe ftately fteeds luxuriant paftures blefs} 
With flattery’s infinuating art 

Sooth'd the frail queen, and poifon'd all her heart. 
At firft, with worthy fhame and decent pride, 
The royal dame his lawlefs fuit deny'd. 

For virtue’s image yet poffeft her mind, 

Taught by a matter of the tuneful kind : 
Atrides, patting from the Trojan war, 

Confign’d the youthful confort to his care. 

True to his charge, the bard preferv’d her long 
In honour’s limits ; fuch the power of fong. 
But when the Gods thefe obje¢ts of their fate 
Drage’d to deftruction, by the links of fate ; 

The bard they banifh’d from his native foil, 

And left all helplefs in a defert ifle : 

There he, the fweeteft of the facred train, 

Sung dying to the rocks, but fung in vain. 

Then Virtue was no more ; her guard away, 

She féll, to luft a voluntary prey. 

Ev’n to the temple ftalk'd th’ adulterous {poufe, 
With impious thanks, and mockery of vows, 
With images, with gatments, and with gold ; 
And odvrous fumes from loaded altars roll'd. 

Mean time from flaming Troy we cut the way; 

With Menelaiis, through the curling fea. 

But when to Sunium’s facred point we came, 
Crown’d with the temple of the Athenian dame ; 
Atrides’ pilot, Phrontes, there expir’d 

(Phrontes, of all the fons of men admir’d 

To fteer the bounding bark with fteady toil, 
When the ftorm thickens, and the billows boil) : 
While yet he exercis’d the feerman’s art, 
Apollo touch’d him with his gentle dart ; 

Even With the rudder in his hand he fell. 

To pay whofe honours to the fhades of hell, 

We check’d our hafte, by pious office bound, 
And laid our old companion in the ground. 

And now, the rites difcharg’d, our courfe we keep 
Far on the gloomy bofom of the deep: 

Soon as Malza’s mifty tops arife, 

Sudden the Thunderer blackens all the fkies, 
And the winds whiftle, and the furges roll 
Mountains on mountains, and obfcure the pole. 
The tempeft {catters and divides dur fleet : 

Part the ftorm urges on the coaft of Crete, 
Where, winding round the rich Cydonian plain, 
The ftreams of Jardan iffue to the main. 

There ftands a rock, high eminent and fteep, 
Whofe fhaggy brow o’erhangs the fhady deep, 
And views Gortyna on the weftern fide ; 

On this rough Aufter drove th’ impetuous tide : 
With broken force the billows roll’d away, 

And heav’d the fleet into the neighbouring bay ; 
Thus oie from death, they gain’d the Phaftan 

10res, 


“With thatter’d veffels, and difabled oars : 


But five tall barks the winds and waters toft, 
Far from their fellows on th’ Augyptian coaft. 
There wander’d Menelans through foreign fhores, 
Amaffing gold, and gathering naval ftores ; 
While curft Aogyfthus the detefted deed 

By fraud fulfill’d, and his great brother bled. 
Seven years the traitor rich Mycenz fway’d, 
And his ftern rule the groaning land obey'd ¢ 
The eighth, from Athens, to his realm reftor’d, 


| Oreftes brandith’d the reverfging fword, 
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blew the dire-pair, and gave to funeral flame 
The vile affaffin, and adulterous dame. 

That day, ere yet the bloody triumphs ceafe, 
Return'd Atrides to the coaft of Greece. 

And fafe to Argos’ port his navy brought, ‘é 
With gifts of price and ponderous treafure fraught. 
Hence watn’d, my fon, beware! nor idly ftand 
Too long a ftranger to thy native land ; 

Left heedlefs abfence wear thy wealth away, 
While lawlefs feafters in thy palace {way ; 
Perhaps may feize thy realm, and fhare the 
And thou return with difappointed toil, [{poil ; 
From thy vain journey, to a rifled ifle. 

Howe'er, my friend,’indulge one labour mote, 
And feek Atrides on the Spartan fhore. 

He, wandering long, a wider circle made, 

And many-languag'd nations has furvey’d ; 

And meaitur’d tracts unknown to other fhips 
Amid the monftreus wonders of the deeps; 

(A length of ocean and unbounded fky, 

lich fearce the fea-fowl in a year o’erfly)i 
Go then; to Sparta take the watery way, 

Thy fhip and failots but for orders ftay » 

Or, if by land thou choofe thy courfe to bend, 
My fteeds, my chariots, and my fons attend: 
Thee to Atrides they fliall fafe convey, 
Guides of thy road, companions of thy way. 
Urge him with truth to frame his free replies, 
And {ure he will ; for Menelaus is wife, 

Thus while he fpeaks, the ruddy fun deicends, 
And twilight grey her evening fhade extends. 
Then thus the blue-ey’d Maid: O full of days! 

ile are thy words, and juft are all thy ways. 
Now immolate the tongues, and mix the wine, 
Sacred to Neptune and the Powers divine. 
‘The lamp of day is quench’d beneath the 
And foft approach the balmy hours of fleep : 
Nor fits it to prolong the heavenly feaft, 
Timelets, indecent, but retire to reft. 

So fpake Jove’s daughter, the celeflial Maid. 
The fober train attended and obey’d. 
The facred heralds on their hands around 
Pour’d the full urns; the youths the goblets 

crown’d : 

From bow] to bow] the holy beverage flows: 
While to the final facrifice they rofe. 
The tongues they caft upon the fragrant flame, 
And pour, above, the confecrated ftream. 
And now, their thirft by copious draughts allay‘d, 
The youthful hero and th’ Athenian Maid. 
P.opofe departure from the finifh'd rite, 
And in their hollow bark to pafs the night : 
But this the hofpitable fage deny'd. 
Forbid it Jove! and all the Gods! he ery‘, 
Thus from my walls the much-lov’d fon to fend 
Of fuch a hero, and of fuch a friend ! 
Me, as fome needy peafant, would ye leave, 
Whom Heaven denies thebleffing to relieve ? 
Me would you leave, who boaft imperial fway, 
When beds of royal ftate invite your ttay? 
No-long as life this mortal fhall infpiie, 
Or as my children imitate their fire, 
Here fhall the wandering ftranger find his home, 
And hofpitable rites adorn the dome. 

Well a thou ipoke, (the blue-ey’d Majg re 

es ° te 
Belov'd old man! benevolent as wife. 
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Be the kind didtates of thy heart obey’d, 

And let thy words ‘Telemachus perfuade : 

He to thy palace fhall thy ftcps purfue ; 

I to the fhip to give the orders due, t 
Pref{cribe directions, and confirm the crew. 

For I alone fuftain their naval cares, 

Who buaft experience from thefe filver hairs; 

All youths the reft, whom to this journey move 
Like years, like tempets, and their prince's love. 
There in the veffel thall I pafs the night ; 

And foon as morning paints the fields of light, 

1 go fo challenge from the Gaucons bold, 

A debt, contracted in the days of old. 

But this thy gueft, recciv’d with fiiendly care, 
Let thy ftrong courfers fwift to Sparta bear ; 
Prepare thy chariot at the dawn of day, 

And be thy fon companion of his way. 

Then turning with the word, Minerva flies, 
And foars an eagle through the liquid fkies. 
Vifion divine! the throng’d fpectatois gaze 
In holy wonder fix’d, and {till amaze. 

But chief the reverend fage admir’d; he took 
The band of young Telemachus, and {poke : 

Oh, happy youth! and favour'd of the tkies, 
Diftinguifh’d care of guardian Deities ! 

Whofe early years for future worth engage, 
No vulgar manhood, no ignoble age. 

For, lo! none other of the court .bove 
Than fhe, the daughter of almighty Jove, 
Pallas herfelf, the war-triumphaat maid, 
Confeft is thine, as once thy father’s aid. 

So guide me, Goddefs ! fo propitious thine 
On me, my confort, and my royal line ! 

A yearling bullock to thy name fhall {moke, 
Unstam’d, unconfcious of the galling yoke, 
With ample forehead, and yet tender horns, 
Whole budding honours ductile gold adorns, 

Submiffive thus the hoary fire preferr’d 
His holy vow: the favouring Goddefs heard. 
Thea, flowly rifing, o’er the fandy ipace 
Precedes the father, follow’d by his race, 

(A long procetfion) timely marching home 

In comely order to the regal dome. 
There when arriv’d, ou thrones around hin plac’d, 
His fons and grandfons the wide circle grac'd. 
To thefe the hofpitable fage, in fign 

Of focial welcome, mix’d the racy wine 

(Late fiom the mellowing cafk reftor‘d to light, 
By ten long years refin’d, and rofy-bright). 

To Pallas high the foaming bowl he crown'd, 
And fprinkled large libations on the ground, 
Each drinks a full oblivion of his cares, 

And to the gifts of balmy fleep repairs. 

Deep in a rich alcove the prince was laid, 

And flept beneath the pompous colonade ; 

Fait by his fide Pififtratus lay {pread, 

(In age is equal) on a Splendid bed: 

But in an inner court, fecusely clos‘d, 

The reverend Neftor and his queen repos’d. 

When now Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 
With rofy lutire purpled o’er the lawn; 

The old man early rofe, walk’d forth, and fate 
On polifh’g ftone before his palace-gate : 
With unguents fmooth the lucid marble fhone, 
Where ancient Nelcus fate, a ruftic throne; 
But he defcending to th’ infernal ihade, 

Suge Neftor fill’d it, and ae ceptre fway'd. 


dy 
His fons around him mild obcifance pay, 
And duteous take the orders of the day. 
Firft Echephron and Stratius quit their bed : 
Then Perfeus, Aretus, and Thiafymed ; 
The laft Pififtratus arofe from reft : 
They came, and near him plac’d the ftranger- 
To thefe the fenior thus declar’d his will: [gueft. 
My fons! the diétates of your fire fulhl. 
To Pallas, firft of Gods, prepare the featt, 
Who grac’d our rites, a more than mertal gueft. 
Let one, difpatchful, bid fome fwain to lead 
A well-fed bullock from the graffy mead ; 
One feek the harbour where the veflels moor, 
And bring thy friends, Telemachus : afhore 
(Leave only two the galley to attend); 
Another to Laerceus muft we fend, 
Artift divine, whofe flulful hands infold 
‘The victim’s horn with circumfafile gold. 
‘The reft may here the pious duty fhare, 
And bid the handmaids for the feaft prepare, 
"The feats to range, the fragrant wood to bring, 
And limpid waters from the living {pring. 

He faid, and bufy each his care beftow’d: 
Already at the gates the bullock low’d, 
Already came the Ithacenfian crew, 
‘The dextrous {mith the tools already drew : 
His ponderous hammer, and his anvil found, 
And the ftrong tongs to turn the metal round. 
Nor was Minerva abfent from the rite, 
She view’d her honours, and enjoy’d the fight. 
With reverend hand the king prefents the gold, 
Which round th’ intorted horns the gilder 

roll’d, 

So wrought, as Pallas might with pride behold. 
Young Aretus from forth his bridal bower ~~ 
Brought the full laver, o’er their hands to pour, 
And canifters of confecrated flour. 
Stratius and Echephron the victim led ; 
The axe was held by warlike Thrafymed, 
In act to itrike: before him Perfeus ftood, 
‘The vafe extending to receive the blood. 
"Vhe king himfelf initiates to the Power ; 
Scatters with quivering hand the facred flour, 
And the ftream fprinkles : from the curling brows 
The hair collected in the fire he throws. 
Soon as due vows on every part were paid, 
And facred wheat upon the victim laid, 
Strong Thrafymed difcharg'd the fpeeding blow 
Full on his neck, and cut the nerves in two. 
Down funk the heavy beaft: the females round, 
Maids, wives, and matrons, mix a fhrilling found. 
Nor fcorn’d the qneen the holy choir to join 
(The firft-born the, of old Clymenus’ line ; 
In youth by Neftor lov’d, of fpotlefs fame, 
Aad lov’din age, Eurydice her name). 
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From earth they rear him, ftruggling now with 
death ; 

And Neftor’s youngeft ftops the vents of breath. 

The foul for ever flies: on all fides round 

Streams the black blood, and {mokes upon the 

round. 

The beaft they then divide, and difunite 

The ribs and limbs, obfervant of the rite: 

On thefe, in double cawls involv'd with art, 

The choiceit morfels lay from every part. — ¢ 

The facred fage before his altar ftands, 

Turns the burnt-offering with his holy hands, 

And pours the wine, and bids the flames afpire : 

The youth with inftruments fuiround the fire, 

The thighs now facrific’d, and entrails dreft, 

Th’ affiftants part, transfix, and broil the rett. 

While thefe officious tend the rites divine, 

The laft fair branch of the Neftorean line, 

Sweet Polycafte, took the pleating toil 

To bathe the prince, and pour the fragrant oil. 

O’er his fair limbs a flowery veft he threw, 

And iffued, like a God, to mortal view. 

His former feat befide the king he found 

(His people’s father with his peers around) ; 

All plac’d at eafe the holy banquet join, 

And in the dazzling goblet laughs the wine. 
The rage of thirft and hunger now fuppreft, 

The monarch turns him to his royal guek ; 

And for the promis’d journey bids prepare 

The {mooth-hair’d horfes, and the rapid car. 

Obfervant of his word ; the word fcarce fpoke, 

The fons obey, and join them to the yoke. 

Then bread and wine a ready handmaid brings, 

And préfents, fuch as fuit the {tate of kings. 

The glittering feat Telemachus afcends ; 

His taithful guide Pififtratus attends ; 

With hafty hand the ruling reins he drew : 

He lafh’d the ceurfers, and the courfers flew. 

Beneath the bounding yoke alike they held 

Vheir equal pace, and {mok'd along the field. 

The towers of Pylos fink, its views decay, 

Ficlds after fields fly back, till clofe of day: 

‘Then funk the fun, and darken’d all the way.’ 
To Pheraz now, Diocleus’ ftately feat 

(Of Alpheus’ race), the weary youths retreat. 

His houfe affords the hofpitable rite, 

And pleas’d they fleep (the bleffing of the night). 

But when Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 

With rofy luttre purpled o’er the fawn; 

Again they mount, their journey to renew, 

And from the founding portico they flew. 

Along the waving fields their way they hold, 

The fields receding as the charjor roll'd : 

‘Chen ffowly funk the ruddy globe of light, 

And o’er the fhaded landfcape rufh’d the night. 
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IV. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Conference with Menelaus. - 


Telemachus with Piliftratus arriving at Sparta, is hofpitably received by Menelaus, to whom he re. 
lates the caufe of his coming, and learns froth him many particulars of what befel the Groeks fince 
the deitruction ofe Troy. He dwells more at large upon the prophecies of Proteus to him in his re« 
turn; from which he acquaints Telemachus, that Ulyfles is detained in the ifland of Calypfo. 

In the mean time the fuitors confult tu deftroy Telemachus in his voyage home. Penelope is apprifed 
of this; but comforted in a dream by Pallas, in the fhape of her fifter Ipthima. 


Ap now proud Sparta with their wheels re- 
founds, 
Sparta whole walls a range of hills furronnds : 
At the fair dome the rapid labour ends ; 
Where fate Atrides ’midft his bridal triends, 
With double vows invoking Hymen’s power, 
To blefs his fons and daughters nuptial hour. 
That day, to great Achilles’ fon refign’d, 
Hermnone, the faireft of the kind, 
Was {ent to crown the long-protracted joy; 
Efpous’d before the final doom of Troy: 
With fteeds and gilded cars, a gorgeous train 
Attend the nymph to Phthia’s diftant reign. 
Mean while at home, to Megapenthes’ bed 
The virgin-choir Alector’s daughter led. 
Brave Megapenthes, from a ftol’n amour 
To great Atrides’ age his handmaid bore: 
To Helen's bed the Gods alone aflign 
Hermione, t’ extend the regal line ; 
On whom a radiant pomp of Graces wait, 
Refembling Venus in attractive ftate. 
While this gay friendly troop the king furround, 
With fettival and mirth the roofs refound : 
A bard amid the joyous circle fings 
High airs, attemper’d to the vocal ftrings 3 
Whilft, warbling to the varied ftrain, advance 
Two {prightly youths to form the bounding dance. 
*T was then, that, iffuing through the palace gate, 
The {plendid car roil’d ilow in regal ftate: 
On the bright eminence young Neftor fone, 
And faft betide him gieat Ulyifes’ fon: 
Grave Eteoneus faw the pomp appear, 
And, {peeding, thus addreft the royal ear: 
Two youths approach, whole femblant features 
rove 
Their blood devolving from the foutce of Jove. 
Is due reception deign'd, or muft they bead 
Their doubtful courte to {eek a diftant friend ? 
Infenfate! (with a figh the king replies) 
Too long, misjudging, have I thought thee wile : 
But fure ielentlefs folly fleels thy brea, 
Obtdurate to reject the ftranger-guelt ; 
To thofe dear hofpitable rites a foe, 
Which in my wanderings oft rehew’d my woe: 
Ted by the bounty of another’s board, 
Till pitying fove my native 1¢éaim reftor’d.-- 
Straight be the courfers frum the car releatt, 
Conduét the youths to grace the genial featt. 
The feneichal *ebuk’d in hafte withdrew ; 
With equal hatte a meriial train purtue s 


Part led the courfeis, from the car enlarg’d, 
Each to a crib with choiceft grain furcharg’d; 
Part in a portico, profufely grac’d 

With rich magnificence, the chariot plac’d : 
Then to the dome the friendly pair invite, 

Who eye the dazzling roofs with vaft delight; 
Refplendent as the blaze of fummer-noon, 

Or the pale radiance of the midnight moon. 
From room to room théir eager view they bend 5 
Thence to the bath, a beauteous pile, deicend ; 
Where a bright damfel-trai attend the guefts 
With liquid odours, and embroider’d vets. 
Refrefh’d, they wait them to the bower of ftate, 
Where circled with his peers Atrides fate : 
Thron’d next the king, a tair attendant brings 
The pureft product of the chryftal {prings ; 
High on a mally vafe of filver mold, 

Tife burnifh’d laver flames with folid gold ; 

In tolid gold the purple vintage flows, 

And on the board a fecond banquet 1ofe. 

When thus the king with hofpitable port :--- 
Accept this welcome to the Spartan court ; 
The wafte of nature let the feait repair, 

Then your high lineage and your names declare 3 
Say from what {cepter’d anceftry ye claim, 
Recorded eminent in deathlefs fame? 

For vulgar parents cannot ftamp their race 
With fignatures of fuch majettic grace. 

Ceafing, benevolent he ftraight affigns 
The royal portion of the choicett chines 
Toeach accepted friend: with gratetul hafte 
They fhare the honours of the rich repaft. 
Suffic’d, foft-whifpering thus to Neftor’s fon, 
His bead reclin’d, young Ithacus begun: 

View'ft thou unmov’d, O ever-honour’d moft } 
Thefe prodigies of art, and wondrous coft ! 
Above, beneath, around the palace ihines 
The fumlefs treafure of exhaufted mines : 
he {poils of elephants the roois inlay, 

And ftudded amber darts a golden ray : 
Such, and not nobler, in the realms above, 
My wonder dictates, is the dome of Jove. 

The monarch took the word, and grave reply’d: 
Prefumptuous are the vaunts, and vain the pride 
Of man, who dares in pomp with Jove conteft, 
Unchang’@, immortal, and fupremcly blett ! 
With all my affluence, when my woes are weigh'd, 
Envy will own the purchaic dearly paid. 

For eight flow-circling years by tempett toft, 
From Cyprus to the far Phoenician coast 
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(Sidon the capital}, IT ftretch'’d my toil 
Through regions fatten’d with the flows of Nile. 
ext, Athiopia’s utmoft bound explore, 
And the parch’d borders of th’ Arabian ihore : 
Then warp my voyage on the fouthern gales, 
O’er the warn Libyan wave to fpread my fails s 
That happy clime ! where each revolving year 
The teeming ewes a triple offpring bear ; 
And two fair crefcents of tranflucent horn 
The brows of all their young incréafe adorn: 
The fhepherd {wains, with {ure abundance bleft, 
On tlhe fat flock and rural! dainties featt ; 
Nor want of herbage makes the dairy fail, 
But every feafen fills the foaming pail. 
Whilft, heaping unwiil’d wealth I diftant roam ; 
‘The beft of brothers, at his natal home, 
By the dire fury of a traitrefs wife, 
Ends the fad evening of a flormy life : 
Whence with inceflant gtief my foul annoy’d, 
Thefe uiches ure potlefs’d, but not enjoy’d! 
My wars, the copious theme of every tongue, 
To you, your fathers have recorded long : 
How tavouring Heaven repaid my glorious toils 
With a tack’d palace, and barbaric fpoils, 
Oh! had the Gods fo large a boon deny’d, 
And life, the juft equivalent, hipply’d 
‘To thofe brave watriors, who, with glory fir’d, 
Far from their country in my caufe expir’d ! 
Still in thort intervals of pleafing woe, 
Regardful of the friendly dues 1 owe, 
to the glorious dead, for ever dear! 
Indulge the tribute of a grateful tear. 
But, oh ! Ulyifes-—deeper than the reft 
That fad idea wounds my anxious breaft ! 
My heart bleeds frefh with agonizing pain; ¢ 
The bow] and tafteful viands tempt in vain, 
Nor fleep’s foft power can clofe my ftreaming eyes, 
When imag’d to my foul his forrows rife. 
No peril in my caufe he ceas’d to prove, 
His labours equal’d only hy my love: 
And both alike to Litter fortune born, 
For him to fuffer, and for me to mourn ! 
ether he wanders on fome friendlefs coaft, 
Or glues in Stygian gloom a penfive ghoft, 
No tame reveals; but, doubttul of his doom, 
His good old fire with forrow to the tomb 
Declines his trembling fteps; untimely care 
Withers the blooming vigour of his heir ; 
And the chafte partner of his bed and throne 
Waftes all her widow'd hours in tender moan. 
While thus pathetic to the prince he {poke, 
From the brave youth the ftreaming patfon 
broke : 
Studious to veil the grief, in vain repreft, 
His face he fhiouded with his purple veft : 
The con{cious monarch piere’d the coy difguife, 
And view'd his filial love with vat furprize : 
Dubious to prefs the tender theme, or wait 
‘To hear the youth inquire his father’s fate. 
In this fufpenfe bright Helen grac'd tue room; 
Before her breath’d a gale of rich pertume. 
So moves, adorn’d with each attractive grace, 
The filver-fhafted Goddefs of the chace - 
The feat of majefty Adratfte brings, 
With art illuftrious, for the pomp of kings ;. 
Tu {pread the pall (beneath the regal chair) 
Oi folteft woot, is bright Alcippe’s care. 
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A filver canifter, divinely wrought, 

In her foft hands the beauteous Phylo brought : 

To Sparta’s queen of old the radiant vale 

Alcandra gave, a pledge of royal grace : 

For Polybus her lord (whofe fovereign {way 

The wealthy tribes of Pharian Thebes obcy); 

When to that court Atrides came, careft 

With vaft munificence th’ imperial gueft 2 

Two lavers fiom the richeft ore refin’d, 

With filver tripods, the kind hof affign’d ; 

And bounteous from the royal treafure told 

Ten equal talents of refulgetit gold. 

Alcandra, confort of his high command, 

A golden diftaff gate to Helén’s hand; 

And that rich vale, with living fculpture wrought, 

Which heap’d with wool the beauteous Phyld 
brought : 

The filken fleece impurpled for the loom, 

Rival’d the hyacinth in vernal bloom. 

The fovereign feat then Jove-born Helen prefs’d, 

And pleafing thus her {cepter’d lord addrefs’d : 

Who grace our palace now, that friendly pair, 
Speak they their lineage, or their names declare? 
Uncertain of the truth, yet uncontrol’d, 

Hear me the bodings of my breaft unfold. 

With wonder wrapt, on yonder cheek I trace 
The feature of the Ulyfican race: 

Diffus’d o’er each refembling line appear, 

In juft fimilitude, the grace and air 

Of young Telemachus! the lovely boy, 

Who bleit Ulyffes with a father’s joy, 

What time the Greeks cambin’d their focial arms, 
T’ avenge the ftain of my ill-fated charms‘ 

Jutt w thy thought, the king affenting cries, 
Methinks Ulyffes ftrikes my wondering eyes: 
Full fhines the father in the filial frame, 
His port, his features, and his thape, the fame : 
Such quick regards his fparkling eyes beftow ; 
Such wavy ringlets o’er his fhoulders flow ! 
And when he heard the long difaftrous ftore 
Or cares, which in my caufe Ulyffes bore ; 
Diimay’d, heart-wounded with paternal woes, 
Above reftraint the tide of forrow rofe: 
Cautious to let the gufhing gricf appear, 
His purple garment veil’d the falling tear. 

See there confeft, Pififtratus replies, 
The genuine worth of Ithacus the wife ! 
Of that heroic fire the youth is {prung, 
But modeft awe hath chain‘d his timorous tongue, 
Thy voice, O king! with pleas’d attention heard, 
Is like the dictates of a God rever’d. 
With him at Neftor’s high command I came, 
Whofe age 1 honour with a parent’s name. 
By adyerie deftiny conftrain’d to fue 
For counfel and redre{s, he fues to you. 
Whatever ili the friendlefs orphan bears, 
Bereav’d of parents in his infant years, 
Still muft the wrong’d Telemachus fuftain, 
If, hopéful of your aid, he hopes in vain: 
Affianc’d in your friendly power alone, 
The youth would vindicate the vacant throné, 

Is Sparta bleft, and thefe defiring eyes 
View my friend’s fon? (the king exulting cries) 
Son of my friend, by glorious toils approv'd, 
Whole iword was facred to the man he lov'd: 
Mirror of conftant faith, revery], and mourn’d !—w 
When Troy was ruin’d, had the chi 
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Wo Greek an equa! {pace had e’er poffett, 

Of dear affection in my gratefal breaft. 

I, to confirm the mutual joys we fhar’d, 

For his abode a capital prepar’d ; 

Argos the feat of fovereign rule I chofe ; 

Fair in tho plan the future palace rofe, 

Where my Ulyffes and his race might reign, 
And portion to his tribes the wide domain. 

To them my vaflals had refign’d a foil, 

With teeming plenty to reward their toil. 
Thtre with comaiutual zeal we both had ftrove 
In acts of dear benevolence and love : 

Brothers in peace, not rivals in command, 

And death alone difolv'd the friendly band ! 
Some envious Power the blifSful fcene deftroys ; 
WVanith'd are all the vifionary joys: 

The foul of friendfhip to my hope is loft, 
Fated to wander from this natal coaft ! 

He ceas’d; a guft of grief began to rife, 

Fait reams a tide from beauteous Helen’s eyes; 
Faft for the fire the filial forrows flow ; 

‘The weeping monarch {wells the mighty woe : 
Thy cheeks, Pififtiatus, the tears bedew, 
While pictur’d to thy mind appear'’d in’ view 
Thy martial ¢ brother: on the Phyrgian plain 
Extended pale, by twasthy Memnon flain ! 

But filence from the fon of Neftor broke, 

And, melting with fraternal pity, {poke : 

Frequent, O king, was Neftor wont to raife 
And charm attention with thy copious praife; 
To crown thy various gilts, the fage allign’d 
The glory of a firm capacious mind: 

With that fupetior attribute control 

This unavailing impotence of foul. 

Let not your roof with echoing grief ref8und, 
Now for the feaft the triendly bow] is crown’'d ; 
But when, from dewy thade emerging bright, 
Aurora ttreaks the iky with orient light, 

Let each deplore his deed: the rites of woe 

Are all, alas! the living can beftow : 

O’er the cogenial duft injoin’d to fhear 

The graceful curl, and drop the tender tear. 
Then, mingling in the mournful pomp with you, 
Vl pay my brother’s ghofl a warrior’s due, 

And mourn the brave Antilochus, 4 name 

Not unrecorded in the rolls of Fame : 

With ftrength and fpeed fuperior forin’d in fight 
Te tace the foe, or intercept his flight : 

Too early {natch’d by Fate, ere known to me ! 
I boaft a witnefs of his worth in thee. 

Young and mature! (the monarch thus rejoins. ) 
In thee renew’d the foul of Neftor fhines : 
Form’d by the care of that confumauate fage, 

In early bloom an oracle of age. 

Whcene er his inflhience Jove vouchfafes te fnower 
To blefs the natal, and the nuptial hour; 
From the great fire tranfmiflive to the race, 
The boon devolving gives diftinguifl’d grace. 
Such, happy Neftor! was thy glorious doom ; 
Around thee, full of years, thy offspring bloom, 
Expert of arms, and prudent in debate ; 

The gifts of heaven to guard thy hoary ftate. 
But now let each becalm his troubled breaft, 
Wath, and partake ferene the friendly feat. 
To move thy fuit, Telemachus, delay, 

Till Heaven’s revolving lamp reftorcs the day, 
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He faid, Afphalion fwift the laver brings; 
Alternate all partake the grateful {prings : 
Then from the rites of purity repair, 
And with keen guft the favoury viands fhare. 
Mean time, with genial joy to warm the toul, 
Bright Helen mix‘d a irth-infpising bow! , 
Temper’d with drugs of fovereign ule, t’ alluage 
The boiling bofom of tumultuous rage ; 
Yo clear the cloudy front of wrinkled Care, 
And dry the tearful fluices of Defpair: 
Charm'd with that virtuous draught, th’ exalted 
All fenfe of woe delivers to the wind. {und 
Though on the blazing pile his parent lay, 
Or a lov’d brother groan’d his life away, 
Or darling fon, oppreis’d by ruffian force, 
Fell bre athlefs at his feet, a mangled conse; 
From morn to eve, mpaffive and feicne, 
‘The man entranc’d would view the deatl.ful {cene, 
Thefe diugs, fo fiiendly to the joys of life, 
Bright Helen learn’d from Thone’s imperial wife ; 
Who {way’d the fceptie, where prolific Nile 
With various fimples clothes the fatten’d foil. 
With wholefome herbage mix’d, the direful bane 
Of vegctable venoin taints the plain; 
From Pen {prung, their patron-god inparts 
To all the Pharian race his healing arts. 
The bevciage now prepar’d t* infpire the feaft, 
The circle thus the beauteous queen addieft ; 
‘Vhron’d in omnipotence, fupremeft Jove 
Teinpers the fates of human race above ; 
By the firm fanction of his fovcreign will, 
Alternate are decrecd our good and ill. 
To teaftful mirth be this white hour affign’d, 
And {weet difcourfe, the banquet ofthe mind, 
Myiclf, affitting in the focial joy, 
WAL tell Uly fics? bold exploit in Troy : 
Sole witnefs of the deed I now declaie ; 
Speak you (who faw) his wondcrs in the war. 
Seam’d o’er with wounds, which his own iabre 
In the vile habit of a village-flave, [gave, 
The toe deceiv’d, he pais’d the tented plain, 
In ‘Troy to mingle with the hoftile train. 
In this atte fecurc from feaiching cyes, 
Till haply piercing through the dark difguife 
Vhe chier I challeng’d; he, whofe practis’d wit, 
Kuew all the ferpent mazcys of deceit, 
Kiudes my fearch: but when his forna I view'd 
Fiefh trom the bath with fragrant oils renew’d, 
His limbs in military purple drefs’d ; 
Each Eeiphtenine grace the genuine Grea con. 
els’d. 
A previous pledge of facred faith obtain’d, 
Till he the itnes and Argive fleet regain’d, 
Yo keep his ftay conceal’d; the chier declar’d 
Vhe plans of wax againft the town prepai’d. 
Exploring then the fecrets of the ftate, 
He leara’d what beft might urge tle Dardan fate ¢ 
And, fate returning to the Grecian hott, 
Sent many a fhade to Pluto’s dreary coatt. 
Loud grief refounded through the towers of Troy, 
But my pleas’d bofom glow’d with fecret joy : 
For then, with dire remorte and confcious fhame, 
I view’d th’ effects of that difuftious flame, 
Which, kigdled by th’ imperious queen of love, 
Conftrain’d me from my netive realm to rove 3 
And oft in bitrernefs of foul deplor’d 
My abfentaughter, and my dearer lord ; 
M ij 
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Admir'd among the firft of human race, 
For every gift of mind, and manly grace. 
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Our fovereign feat a lewd ufurping race 
With lawlefs riot and mifrule difgrace ; 


Right well, reply’d the king, your {peech dif- | To pamper’d infolence devoted fall 
1 


ays 

The matchlefs merit of the chief you praife : 

Heroes in various climes myfelf have found, 

For martial deeds, and depth of thought renown’d: 

But ithacus, unrival'd in his claim? 

May boatt a title to the loudeft fame: 

In battle calm, he guides the rapid ftorm, 

Wife to refolve, and patient to perform. ' 

What wondrous conduct in the chief appear’d, 

When the vait fabric of the fteed we rear’d ! 

Some Dimon, anxious for the Trojan doom, 

Urg’d you with great Deiphobus to come, 

T’ cxplore the fraud; with guile oppos’d to guile, 

Slow-pacing thrice around th’ infidious pile: 

Each noted feadcr’s name you thrice invoke, 

Your accent varving as their {poufes {poke : 

The pleafing founds each latent warrior warm’d 

But moft Tydides’ and my heart alarm’d: 

To quit the fteed we both impatient prefs, 

Threatening to anfwer from the dark recefs. 

Unmov'd the mind of Ithacus remain’d : 

And the vain ardours of our love reftrain'd : 

But Anticlus, unable to control, 

Spoke loud the language of his yearning foul: 

Ulyfies ftraight, with indignation fir'd, 

(For fothe common care of Greece requir’d) 

Firm to his lips his forceful hands only, 

Till on his tongue the thutering murmurs dy’d. 

Mean time Mincrva, trom the traudful horfe, 

Back to the cewit of Priam bent your courfe. 
Inclement Fate | Telemachus replies. 

Frail is the boafted attribute of wile: 

The leader, mingling with the vulgar hoft, ¢ 

Is in the common mafs of matter lott ! 

But now let fleep the painful watte repair 

Of fad reflection, and corroding care. 

He ceas’d; the menial fair that round her wait, 
At Helen’s beck prepare the room of ftate ; 
Beneath an ample portico, they {pread 
The downy fleece to form the flumberou: bed ; 
And o’er foft palls of purple grain, unfold 
Rich tapeftry, ftiff with inwoven gold: 

Then, through th’ illumin’d dome, to balmy reft 
‘Uh’ obiequious herald guides each princely gueft : 
While to his regal bower the king afcends, 
Aad beauteous Helen on her ford attends. 

Sod as the morn, in orient purple dreft, 

Unbarr’d the portal of the rofeate eaft, 

The monarch rofe; magnificent to view, 

Th imperial mantle o'er his veft he threw : 

The glittering zonc «thwart his thoulder catt, 

A ftarry fautchion icw-depending grac’d ; 
Clafp’d on his fect th’ embroider’d fandals fhine ; 
And forth he moves, majeftic and divine: 
Inftant to young Telemachus he pref¥d, 

And thus bencvolent his {peech addrefs'd: 

Say, royal youth, fincere of foul, report 
What caufe hath led you to the Spartan court ? 
Do public or domeitic cares conftrain 
This toulfome voyage o'er the furgy main? 

O highly-favour'd delegate or Jove } 

(Replies the prince) inflam’d with filial love, 
And anxious hope, to hear my parent’s doom, 
A fuphiiant to yout royal court I come. 


Prime of the flock, and choiceft of the ftall ; 
For wild ambition wings their bold defire, 
And ali to mount th’ imperial bed afpire. 
But proftrate [ implore, oh king! relate 
The mournful feries of my father’s fate : 
Each known difafter of the man difclofe, 
Born by his mother to a worid of woes! 
Recite them ! nor in erring pity fear ‘ 
To wound with ftoried grief the filial ear: 
If e’er Ulyffes, to reclaim your right, 
Avow’d his zeal in council qr in fight, 

If Phrygian camps the friendly toils atteft, 
To the fire’s merit give the foi:’s requeft. 

Deep from his inmoft foul Atrides figh’d, 
And thus indignant to the prince reply’d : 
Heavens: would a foft, inglorious daftard train, 
An abfent hero’s nuptial joys profane ! 

So with her young, amid the woodland fhades, 

A timorous hind the lion's court invad-s, 

Leaves in that fatal lair the tender fawns, 

Climbs tHe green cliff, or feeds the flowery lawns; 

Mean time return’d, with dire remorfelcts {way 

The monarch favage rends the trembling prey. 
” equal fury, and with equal fame, 

Ulyffes foon thall re-affert his claim. 

O Jove, fupreme, whom Gods and men revere ! 

And thou * to whom ’tis given to gild the fphere } 

With power cogenial join’d, propitious aid 

The chief adopted by the martial Maid! 

Such to our with the warrior foon reftore, 

As when contending on the Lefbian fhore 

His prowefs Philomelidus confefs’d, 

And leud-acclaiming Greeks the victor blefs’d 5 

Then foon th’ invaders of his bed and throne 

Their love prefumptuous fhall with life atone, 

With patient ear, O royal youth! atteud 

The ftoried labours of thy tather’s trend : 

Fruitful of deeds, the copious tale i long, 

But truth fevere fal] didlate to my tongue: 

Learn what 1 heard the fea-born {cer relate, 

Whote eye can pierce the dark receis of Fate, 

Long on th’ Aegyptian cuaft_ by calms confin’d, 
Heaven to my ficet refus’d a profperous wind : 
No vows had we preferr’d, nor victim flain ! 
For this the Gods each favouring gale reftrain: 
Jealous, to fee their high behefts obey’d ; 
Severe, if men th’ eternal rights invade. 

High o’er a gulfy fea, the Pharian ifle 

Fronts the decp roar of difemboguing Nile: 
Her diftance from the fhore, the courfe begun 
At dawn, ard ending with the fetting fun, 

A gallay meafures; when the fliffer gales 
Rife on the poop, and fully ftretch the fails. 
There, anchor’d veffels fafe in harbour le, 
Whilft limpid fprings the failing catk fupply. 

And now the twentieth fun. defcend.ng lavé 
His glowing axle in the weftern waves; 

Stull with expanded fails we court in vain 

Propitious winds, to waft us o’er the main: 

And the pale marincr gt once deplores 

His drooping vigour, and exhaufted ftures, 

When, lo! a bright coerulean form appears, 

The fair Eidothea !-to difpel my fears; rm 
§ Apollo, si 
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Proteus her fire divine. With pity prefs’d, 
Me fole the daughter of the deep addrefs’d ; 
What-time, with hunger pin’d, my abfent mates 
Roam the wild ifle in fearch of rural cates, 
Bait the barb’d fteel, and from the fithy flood 
Appeafe th’ afflictive §erce defires of food. 
Whoe’er thou art (the azure Goddefs cries) 
Thy conduét ill deferves the praife of wife : 
Js death thy choice, or mifery thy boatt, 
That here inglorious on a barren coaft 
Thy brave afeeiates droop, a meagre train 
With famine pale, and afk thy care in vain? 
Struck with the kind reproach, I ftraight reply ; 
Whate’er thy title in thy native fky, 
A Goddefs fure! {6r more than mortal grace 
Speaks the defcendant of etherial race: 
Dcem not, that here of choice my fleet remains; 
Some heavenly power averie my ftay conftrains : 
O, piteous of my fate, vouchfate to thew 
(For what’s fequefter’d from celc {tial view ?) 
What powcr becalins th’ innavigable feas ? 
What gfilt provokes him, and what vows appeafe? 
T ceas’d, when affable the Goddcfs crv’d; 
Obferve, and in the truths I fpeak confide : 
Th? oraculous {cer frequents the Pharian coatt, 
From whofe high bed my birth divine ] boat: 
Proteus, a name tremendous o’er the main, 
"Che dclegate of Neptune's watery reign. 
Watch with infidious care his known abode ; 
There faft in chains conftrain the various God: 
Who hound, obedient to fuperior force, 
Unerring wall preferibe your deftin’d courfe. 
If, ffudions of your realms, you then demand 
Their fate, fince laf you left your natal Jand ; 
Inftant the God chicqurons will difclo® 
Buight tracks of ylcry, or a cloud of woes. 
She ceas’d, and fuppliant thus IT made reply + 
© Goddet.! onthy amd my hopes rly ; 
Dictate propitious to my dutecous ear, 
What arts can captivate the changeful feer? 
Yor perilous th’ affay, unheard the toil, 
TF? elude the profiience of a God by guile. 
‘thus to the Goddeds mild ny fut T end. 
"Phen fhe: Obedient to my ruic, attend : 
When through the zone of heaven the mounted 
fun 
Hath journey’ half, and half remains to run ; 
‘The feer, while zephyrs curl the fwelling deep, 
Balks on the breezy ihore, in grateful fleep, 
Jiis onzy limbs. Lmerging from the wave, 
The Phoce {wift furiound his ra ky cave, 
Frequent and full; the coniecrated train 
Ot * her, whofe azure .rident awes the main: 
There wallowing warm, th’ enormous herd cx- 
hales ; 
An oily flream, and taints the noo..-tide gales. 
To that recefs, commodious for furprife, 
When purple light fhall next fufluie the fkies, 
With me repair; and from thy warrior band 
Three chofen chiefs of dauntlefs foul command : 
Let their auxiliar force befriend the toil : 
For {trong the God, and perfected in guile. 
Stretch’d on the fhelly fhore, he firft furveys 
The flouncing herd afcending from the feas ; 
Their number fumin’d, repos'd in fleep profound 
The fcaly charge their-guardian God furround : 
@ Amphitrite, | 
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So with his battering flocks the careful fwain 
Abides, pavilion’d on the graffy plain. 
With powers united, obftinately bold 
Invade him, couch’d amid the {caly fold : 
Inftant he wears, elufive of the rape, 
The mimic force of every fayage thape : 
Or glides with liquid Japfe a murmuring ftream, 
Or, wrapt in flame, he glows at every limb. 
Yet ftill retentive, with redoubled might, 
Through each vain paffive form conftrain his fl ght, 
But when, his native fhape refum’d, he ftands 
Patient of conqueft, and your caufe demands ; 
The caufe that urg’d the bold attempt declare, 
And foothe the vanquifh’d with a vidtor’s prayer, 
The bands relax’d, implore the fecr to fay 
What godhead interdicts the watery way : 
Who ftraight, propitious, in prophetic train 
Will teach you to repafs th’ unmeafur’d main. 
She ceas’d, and, bounding from the fhelfy thore, 
Round the defcending nymph the waves refounds 
Ing roar. 

High wrapt in wonder of the future deed, 
With joy impetuous, to the port I {peed : 
The wants of nature with repafl fuffice, 
Till night with grateful fhade involv’d the fkies, 
And thed ambiofialdews. Fatt by the deep, 
Along the tented fhore, in balmy fleep, 
Our cares were loft. When o’er the eaftern lawn, 
Iniantron robes, the daughter of the dawn 
Advanc’d her rofy fleps, before the bay, 
Due ritual honours to the Gods I pay 5 
Then eek the place thc fea-born nymph affign’d, 
With three afociaics of undaunted mind. 
Ariiv’d, to form along th’ appointed ftrand 
Yor eath a bed, the fcoops the hilly fand : 
‘[hon, fiom her azure car, the finny fpoils 
Ot four vatt Phoce takes, to veil hor wiles ¢ 
Beneath the finny fpoiis, extended prone, 
liard toil! the propket’s piercing eye to fhun 5 
New from the corfe the {caly frauds diflufe 
Unlavory tench of ol, and brackith ooze ; 

But the bight fea-maid’s gentle power implor’d, 
With nectar’d drops the fickening fenfe reftor’d. 
Thus till the fun had travell’d half the fkies, 

Ambufh’d we Jie, and wait the bold emprife: 
When, thronging thick to bafk in open air, 

The flacks of Occan to the ftrand r pair : 
Couch’d on the sunny fand, the moniters fleep ; 
Then Proteus, mounting fiom the hoary deep, 
Surveys his charge, unknowing of deceit 

(In order told, we make the fum complete). 
Pleas'd with the falfe review, fecure he les 

And lvaden flunbers prefs his drooping eyes. 
Rufliing impetuous forth, we ftraight prepaie 

A furious onfet with the found of war, 

And fhouting feize the God: our force t’ evade, 
His various arts he foon refumes in aid: 

A lion now he curls a furgy mane ; 

Sudden, our bands a {potted pard reftrain ; 
Then, arm'd with tufks, and lightning in his eyes, 
A boar's obfcener fhape the God belics: 

On fpiry volumes, there, a dragon rides; , 
[lere, from our ftriét embrace a ftream he glides : 
And laft, fublime his ftately growth he rears, 

A tree, ahd well-dilfembled foliage wears. 

Vain efforts ! with fupcrior power compreis'd, 
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| Me with reluctance thus the feer addrefs’d: 
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Say, fon of Atreus, fay what God infpir’d 
‘This daring fraud, and what the boon delir’d? 

I thus; O thou whofe certain eye forefees: 
The fix’d event of Fate’s remote decrees; — 
After long wotspand various toil endur'd, 

Still on this defert ifle my fleet is moor’d ; 
Wnfriended of the gales. All-knowing! fay, 
What Godhead interdicts the watery way? ° 
What vows repentant will the power dppeafe, 
‘f'o fpeed a profperous voyage o’er the feas ? 

To Jove (with ftern regard the chief replies) 

And all th’ offended fynod of the fkies, , 
uft hecatombs with due devotion flain, 

Thy guilt abfolv’d, 4 profperous voyage gain. 

To the firm fanétion of thy fate attend | 

An etile thou, nor cheering face of triend, 

Ner fight ef vatal fidre, nor regal dome 

Shalt yet enjoy, but ftill art doum‘d to roam. 

Once more the Nile, who from the fecret fource 

Of Jove’s high feat defcends with fweepy force, 

Mutt view his billows white beneath thy oar, 

And altars blaze along his fanguine fhore. 

Then will the Geds, with holy pomp ador’d, 

To thy long vows a fafe return accord. 

He ceasd: heart-wounded with afflictive pain, 

(Doom'd to repeat the perils of the main, * 

# thelfy tradt and long ') O feer, I cry, 

‘To the fern fanétion of th’ offended fky 

My prompt obedience bows, But deign to fay, 
What fate propitious, or what dire difmay, ** 
Sufain thofe peers, the reliques of olir hoft, 
Whom I with Neftor on the Phrygian coaft 
Embracing left? Muft I the warriors WEP, 
Whelm’d in the bettom of the monftrous deep ? 
Or did the kind domettic friend deplore 

The breathlets heroes on their native fhore? « 

Pic fs not too far, reply’d the God; but ceafe 
"fo Know, what known will violate thy peace : 
{60 curious of their doem ! with friendly woe 
Tuy breaft wil heave, and tears eternal flow. 
Part uve! the reft, a lamentabie train ! 

Range the dark bounds of Pluto’s dreary reign. 

"Iwo, foremoft in the roll of Mars renewn'd, 

Whofe arms with conqneft in thy caufe were 
crown'd, ‘ 

Yell by diaftrous fate; by tempetts toft, 

A third lives wretched on a diftant coaft. 

Sy Neptune refcued from Minerva's hate, 
On Gyre, fafe Orlean Ajax fate, ‘[floods, 
His flup o’erwhelm’d; but, frowning on the 
Impidus he roar’d defiance to the Gods; 

"To lus own prowefs all the glory gave, 

The Power defrauding who vouchfaf'd to fave. 
“i his heard the raging Ruler of the main; 

His fpear, indignant, tor fuch high difdain, 

Mé Jaanch’d ; dividing with his torky mace 
"Lh? aerial fummit trom the marble bafe ; 
The rock rufli’d fea-ward with impetuous roar 
ingulf'd, and to th’ abyfs the boafter bore. 

By Juno’s guardian aid, the watery vaft, 
Secure of ftorms, your royal brother paft: ° 
Till coofting nigh the cape, where Malea fhrouds 
Fier {piry cliffs amid furrounding clonds; 

A whirling guft tumultuous fiom the fhore 
Acrofs the deep his labouring veffel bore, 

Iu an dl fated hovr the coaft he gain’d, 
Where late in regal pomp Lhyettes reigwd ; 
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Egyfthus govern’d in paternal ftate. : 
The furges now fubfide, the tempeft ends ; 
From his tall fhip the King of Men defcends: 
There fondly thinks the Gods conclude his toil! 
Far from his own domain falutes the foil : 
With fapture oft’ the verge of Greece review 
And the dear turf with tears of joy bedews. 
Him thus exulting on the diftant ftrand 

A fpy diftinguith'd from his airy ftand, 

To bribe whofe vigilance, Agyfthns told ° 
A mighty fum of ill-perfuading gold : 

There watch’d this guardian of his guilty fear, 
Till the twelfth moon had wheel’d her pale ca« 

‘  yeer; . 
And now, admonifh’d by his eye, to court 
With terror wing’d conveys the dread report. 

Of deathful arts expert, his lord employs 

The minifters of blood in dark furprize : 

And twenty youths in radiant mail incas’d, 
Clofe ambufh’d nigh the {pacious hall he plac’d. 
Then bids preparé the hofpitable treat : 

Vain fhows of love to veil his felon-hate ! 

To grace the victor’s welcome from the wars, 
A train of'courfers and triumphal cars v 
Magtuficent he leads! the royal guett, 
Thoughtlefs of 11], accepts thre fraudful feaft. 
The troop, forth iffuing from the dark recefs, 
With homicidal rage the king opprefs ! 

So, whilft he feeds luxurious in the ftall, 

The fuvereign of the herd 1s doom’d to fall, 
The pattners of his fame and toils at Troy, 
Around their lord, a mighty ruin ! lic; 

Mix’d with the brave, the bafe invaders bleed ; 
4. gyfthiu& fole furvives to boaft the deed. 

He faid; chill horrors fhook my fhivering foul, 
Ratk’d with convulfive pangs in duft I roll; 
And hate, in madnels of extreme defpair, 

‘To view the fun, or breathe the vital air. 
But when, fuperior to the rage of woe, 
I ftood reftor’d, and tears had ceas'd to flow; 
Lenient of grief, the pitying God began— 
Forget the brother, and refume the man = 
To Fate’s fupreme difpole the dead refign, 
That care be Fate's, a fpeedy pailage thine. 
Stull lives the wretch who wrought the death 
deplor’d, 
But lives a victim for thy vengeful {word ; 
Unlefs with filial rage Oreftes glow, 
And iwift prevent the meditated blow ; 
You timely will return a welcome guett, 
With him to fhare the fad funereal teatt. 
He faid: new thoughts my beating heart ems 
ploy, ao 
My gloasny toul receives a gleam of joy. 
Fair hope revives; and eager I addreft 
The prefcient Godhead to reveal the reft. 
The doom decreed of thofe difaftrous two 
I’ve heard with pain, but, oh! the tale purfue ; 
What third brave fon of Mars the Fates conftraia 
To roam the howling defart of the main: . 
Or, in éternal fhade jf cold he lies, 
Piovoke new forrow from thefe grateful eyes. 

That chief (rejoin’d the God) his race derives 
From Ithaca, and wondrous woes furvives; , 
Laertes’ fon: girt with circumfluous tides, 

He ftill calamitous conftraint abrles. ' * 
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pe in Calgpfo'e cave of late I view’d, 

hen ftreaming grief his faded check bedew’d. 
But vain his prayer, his arts are vain, to move 
Th’ enamour’d Goddefs, or elude her love: 
His veffel funk, and dear companions loft, 

He lives reluctant on a foreign coatt. 

But oh, helov’d by Heaven ! referv’d to thee 

A happier lot the fmiling Fates decree : 

Free trom that law, beneath whofe mortal fway 
Matter is chang'd, and varying forms decay ; 
Elyfum fhall be thine; the blifsful plains 

Of utmoft earth, where Rhadamanthus rcigns. 
Joys ever young, unmix’d with pain or fear, 

ill the wide circle ef th’ eternal year: 

Stern winter {miles on that auspicious clime ; 

The fields are florid with unfading prime ; 

From the bleak pole no winds inclement blow, 

Mould the round hail, or flake the fleecy {now : 

But from the breezy deep the bleft inhale 

The fragrant murmurs of the weftern gale. 

This grace peculiar will the Gods afford 

To thee the fon of Jove, and beauteous Helen’s 
lord. 

He ceas’d, and, plunging in the vaft profound, 
Beneath the God the whirling billows baund. 
Then fpeeding back, involv'd in various thought, 
My friends attending at the thore I fought. 
Arriv’d, the rage of hunger we control, 

Till night with filent fhade invefts the pole ; 
Then lofe the cares of lite in pleafing reft.--. 
Soon as the morn reveals the rofeate caft, 

With fails we wing the mafts, our anchors weigh, 
Unmoor the fleet, and ruth into the fea. 

Rang'd on the banks, beneath our equal pars 
White curl the waves, and the vex’d ocean roars. 
Then, fteering backward from the Pharian ile, 
We gain the ttream of Jove-defcending Nile: 
There quit the fhips, and on the deiftin’d fhore 
With ritual hecatombs the Gods adore : 

Theil wrath aton’d, to Agamemnon’s name 

A cenotaph I raife of deathicfs faine. 

Thele ritcs to piety and grief difcharg’d, 

The triendly Gods a fpringing gale enlarg’d ; 
The fleet fwift tilting o’er the turges flew, 

"Sill Grecian cliffs appear’d, a bliisful view ! 

‘Yhy patient ear hath heard me long relate 
A ftory, fruitful of difaftrous fate : 

And now, young prince, indulge my fond requeft : 
Be Sparta honoor’d with his royal guef, 

Till, trom his eaftern goal, the joyous fun 

His twelfth diurnal race begins to run. 

Mean time my train the friendly gifts prepare, 
Three fprightly couriers, and a polifh’d cai; 
With thefe, a goblet of capacious mould, 
Figur’d with art to dignify the gold, 

(Form’d for libation to the Gods) fhall prove 

A. pledge and monument of facred leve.  — 

My quick return, young Ithacus rejoin’d, 
Damps the warm wifhes of my raptur’d mind: 
Did not my fate my needful hafte conttiain, 
Charm’d by your fpeech, fo graceful and humane, 
Loft in delight the circling year would roll, ° 
While deep attention fix’d my liftening foul. 
But now to Pyle permit my deftin’d way, ” 
My lov’d affociates chide my long delay : 

In dear remembrance of your royal grace, 
q take the prefent’of the promio’d vale; 
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The courfers, for the champain fports, retain ; 

That gift our barren rocks will render vain : 

Horrid with cliffs our meagre land allows 

Thin herbage for the mountain goat to browze, 

But neither mead nor plain fupplies, to feed 

The fprightly courfer, or indulge his {peed : 

To fea-furrounding realms the Gods affi 

Small tract of fertile lawn, the leaft to mine. 
His hand the king with tender paffjon prefs'd, 

And, fmiling, thus the royal youth addrefs‘d: 

O early worth! a foul fo wife, and young, 

Proclaims you from the fage Ulyffes {prung, 

Selected from my ftores, of matchiefs price 

An urn fhall recompence your prudent choice + 

Not mean the maffy mould of filver, grac’d 

By Vulcan’s art, the verge with gold enchas’d; 


A pledge the fcepter’d power of Sidon gave, 
When to his realm I glough’d the orient wave. 
Thus they alternate ; while with artful care 

The menial train the regal feaft prepare : 

The firftlings of the flock are doom’d to die; 
Rich tragrant wines the cheering bow] {upply ; 
A female band the gift of Ceres bring ; 
And the gilt roofs with genial triumph ring. 

Mean while, in Ithaca, the fuitor-powers 

In active game divide their jovial hours: 

In areas vary’d with mofaic art, : 

Some whirl the difk, and fome the javelin dart. 
Afide, fequefter’d from the vatt refort, 

Antinous fate fpectator of the fport ; 

With great Eurymachus, of worth confeft, 

And high deicent, fuperior to the ret ; q 
Whom young Noémon lowly thus addrett : 

My fhip equipp’d within the neighbouring port, 
The prince, departing for the Pylian court, 
Requcfted tor his fpeed; but, courteous, fa 
When fteers he home, or why this long delay ? 
For Elis I thould fail with utmoft peed, _[feed, 
T’ import twelve mares which there luxurious 
And twelve young mules, a ftrong laberious race, 
New to the plough, unpractis’d in the trace. 

Unknowing of the courfe to Pyle defign'd, 

A fudden horror feiz’d on either mind: 

The prince in rural bower they fondly thought, 
Numbering his flocks and herds, not far remote. 
Relate, Antinous cries, devoid of guile, 

When fpread the prince his fail for diftant Pyle ? 
Did chofen chiefs acrofs the gulfy main 

Attend his voyage, or domettic train ? 
Spontaneous did you {peed his fecret courfe, 

Or was the veflel feiz’d by fraud or force ? 

With willing duty, not reluctant mind, 

(Nocmon cry’d) the vetlel was refign’d. 

Wao, in the balance, with the great affairs 

Of courts, prefume to weigh their private cares ? 
With him, the peerage next in power to you: 
And Mentor, captain of the lordly crew, 

Or fome celeftial in his reverend form, 

Safe trom the fecret rock and adverfe ftorm, 
Pilots the courfe: for when the glimmering ray 
Of yefter dawn difclos’d the tender day, 

Mentor himéfelf I faw, and much admir’d-.. 
Then ceas’d the youth, and from the court retir’d, 

Confounded and appall’d, th’ unfinifh’d game 
The fujtors quit, and all to council came. 
Antinous firft th’aflembled peers addreft, [breat- 


| Rage fparklifg in his eyes, and burning ia his 
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O fhame to manhood ! fhall one daring boy 
The fcheme of all our happinefs deftroy ? 
Fly unperceiv'd, feducing half the flower 
Or nobles, and invite a foreign power ? 
The ponderous engine rais’d to crush us all, 
Recoiling, on his head is fure to fall. 
Initant prepare me, on the neighbouring ftrand, 
With twenty chofen mates a veffel mann’‘d ; 
Fer ambuth clofe beneath the Samian fhore 
His fhip returning fhall my {pies explore : 
He foon his rafhneis fhall with life atone, 
Seek for his father’s fate, but find hisown. * 
With vaft applaufe the fentence all approve ; 
Then rife, and to the feaftful hall remove ; 
Swift to the quecn the herald Medon ran, 
Who heard the confult of the dire divan : 
Before her'dome the royal matron ftands, 
And thus the meffage of his halte demands ; 
What willthe fuitors? muit my fervant-train 
Th’ allotted labours of the day refrain, 
For them to form fome exquifite repaft? 
Heaven grant this feftival may prove their laf! 
Or, if they {till muft live, from me remove 
The donble plague of luxury and love! 
Forbear, ye fons of Infolence ! forbear, 
In riot to confume a wretched heir. 
In the young foul illuitrious thought to raife, 
Were ye not tutor’d with Ulyffes’ praife ? 
Have not your fathers oft my lord dehid, 
Gentle of fpeech, beneficent ef mind? 
Some kings with arbitrary rage devour, 
Or in their tyrant-minions veft the power: 
Ulyfles let no partial favours full, 
The people’s parent, he protected all : 
But abfeat now, perfidious and ingrate ! 


His ftores ye ravage, and uturp his itate. e 
He thus: O were the woes you fpeak the 
worlt! 


They forma deed more odious and accurft ; 
More dreadful than your boding ioul divines : 
But pitying Jove avert the dire defigns ! 
The darling object of your royal care 
Is mark’d to perifh in a deathtul fnare ; 
Before he anchors in his native port, 
From Pyle re-failing and the Spartan court ; 
Hortid to {peak | in ambush 1s decreed 
The hope and heir of Ithaca to bleed! 

Sudden fhe funk beneath the weighty woes, 
The vital ftreams achilline horror froze : 
The big ronnd tcai ftands t1- mbimg in her eye, 
And on her tongue imperfeét accents die. 
At length, in tendcr language, interwove 
With fghs, the thus exprefs’d her anxious love: 
Why rafhly wonld my fon his fate explore, 
Ride the wild waves, and quit the fafer fhore ? 
Did he, with all the greatly wretched, crave 
A blank oblivion, and untimely grave ? 

"Tis not, reply’d the fage, to Medon given 
To know, if fome inhabitant of Heaven 
In his young breaft the daring thought infpir’d ; 
Or if, alone with filial duty tir’d, 
The winds and waves he tempts in early bloom, 
Srud:ous to learn his ahfent father’s doom. 

The fage retir’d: unable to contrgl 
The mighty griefs that fwell her labouring foul, 
Rolling convullive on the floor, 1s feen 
The piteous object of a proftrate queen, 
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Words to her dumb complaint a paufe fupplics, 
And breath, to wafte in unavailing cries. 
Around their fovereign wept the menial fair, 
To whom fhe thus addrefsd her deep defpair: 
Behold a wretch whom all the Gods configa 
To woe! Did ever forrows equal mine ? 
Long to my joys my dearett lord is loft, 
His country’s buckler, and the Grecian boatt : 
Now from my fond embrace, by tempefts torn, 
Our other column of the ftate is borne : 
Nor took a kind adieu, nor fought confent !.-~ 
Unkind confederates in his dire intent ! 
Ill faits it with your fhows of duteous zeal. 
From me the purpos’d voyage to conceal : 
Though at the folemn midnight hour he rofe, 
Why did you fear to trouble my repofe ? 
He either had obey’d my fond defise, 
Or feen his mother, pierc’d with grief, expire. 
Bid Dolius quick attend, the faithful flave 
Whom to my nuptial train Icarius gave, 
To tend the fruit-groves: with inceflant fpeed 
He fhall this violence of death decreed 
Yo good Laertes tell. Experienc’d age 
May tintely intercept the ruffian-rage. 
Convene the tribes, the murdcrous plot reveal, 
And to their power to fave his race appeal. 
Then Luryclea thus: My dearetft dread ' 
Though to the {word I bow this hoary head, 
Or it a dungeon be the pain decreed, 
I own me confcious of th’ unpleafing deed : 
Aumliar to his flight, my aid implor’d, 
With wine and viands the veffel itour’d : 
A folemn oath, impos’d, the feeret teald, 
‘Till the twelfth dawn the hyht ofheaven reveal'd, 
Dreads g th’ affcet of a fond mother’s dear, 
He dar’d not violate your royal eu. 
But bathe, and, in imperial robes atiay’d, ry 
Pay due devotions to the || maitial Maud, 
And reft affianc'd in her guaidian aid. 5 
Send not to good Lacrtes, nor engage 
In toils of ttate the miferies uf age : 
“Jas unpious to fuimile, the Powers divine 
To rum doom the Jove-deicended line: 
Long thall the race of juft Arcefius reign, 
And ifles remote enlarge lisold domain. 
The queen her ipeech wath calm attention 
hears, 
Her eyes reftrain the filver-ftrcaming tears: 
She bathes, and, rub’d, the facred Goom afcends: 
Her pious fpecd a female train attends: 
‘The falted cakes in caniftcrs are laid, 
And thus the queen invokes Minerva’s aid: 
Daughter divine ot Jove, whofe arm can wield 
Th’ avenging bolt, and fhake the dreaded fluicld! 
Ifecy, Ulyfies to thy fane preferr’d 
The bet and choiceft of his flo k and herd ; 
Hear, Goddels, hear, by thote olblations won; 
And for the pious fire preferve the fon ; 
His wifh’d return with happy power befriend, - 
And on the fuitors let thy wrath defcend. 
She ceas’d ; thrill eatacies of joy declare 
The favouring Goddefs prefent to the prayer : 
‘The fuitors heard, and deem’d the mirthful voice 
A fignal ot her hymenzxal choice : 
Whilft one moft jovial thus accofts the board ; 
“« Too late the queen felects a fecond lord j 
{) Minerva. « 
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“ In evil hour the nuptial rite intends, 

** When o’er her fon difaftrous death impends.”’ 
Thus he, uniill'd of what the Fates provide ! 
But with fevere rebuke Antinouscry’d: 

Thefe empty vaunts will make the voyage vain; 
Alarm not with difcourfe the menial train : 
The great event with filent hope attend ; 

Our deeds alone our counfel muft commend. 

His fpeech thus ended fhort, he frowning rofe, 
And twenty chiets renown’d for valour chofe : 
Down to the ftrand he fpeeds with haughty ftrides, 
Where anchor’d in the bay the veffel rides, 
Replete with male and military ftore, 

In all her tackle trim to quit the fhere. 

The defperate crew afcend, unfurl the fails 
(‘Uhe fea-ward prow invites the tardy gales) 3 
‘Then take repaft, till Hefperus difplay'd 

His golden circlet inthe weftern fhade. 

Mean time the queen, without reflection due, 

.Heart-wounded, to the bed of ftate withdrew : 
In her fad breaft the prince’s fortunes rel, 

And hope and doubt alternate feize her foul. 

So when the woodman’s toil her cave furrounds, 
And with the hunter’s cry the grove refounds; 
With grief and rage the mother-lion flung, 
Fearlets herfelf, yet trembles for her young. 

While penfive in the filent flumberous fhade, 
Sleep’s gentle powers her drooping eyes invade ; 
Minerva, life-iike, on imbodied air 
Imprets’d the form of Iphthima the fair 
(icarius’ daughter the, whofe blooming charms 
Allur'd Eumelus to her virgin-arms ; 

A {cepter’d lord, who o’er the fruitful plain 
Of Thelfaly, wide firetch’d his ample rei BY) : 
As Pallas will'd, along the fable fkies, 

To calm the queen, the phantom.fifter flies. 
Swilt on the regal dome defcending right, 
‘The bolted valvcs are pervious to her flight. 
Clow to her head the pleafing vifion ftands, 
And thus performs Minerva’s high cammuands. 

O why, Penelope, this caufeleis fear, 

‘Yo render fleep’s tott bleffing unfincere ? 
Alike devote to torrow’s dire extreme 

"Lhe day-reflection, and the midnight dream ! 
Thy fon the Gods propitions will rettore, 
And bid thee ceafe his abfence to deplore. 
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To whem the queen (whilf yet her penfive 
mind 


Was in the filent gates of flecp confin’d) 

O fitter, to my foul for ever dear, 

Who this firft vifit to reprove my fear? 

How in a realm fo diftant fhould you know 

From what deep fource my deathlefs forrows flow? 

To all my hope my royal lord is loft, 

His country’s buckler, and the Grecian hoatt : 

And, with confummate woe to weigh me down, 

The heir of all his honours and his crown, 

My darling fon is fled! an eafy prey 

To the fierce ftorms, or men more fierce than 
they: 

Who, in a league of blood affociates fworn, 

Will intercept th’ unwary youth’s return. 

Courage refume, the fhadowy form reply’d, 
In the protecting care of heaven confide: 

On him attends the blue-ey’d martial Maid ; 
What earthly can implore a furer aid? 

Me now the guardian Goddefs deigns to fend, 
To bid thee patient his return attend 

The queen replies: If in the bleft abodes 
A Goddefs, thou haft commerce with the Gods ; 
Say, breathes my lord the blifsful realm of ght, 
Or lies he wrapt in ever-during night? 

Enquire not of his doom, the phantom cries, 

I fpeak not all the counfel of the fkies: 
Nor muft mdulge with vain diftourfe, or long, 
The windy fatisfaction of the tongue. 

Swift through the valves the vifionary fair 
Repais’d, and viewlefs mix’d with common air. 
The queen awakes, deliver'd of her woes : 
With florid joy her heart dilating glows : 

The vifion, manifett of future fatc, 
Mé#kcs het with hope her fon’s arrival wait. 

Mean time the fuitors plough the watery plain, 
Telemachus in thought already flain ! 

When fight of leifening Ithaca was loft, 

Their fail direéted tor the Samian coat, 

A {mall but verdant ifle appear’d in view, 

And Afteris th’ advancing pilot knew: 

An ample port the rocks projected form, 

Yo break the rolling waves, and ruffling ftorm ; 
That fafe recefs they gain with happy {peed, 
And in clofe ambuth wait the murderous deed. 


BOOK VV. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Departure of Ulyfes from Calypfo. 


Pallas in a cquncil of the Gods complains of the detention of Ulyffes in the ifland of Calvpio; where. 
upon Mercury is fent to command his removal. The feat of Calypfo defcribed. She confents with 
much difficulty; and Uly(fcs builds a veffel with his own hands, on which he embarks. Neptune 
overtakes him with a terrible tempeft, in which he is fhipwrecked, and in the laft danger of death: 
till Leucothea, a Sea Goddels, affifts him, and, after innumerable perils, he gets afhore on Phawacia. 


Tx faffron morn, with carly bluthes {pread, 

- + ote refulgent from ‘Tithonus’ bed ; 

With new-born day to gladden mortal fight, 

And gild the courts of Heaven with facred 
light, ® 


Then met th’ eternal fynod of the fky, 
Before the God who thunders from on high, 
Supreme in might, fublime in majefty, 
Pallas, to thefe, deplores th’ unequal fates 
Of wife Ulyfles, and his toils relates : 
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Her Hero’s danger touch'd the pitying Power, 
The nymph’s feducements, and the magic bower. 
Thus the began her plaint: Immortal Jove ! 

And you who fill the blifsful feats above! 
Let kings no more with gentle mercy {way, 
Or blefs a people willing to obey, 
But crufh the nations with an iron rod, 
And every monarch be the {courge of God: 
3f from your thoughts Ulyffes you remove, 
Who rul’d his fubyects with a father's love. 
Sole in an ifle, encircled by the main, 
Abandon'd, banifh’d from his native reign, 
Wohbleft he fighs, detain’d by lawlefs charms, 
And prefs’d unwilling in Calypfo’s arms. 
Nor friends are there, nor veilels to convey, 
Nor oars to cut th’ immeafurable way. 
And now fierce traitors, ftudious to deftroy 
His only fon, their ambufh’d fraud employ ; 
Who, pious, following his great father’s fame, 
To facred Pylos and to Sparta came. 
What words are thefe, (1eply'd the Power who 
forms 
The clouds of night, and darkens Heaven with 
Js not already in thy foul decreed, [itorms) 
"The chief’s return fhall make the guilty bleed 
What cannot wifdom do? Thou may’ft reftore 
The fon in fafety to his native thoie ; 
While the fell foes, who late in ambuth lay, 
With fraud defeated, mcafure back their way. 
Then thus to Hermes the command was given: 
Wiermes, thou chofen meffenger of heaven! 
Go, to the nymph be thefe our orders borne: 
*Tis Jove’s decree, Ulyifes fhall return: 
The patient man fhall view his old abodes, 
Nor help’d by mortal hand, nor guiding Godg: 
In twice ten days fhall fertile Sheria find, 
lone, and floating to the wave and wind. 
‘The bold Phaacians there, whofe haughty line 
Is mix’d with Gods, half human, halt divine, 
The chief fhall honour as jome heavenly gueft, 
And {wift tranfpoit him to his place of rett. 
His « flels loaded with a plenteous ftore 
Of brafs, of veftures, and refplendent ore 
(A richer prize than if his joyful ifle 
Receiv'd him charg’d with Ilion's noble fpoil). 
His friends, his country, he fhall fee, though late; 
Such is our fovereign will, and fuch is fate. 
He f{poke. The God who mounts the winged 
winds 
Faft to his feet the golden pinions binds, 
That high through telds of air his flight f 
O’er the wide earth, and o’er the boundlefs main. 
He grafps the wand that caufes fleep to fly, 
Or in fott lumber feals the wakeful eye: 
Then fhoots from heaven to high Pieria's fteep, 
And ftonps incymbent on the rolling deep. 
So watery fowl, that feek their fithy food, 
‘With wings expanded o’er the foaming flood, 
Now failing fmooth the level furface {weep, 
‘Now dip their pinions in the briny deep. 
‘Thus o’er the world of waters Hermes flew, 
"Till now the diftant ifland rofe in view ; 
Then, {wift afcending from the azure wave, 
# took the path that winded to the‘cave. 
arge was the grot, in which the nymph he 
found > [crown’d) ; 


(The tai-hair'd nymph with every beauty 
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She fate, and fung: the rocks refound her lays; 
‘The cave was brighten’d with a rifing blaze: 
Cedar and frankincenfe, an odorous pile, 
Flam’d on the hearth, and wide perfum’d the ifle; 
While fhe with work and fong the time divides, 
And through the loom the golden thuttle guides. 
Without the grot a various fylvan fcene 
Appear’d around, and groves of living green 
Poplars and alders ever quivering play’d, 
And nodding cyprefs form’d a fragrant fhade ; 
On whofe high branches, waving with the fform, 
The birds of broadeft wing their manfion form, 
The chough, the fea~-mew, the loquacious craw, 
And feream aloft, and fkim‘the deeps below. 
Depending vines the fhelving caverns {creen, 
With purple clufters bluflung through the green, 
Four limpid fountains from the clefts diftil ; 
And every fountain pours a feveral rill, { 
In mazy windings wandering down the hill: 
Where bloomy meads with vivid grecns were 
crown’d, 
And glowing violets threw odours round. 
A fcene, pwhere if a God fhould caft his fight, 
A God might gaze, and wander with delight! 
Joy touch’d the meffenger of heaven: he ttay’d, 
Entranc’d, ail all the blifsful haunt furvey’d. 
Him, entering in the cave, Calypfo knew ; 
For Powers celeftial to cach other’s view 
Stand ftull coufeft, though diftant fur they lie 
Te habitants of earth, or fea, or tky. 
But fad Ulyffes, by himfelf apart, 
Pour’d the big forrows of his fwelling heart ; 
All on the lonely fhore he fate to weep, 
And rolj?d his eyes around the reftlefs deep; 
Tow’rd his lov’d coaft he roll’d his eyes in vain, 
Till, dimm’d with rifing grief, they ftream’d a- 
ain. 
Naar aracell feated on her fhining throne, 
To Hermes thus the nymph divine begun : 
God of the golden wand! on what beheft 
Arriv’{t thou here, an unexpected gueft? 
Lov'd as thou art, thy free injunctions lay ; 
’Tig mine with joy and duty to obey. 
Till now a ftranger, in a happy hour 
Approach, and taite the dainties of my bower. 
Thus having fpoke, the nymph the table {pread 
(Ambrofial cates, with nectar rofy-red) ; 
Hermes the hofpitable rite partook 
Divine refection ! then, recruited, {boke : 
What mov’d this journey from my native fky, 
A Goddefs afks, nor can a God deny: 
Hear then the truth. By mighty Jove’s command, 
Unwilling, have 1 trod this pleafing land ; 
For who, felf-mov’d, with weary wing would, 
fweep 
Such length of ocean and unmeafur’d deep : 
A world of waters! far from all the ways 
Where men frequent, or facred altars blaze ? 
But to Jove’s will {ubmiflion we muft pay 3 
What power fo great, to dare to difobey ? 
A man,-he fays, a man refides with thee, 
Of all his kind moft worn with mifery : 
The Greeks (whofe arms for nine long years em- 
ploy’d 
Their force in Ilion, in the tenth deftroy’d) 
At length embarking in a luckle(s hour, 
With conqueft proud, incens’d Minerva’s powers 
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Hence on the guilty race her vengeance i'd, 
With ftorms purfued them through the liquid 
world. 
There all his-veffels funk beneath the wave ! 
There all his dear companions found thcir grave! 
Sav’d from the jaws of death by Heaven’s decree, 
The tempeft drove him to thefe fhoreg and thee. 
Him Jove now orders to his native lands 
Straight to difmiis; fo deftiny commands: 
Impgtient Fate his near return attends, ° 
And calls him to his country and his friends. 
‘ Ev'n to her inmoft foul the Goddefs fhook ; 
Then thus her anguifh and her paffion broke : 
Ungracious Gods! with fpite and envy curft ! 
Still to your own ethereal race the worft ! 
Ye envy mortal and immortal joy, 
And love, the only {weet of life, deftroy, 
Did ever Goddefs by her charms engage 
A favour’d mortal, and not feel your rage > 
So when Aurora fought Orion’s love, 
Her joys difturb'’d your blifsful hours above, 
Tull, in Ortygia, Dian’s winged dart 
Had piere’d the haplefs hunter to the héart. 
So when the covert of the thrice-eai'd field 
Saw ftately Ceres to her paffion yield, », 
Scarce could Iafion tafte her heavenly charms, 
But Jove’s fwift lightning {corch’d him in her 
arms, 
And is it now my turn, ye mighty Powers ! 
Ain I the envy of your biifsful bowers ? 
A man, an outcaft to the ftorm and wave, 
It was my crime to pity, and to fave; 
When he who thunders rent his bark in twain, 
And funk his brave companions in the min. 
Aloné, abandon’d, in mid ocean toft, 
‘Lhe fport of winds, and diiven from every coaft, 
Hither this man of miieries I led, 
Receiv’d the friendlefs, and the hungry fed ; 
Nay promis’d (vainly promis’d) to beftow 
Tnimortal life, exempt from age and woe. 
Tis paft—and Jove decrees he fhall remove ; 
Gods as we are, we are but flaves to Jove. 
Go then he may (he mutt, if He ordain, 
Try all thofe dangers, all thofe deeps, again) : 
But never, never fhall Calypfu tend 
, To toils like thefe, her hufband and her friend. 
What fhips have I, what failors to convey, 
What vars to cut the long laborious way ? 
Yet, PH direct the fafeft means to go: 
That laft advice is all I can heftow. 
‘I'o her, the Power who bears the charming 
rod : 
Difmifs the man, nor irritate the God ; 
Prevent the rage of him who reigns above» 
For what fo dreadful as the wrath of Jove? 
Thus having faid, he cut the cleaving fky, 
And in a moment vanifh’d from her eye. 
The nymph, obedient to divine command, 
To feek Ulyffes, pac’d along the fand. 
Him penfive on the lonely beach fhe found, 
With ftreaming eyes in briny torrents drown’d, 
And inly pining for his native fhore : 
For now the foft enchantrefs pleas’d no more : 
For now, reluctant, and conftrain’d by charms, 
Adbfent he lay in her defiring arms, 
In flumber wore the heavy night away, 
On rocks and fhores confum’d the tedious day ; 
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With echoing forrows made the mountains groan, 

And roll’d his eyes o’er all the reftlefs main, 

Till, dimm’d with rifing grief, they ftream'd a. 
ain. 

Here? on his mufing mood the Goddefs preft, 
Approaching foft; and thus the chief addreit ; 
Unhappy man! to waiting woes a prey, 

No more in forrows languifh life away : 

Free as the winds I give thee now to rove--~ 
Go, fell the timber of yon lofty grove, 

And form a raft, and build the rifing thip, 
Sublime to bear thee o’er the gloomy deep. 
To ftore the veffel, let the care be mine, 
With water from the rock, and rofy wine, 
And Kfe-fuftaining bread, and fair array, 

And profperous gales to waft thee on the ways 
Thefe, if the Gods with my defires comply, 
(The Gods, alas! more mighty far than I, 
And better fkill’d in dark events to come} 

In peate fhall land thee at thy nativehome. __ 

With fighs, Ulyffes heard the words the {pokey 
Then fhus his melancholy filence broke : 

Some other motive, Goddefs! fways thy mind,. 

(Some clofe defign, or turn of womankind) 

Nor my return the end, nor this the way, 

On a flight raft to pafs the {welling fea, 

Huge, hornd, vaft! where f{carce in fafety fails 

The beft-built fhip, though Jove infpire the gales, 

The bold propofal how fhall T fulfil, 

Datk as J am, unconfcious of thy will? 

Swear ae thou mean'ft not what my foul fore. 
bodes ; 

Swear by the folemn oath that binds the Geds. 

Fim, while he fpoke, with {miles Calypfo ey’d, 
And gently grafp’d lis hand, and thus reply’d: 
‘hts fhows thee, friend, by old experience taught, 
And learn’d in all the wiles of human thought, 
How prone to doubt, how cautious are the wife? 
But hear, O earth! and hear ye facred fkies3 
And thou, O Stya! whofe formidable floods 
Glide through the fades, and bind th’ attcfting 

Gods ! 
No form’d defign, no meditated end, 
Lurks in the counfel of thy faithful friend ; 
Kind the perfuafion, and fincere my aim; 
The fame my practice, were my fate the fame. 
Heaven has not curft me with a heart of fteel, 
But given the fente, to pity and to fecl. 

‘Thus having faid, the Goddefs march’d before z 
He trod her footfteps in the fandy fhore. 

At the cool cave airiv’d, they took their flate ; 
He fill’d the throne where Mercury had fate. 
For him the nymph a rich repaft ordains, 

Such as the mortal life of man fuftains ; 

Before heifelf were plac‘d the cates divine, 
Ambrofial banquet, and celeftial wine. 

‘Their hunger fatiate, and their thirft repreft, 
Thus fpcke Calypfo to her godlike guett : 

Ulyffes! (with a figh fhe thus began) 

O {prung from Gods! in wifdom more than man; 
Is then thy home the paflion of thy heart? 

Thus wilt thou leave me, are we thus to part 2 
Farewell! and ever joyful may’it thou be, 

Nor break the tranfpoit with one thought of me. 
But ah, Ulyffes! weit thou given to know 

What Fate yet dooms thee, yet, tg undergo; 
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Thy heatt might fettle in this fcene of cafe, 

And ev’n oo flighted charms might learn to 
leafe. 

A willing Goddefs and immortal life 

Might banifh from thy mind an abfent wife. 

Am I inferior to a mortal dame? 

Lefs foft my feature, lefs auguft my frame ? 

Or fhall the daughters of mankind compare 

Their earth-born beauties with the heavenly fair? 

Alas! for this (the prudent man replies) 
Again&t Utyfics fhall thy anger nife? 

Lov’d and ador’d, oh Goddefs! as thau art, 
Forgive the weaknefs of a human heart. 
Though well J fee thy graces far above 

The dear, though mortal, object of my love, 
Or youth eternal well the difference know, 
And the thort date of fading charms below ; 
Yet every day, while abfent thus I roam, 

} languith to return and dic at home. 
Whate’er the Gods fhall deftine me to bear 
In the black ocean, or the watery war, 
*Tis mine to mafter with a conftant mind ; 
Enur'd to perils, to the worft refign’d. 

By feas, by wars, fo many dangers run, 

Still I can fuffer: their high will be done! 

Thus while he fpoke, the beamy fun defcends 
And rifing night her friendly fhade extends. 

To the clofe grot the lonely pair remove, 

Aud flept delighted with the gifts of love. 

When rofy morning call’d them from their reft, 

Uly ffcs rob’d hym in the cloak and ve ft. 

Yhe nymph’s fair head a veil tranfparent prac’d, 

Her {welling loins a radiant zone embrac’d 

With flowers of gold: an under robe, unbougd, 

In {nowy waves flow’d glittering on the ground. 

Forth iffuing thus, fhe gave him firft to wield 

A weighty axe with trueft temper fteel’d, 

And double edp’d; the handle {mooth and plain, 

Wreught of the clouded olive’s eafy grain; 

And next, a wedge to drive with tweepy {way : 

‘Then to the neighbouring foreft led the way. 

On the lone ifland’s utmoft verge there ftood 

Of poplars, pines, and firs, a lofty wood, 

Whote leatlefs {ummits to the ikies afpire, 

Scorch ’d by the fun, or fear’d by heavenly fire 

(Already dry'd). Thefe pointing out to view, 

Lhe pympn just fhow’d him, and with tears with- 
rew. 

Now toils the hero; trces on trees o’erthrown 
Fall crackling round him, and the foreft groan: 
Sudden, full twenty on the plain are ftrow’d, 

And lopp’d, and lghten’d of their branchy load. 

At equal angles theie difpos’d to join, {line. 

He imooth’d and fyuar’d them, by the rule and 

(The wimbles for the work Calypfo found) 

With thofe he picrc’d them, and with clinchers 
bound. 

Long and capacious as a fhipwright forms 

Some bark’s broad buttom to outaride the ftorms, 

Su large he built the raft: then ribb’d it flrong 

From {pace to {pace, and nail’d the planks along; 

Thefe form’d the fides: the deck he fafhion’d lait; 

Then o’er the veffel rais‘d the taper’ matt, 

With crofling fail-yards dancing in the wind ; 

And to the helm the guiding rudder join’d 

(With yielding ofiers fenc’d, to break the force 
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Thy loom, Calypfo! for the future fails 

Supply'’d the cloth, capacious of the gales. 

With ftays and cordage laft he rigg’d the fhip, 

And, roll’d on levers, launch’d her in the deep. 

Four days were paft, and now the work come 

plete, 

Shone the fifth morn: when from her facred feat 

The nymph difmifs'd him, (odorous garments piv~ 
en) [Heaven : 

And bath’d in fragrant oils that breath‘d of 

Then fill’d two goat-fkins with her hands divine, 

With water one, and one with fable wine : 

Of every kind, provifions heav'd aboard ; 

And the full decks with copious viands ftor’d. 

The Goddefs, laft, a gentle breeze fupplies, 

To curl old ocean, and to warm the fkies. 

And now, rejoicing in the profperous gales, 
With beating hearst, Ulyffes fpreads his fails ; 
Piac’d at the helm he fate, and mark’d the tkies, 
Nor clos’d in fieep his ever-watchful eyes. 

There view'd the Piciads, and the Northern Team, 
And gregt Orion’s more refulgent beam, 

To which, around the axle of the fky 

The Bear, revolving, points his golden eye: 
Who fhines exalted on th’ ztherial plain, 
Nor bathes his blazing forehead in the main. 
Far on the left thofe radiant fires to keep 
The nymph directed, as he fail’d the deep. 
Full leventeen nights he cut the foamy way : 
The ditant Jand appear’d the following day : 
Then fiwell’d to fight Pheacia’s dufky coat, 
And woody mountains, halt in vapuurs loft . 
That la before him, induttinet and vat, 
Like a broad thicld amid the watery watte. 

But hin, thus voyaging the deeps below, 
Fiom tar, ou Solyime’s aerial brow, 

The King of Occan faw, and tccing bern’d 

(From A.thiopia’s happy climes return’d s) 

The raging monarch thool: his azute head, 

And thusin fecret to his toul he faid: 

Heavens! how uncertain are the Powers on 
high? 

Is then revers’d the fentence of the fky, 

In one man’s favour; while a diftant gueft 

I thar’d fecure the Acthiopian feaft ? 

Behold how near Pheacia’s land he draws ! 

The land, affin’d by Fate’s eternal laws 

To end his tos. Is then our anger vain? 

No; if this tceptre yet commands the main. 

He fpoke, and high the forky trident hurl'd 
Rells clouds on clouds, and ftirs the watery world, 
At once tlic face of earth the fea deforms, 

Swells all the winds, ane roufes all the ftorms. 
Down rufh’d the night: eat, weft, together roar ; 
And fouth, and north, roll mountains to the fhore ; 
Then fhook the hero, to deipair refign’d, 

And queftion’d thus his yet unconqgucr’d mind : 

Wreich that I au! what further fates attend 
This lite of toils, and what my deftin’d end? 

‘Yoo well, alas! the Mland Goddels knew, 

On the black fea what perils fhould enfue. 

New horrors now this dettun’d head enclofe ; 
Unailld is yet the meafure of my woes ; 

With whata (loud the browsof heaven arecrown’d! 
What raging winds! what roaring waters round ! 
“Lis Jovd himfelf the twelling tempefts rears ; 
tl onrcient d-ath on cvery fide appears. 
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Happy! thrice happy! who, in battle flain, 
Preft, in Atrides’ caufe, the Trojan plain : 

Oh! had I dy'd before that well-fought wall; 
Had fome diilinguifh’d day renown’d my fall 
(Such as was that, when fhowers of javelins fled 
From conqueiing Troy around Achilles dead) ; 
All Greece had paid me folemn funerals then, 
And fpread my glory with the fons of men. 

A thameful fate now hides my haplels head, 
Un-wept, un-noted, and for ever dead ! 

A mighty wave rufh’d o’er him as he {poke, 
The raft it cover’d, and the maft it broke ; 

Swept from the deckgand from the rudder torn, 

Far on the {welling furge the chief was borne: 

While by the howling tempeft rent in twain 

Flew fail and fail-yards rattling o’er the main. 

Long prefs’d, he heav’d beneath the weighty wave, 

Gloge’d by the cumbrous veft Calypfo gave: 

At length, emerging from his noftrils wide 

And gufhing mouth, effus’d the briny tide, 

Ev’n then not mindlefs of his laft retreat, 

He feiz’d the raft, and leapt into his feat, 

Strong with the fear of death. ‘The rolling flood 

Now here, now there, impell’d the floating woed. 

As when a heap of gather’d thorns is caft 

Now to, now fro, before th’ autumnal blat ; 

Together clung, it rolls around the field ; 

So roll’d the float, and fo its texture held: 

And now the fouth, aad now the north, bear 

And now the eaft the foamy floods obey, twang 

And now the weft-wind whirls it o’er the fea. 

The wandering chief, with toils on toils oppreft, 

Leucothea faw, and pity touch’d her breag 

(Herfelf a moital once, of Cadmus’ frain, 

But now an azure fifter of the main). 

Swift as a fea-mew {pringing from the flood, 

All radiant on the raft the Goddefs ftood : 

‘Shen thus addrefs’d him: Thou, whom Heaven 
decrecs 

To Neptune’s wrath, {tern tyrant of the feas, 

( Unequal conteft! not his rage and power, 

Great as he is, juch virtue fhall devour. 

What I fuggeit, thy witdom will perform ; 

Forfake thy float, and leave it to the ftorm; 

Strip off thy garments; Neptune’s fury brave 

With naked ttrength, and plunge into the wave. 

To reach Pheacia all thy nerves extend, 

"here Fate decrees thy mileries fhall end. 

This heavenly {carf beneath thy bofom bind, 

And live; give all thy terrors to the wind. 

Soon as thy arms the happy fhorte fhall gain, 

Return the gift, and caft it inthe main; 

Obferve my orders, and with heed obey, 

Caft it far off, and turn thy eyes away. 

With that, her hand the facred veil beftows, 

Then down the deeps fhe div'd from whence fhe 
rofe ; 

A moment fnatch’d the fhining form away, 

And all was cover’d with the curling fea. 

Struck with amaze, yet ftill to doubt inclin’d, 
He ftands fufpended, and explores his mind. 
What thall ldo? Unhappy me! who knows 
But other Gods intend ime other woes ? 

Whoe’er thou art, I fhall not blindly join 
"Thy pleaded reafon, but confult with mine: 
For fearce in ken appears that diftant ile, 
Thy voice foretels me fhall conclude my toil. 
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Thus then I judge; while yet the planks fuftain 


| The wild wavesfury, here I fix’d remain : 
' But when their texture to the tempefts yields, 


I launch adventurous on the liquid fields, 
Join to the help of Gods the ftrength of man, 
And take this method, fince the beft I can. 
While thus his thoughts an anxious council hold, 
The raging God a watery mountain roll’d; 
Like a black theet the whelming billow ipread 
Burfis o’er the float, and thuader’d on his head. 
Planks, beams, difparted fly: the fcatter’d wood 
Rolls diverfe, and in fragments ftrows the flood. 
So the rude Boreas, o’er the fields new-fhorn, 
Toffes and drives the fcatter’d heaps of corn. 
And now a fingle beam the chief beftrides ; 
There pois'd a while above the hounding tides, 
His limbs difcumbers of the clinging veft, 
And binds the facred cincture round his breaft : 
Then prone on ocean in a moment flung, 
Stretch’d wide his eager arms, and fhot the feas 
All naked now, on heaving billows laid, [along. 
Stern Neptune ey’d him, and contemptuous fatd : 
Go, learn’d in woes, and other woes effay ! 
Go, wander helplefs on the watery way : 
Thus, thus find out the deftin’d fhore, and then 
(If Jove ordains it) mix with happier men. 
Whate’er thy fate, the ills our wrath could raife 
Shall laft remember'd in thy beft of days. 
This faid, his fea-green ftecds divide the foam, 
And reach high /Ege and the towery dome. 
Now, {carce withdrawn the fierce earth fhak- 
ing power, 
Jove’sdaughter, Pallas, watch’d the favouringhour, 
Back to their caves fle bade the winds to fly, 
And hufh'd the bluftering brethren of the fky. 
The drier blafts alone ot Boreas fway, 
And bear him foft on broken waves away ;, 
With gentle force impelling to that thore, 
Where Fate has deftin’d he fall toil no more. 
And now two nights, and now two days were paft, 
Since wide he wander’d on the watery watte : 
Heav’d on the furge with intermitting breath, 
And hourly panting in the arms of death. 
The third fair morn now blaz’d upon the main; 
Then glaffy {mooth lay all the liquid plain: 
The winds were huth’d,the billows fcarcely curl'd, 
And a dead filence flill’d the watery world; 
When lifted on a ridgy wave be "f{pies 
The land at diftance, and with fharpen’d eyes, 
As pious children joy with vaft delight 
When a lov'd fire revives before their fight 
(Who, lingering long has call’d on death in vain, 
Vix’d by fome denon to his bed of pain, 
Tull Heaven by miracle his life reftore ) ; 
5o joys Ulyfles at th’ appearing fhore, 
And fees, (and labours onward as he fees) 
The rifing foreits and the tuited trees. 
And now, as near approaching as the found 
Of human voice the iiftening car may wound, 
Amudft the rocks he hears a hollow roar 
Of murmuring furges breaking on the fore ; 
Nor peaceful port was there, nor winding bay, 
To thield the-veffel froma the rolling fea, 
But clifs, and thaggy fliores, a dreadful fight ! 
All-rough with rocks, with foaming billows whites 
Fear feiz’d his flacken’d limbs and beating hear: ; 
As thus commun'd be with his fond anare - 
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Thefe eyes at laft behold th’ unhop’d for coat, 
No port receives me from the angry main, 

But the loud deeps demand me back again. 
Above, harp tocks forbid accefs; around, 

Roar the wild waves ; beneath is fea profound ! 
No footing fure affords the faithlefs fand, 

‘To {tem too rapid, and too deep to ftand. 

If here Fenter; my efforts are in ¥ain, 
Dath’d on the cliffs, or heav'd into the maiti; 

Or round ia ifland if my courfe 1 bend. 

‘Where the ports open, or the fhores defcend, 
Back to the feas the rolling furge may {weep, 
And bury all my hopes beneath the deep. 

Or fome enormous whale the God may tend, 
{For many fuch on Amphitrite attend) 

Too well the turns of mortal chance 1 know, 
And hate relentlefs of my héavenlf foe. = fbore 

‘While thus he thought, a monitrous wave up- 
The chief, and dafh’d him on the craggy fhore : 
Torn was his fkin, nor had the ribs beer whole, 
But inftant Pallas enter’d in his foul. 

Clofe to the cliff with both his hands he clung, 
And ftuck adherent, and fufpenfed hung; [{weep 
Tilt the huge furge roll’d off: then, backward 
The refluent tides, and plunge him in the déep. 
As when the Polypus, from forth his cave 

‘Torn with full furee, relunétant beats the wave ; 
His ragged claws are ftuck with ftones and fands : 
So the rough rock had fhagg'd Ulyffes hands. 
And now had perifh’d, whelm'd beneath the main, 
Th’ unhappy mgn: ev'n Fate had been in vain: 
But all-fubduing Pallas lent her power, 

And ptudente fav’d him in the needful hour. 
Beyond the beating furge his courfe he bore 

(A. wider circle, but in fight of fhore) 

With longing eyes, obierving, to furvey 

Some fmooth afcent, or fafe fequefter’d bay. 
Between the parting rocks at length he ‘ipy’d 

A falling ftream with gentler waters glide ; 
‘Where to the feas the fhelving hore declin’d, 
And form’d a bay impervious to the wind. 

To this calm port the glad Ulyfies preft, 

And hail’d the river, and its God addreft: 

Whoe’er thou art, before whofe ftreant unknown 

I bend, a fuppliant at thy watery throne, 
Hear, azure king! nor let me fly in vain 

To thee from Neptune and the raging main. 
Heaven hears and pities haplefs men like me, 
For facred ev’n to Gods is mifery : 

Let then thy waters give the weary reft, 

And fave a fuppliant, and a man diftreft. 

He pray'd, and ftraight the gentle ftream fub- 
Detains the rufhing current of his tides, _[fides, 
Before the wanderer fmooths the watery way, 
And foft receives him from the rolling fea. 

That moment, fainting as he touch’d the fhore, 
He dropt his Gnewy arma: bis knees no more 
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Ah me! when, o'er a length of waters toft, | 


Perform’d their office, er his weight upheld: 


' His fwoln heart heav'd; his bloated body {well’d f 


From mouth and nofe the briny torrent ran; 
And lof in laffitude lay all the man, 

Depriv’d of voice, of motion, and of breath; 
The foul fcarce waking in the arms of death. 
Soon as warm life its wonted office found, 

The mindful chief Leucothea’s fcarf unbound ; 
Obfervant of her word, he turn’d afide 

His head, and caft it on the rolling tide. 

Behind him far, upon the purple waves 
The waters waft it, and the nymph receives, . 

Now parting from the ftream, Ulyffes found >) 
A moffy bank, with pliant futhes crown’d ! 

The bank he prefs'd, and gently kifs’d the ground; 
Wheie on the flowery herb as foft he lay, 
Thus to his foul the fage began to fay: 

What will ye next ordain, ye Powers on high? 
And yet, ah ! yet, what Fates are we to try ? 
Here by the ftream, if I the night ont-wear, 
Thus fpent already, how fhall nature bear 
The dews deicending, and nocturnal air ; 

Or chilly’ vapours, breathing from the flood 

When morning rilfes?—Lf 1 take the wood, 

And in thick fhelter of innumerous boughs 

Enjoy the comfort gently fleep allows ; 

Though fenc’d {rem cold, and though mf toil be 


aft, 

What favare beafts may wander in the watte ; 
Perhaps I yet may fall a bloody prey 
To prowling bears, or lions in the way. 

Thus long debating in himfelf he ftood : 
At length he took the paffage to the wood, 
Whofefhady horrors on a rifing brow 
Wav'd high, and frown’d uae the ftream below. 
There grew two olives, clefeft of the grove, 
With roots entwin’d, and branches interwove ; 
Alike their leaves, but not alike they fmil’d 
With fitter fruits; ohne fertile, éne was wild. 
Nor here the fun’s meridian rays had power, 
Nor wind fharp- piercing, nor the rufhing fhower $ 
The verdant arch fo clofe its texture kept: 
Beneath this covert great Ulyffes crept. 
Of gather’d leaves an ample bed he made 
(Thick ftrown by tempeft through the bowery 

fhade) ; 

Where three at leaft might winter's cold defy, 
Though Boreas rag’d along th’ inclement fky. 
This ftore, with joy the patient hero found, 
And, funk amidft them, heap’d the leaves around. 
As fome poor peafant, fated to refide 
Remote from ‘neighbours in a foreft wide, 
Studious to fave what human wants require, 
In embers heap’d, preferves the feeds of fire : 
Hid in dry foilage thus Ulyffes lies, 
Till Pallas pour’d foft flumbers on his eyes; 
And golden dreams (the gift of fweet repofe) 
Luli'd all his cares, and banith’d all his woes, 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


Pallas, appearing in a dream to Nanficaa (the daughter of Alcinons king of Phaacia), commands her 
td defcend to the river, and wafl the robes of ftate, in preparation to her nuptials) Nauficaa goes 


with her hendmaids to the river; where, while the garments are {pread on the bank, 


they diveit 


themfclves in fports. Their voices awake Ulyffes, who, addreffing himfelf to the princefs, is by 
her relieved and olothed, and receives directions in what manner to apply to the King and queen 


of the tfland. 


Whuixe thus the weary wanderer funk to reft, 
And peaceful flumbets calm’d his anxious breatt ; 
‘The Martial Maid from heaven’s aerial height 
Swift to Pheacia wine’d her ranid flight, 
In elder times the foft Phaacian train 
In eale poffeft the wide Hyperian piain ; 
Till the Cyclopean racc in arms arole, y 
A. lawlefs nation of Gigantic foes : 
‘Phen great Naufithous trom Hyperia far, 
"Through teas retreating from the found of war, 
Nhe recreant nation to fair Scheria led, 
Where never fcience rear'd her laurel'd head ; 
There, round lus tribes a itreng th of wail he rais’d: 
"To heaven the glittering domesand temples blaz’d: 
Juft to his realns, he parted grounds trom grounds, 
And fhar’d the lands, and gave the lands thei 
bounds. 
Now in the tilont grave the monarch lay, 
And wife Alumous beld the regal fway. 
To hts high palace through the fields of air 
The Goddels thot; Ulyflcs was her care. 
There as the mehr in filence roll’d away, 
A bLeaven oi: charms divine Nauficaa lay : 
Thivugh the thick gloom the ihining portals blaze; 
‘fwo nymphs the portals guard, cach nymph a 
Giace. 
Light as the viewlets air the Warrior-Maid 
Ghides thro’ the valves, and hovers round her Lead; 
A faveurite virin’s Lluoming tori the took, 
From Dyimas tprung, and thus the vifion {pol.e : 
Oh indolent! to walte thy bours away ! 
And fleep'tt thou carelefs of the bridal day ? 
‘Thy tpoufal ornament neglected lies ; 
Aide, ptepare the bridal tran, arife ! 
A juit applaute the cares of dicts impart, 
And give lott tram{port to 9 parent’s heart. 
Hafle, to the lunpid ftream direct thy way, 
When the ssy morn uaveilyhet fimiling ray: 
Hatte to the flream ' Companion of thy cafe, 
Lo, I thy tteps attcud, thy labours thare. 
Virgin, awake! the marriage-bour 1s nigh, 
See! mom ther thrones thy kindred monarchs 
‘The royal car at eatly dawn obtain, {igh ! 
And oicer mules sbedient to the rein; 
Fur rough the way, amd dutant rolls the wate, 
Where their tair vets Pheacian vi. gins lave. 
tn pomp ide forth; tor pomp becomes the great, 
And majelly derives a grace frum ftate. 
Then to the palaces of heaven fhe fails, 
Incumbent on the win gs of wafting gales: 
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The feat of Gods; the regions mild of peace, 

Full joy, and calm eternity of eafe. 

There no rude winds prefume to thake the tkies, 

No rains defcend, no inowy vapours rife ; 

But on immortal! thrones the bleit repoie : 

The firmament with living fleucors glows, 

Hither the Goddefs wing’d th’ aerial way, | 

Thro” heaven’s eternal gates that blaz’d with day, 
Now from her rofy car Aurora fled 

The dawn, and all the orient fam’d with red. 

Up rofe the virgin with the mornmyg light, 

Obedient to the vifion of the night. [ftow’d 

The queen fhe tought: the queen her hours be- 

La curious works; the whirling fpindle glow’d 

With crimton threads, while buly damiels cull 

The fuowy flecce, or twift the purpled woul. 

Mcan while Phaeacia’s peers in council fate ; 

From his high doum the king deicends in fate, 

Then with a thal awe the royal mand 

Approach’d him pafling and fulbmiflive faid : 
Will my dread fire hi ear regaiutal deign, 

And may lus child the royal ear obtain? 

Say, with thy garments fhall I bend my way, 

Where through the vales the mazy waters ilruy ? 

A dignity of drefs adorns the great, 

And kings draw lujtre trom the robe of ftate. 

Five tons thou haft; three wait the bridal day, 

And ipetleis robes become the younp and gay : 

So when with praife amud-the dance they dhine, 

By thele my cares adorn’d, that praife is mine. 
Thus the: but bluthes ill-reflrain’d betray 

Her thoughts intentive on the bridal day : 

The con{cious fire the dawning bhih turvey’d, 

And {miling thus befpoke the bioaming maid : 

My child, my darling joy, the cer receive ; 

That, and whate’er our daughter aik., we give. 
Swift at the royal nod th’ attending train 

The car prepare, the mules inceflant rein. 

The b!uoming virpin with difpatchtul cares 

‘Yunicks, and ftoles, and robes unperial, bears. 

The queen, affiduous, to her train affiyns 

The hagas viands, and the flavorous wines, 

The train prepare a cruife of curious mould, 

A cruife of fragiance, form’d of burnith’d gold ; 

Odcur divine | whiute toft refiething ttreains 

Steck the {mooth fkin, and {cent the {nowy limté> 
Now mounting the gay feat, the filken reims 

Shine in hee hand: ajong the founding plains 

Swift fly the mules: nor rode the nymph alene , 
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They feek the cifterns where Pleician dames 
Waih their fair garments in the lmpid ftreams ; 
Where, gathering into depth from falling rills ; 
The lucid wave a {pacious bafon fiils. 
The mules unharnefs’d range befide the main, 
Or crop the vetdant herbage of the plain. 
Then emulous the royal robes they lave, 
And plunge the veitures in the cleanfing wave ; 
(The veftures cleans’d o’etfj.read the thelly fand, 
Their {nowy luftre whitens all the ftrand :) 
Then with a thoit repat relieve their toil, 
And o’er their limbs diflufe ambrofial oil; 
And, while the robes imbibe the folar ray, 
@’er the green mead the (porting virgins play 
CUheir thining veils unbound). Along the fkies 
‘Yok, and retott, the ball inceifant flies. 
They fport, they feaft; Nanficaa lifts her voice, 
And, warbling iweet, makes earth’and heaven re- 
As when o’er Erymanth Diana roves, —_—[joice. 
Or Wide ‘Paygetus’ icfounding groves ; 
A fvlvan train the huntrefs queen furrounds, 
Her rattling quiver from her fhoulder founds: 
Fierce in the fpurt, along the mountain's brow 
They bay the Boar, or chafe the bounding roe : 
Wigh o'er the lawn with more majettic pace, 
Above the nymphs fhe treads with ftately grace ; 
Diftinguifh'd exceilence the Goddefs proves ; 
Exults Latona, as the virgin moves. 
With equal grace Nauficaa trod the plain, 
And fhone tranfcendant o’er the beauteous train. 
Mean time (the care and favourite of the tkies) 
Wrapt in embowering fhade, Ulyffes lies, 
His woes forgot ! but Pallas now addreft 
To brerk the bands of all-compofing rett. 
Forth from her fnuwy hand Nauficaa threw 
The various ball; the bail erroneous flew, , 
And fwain the flream: loud fhricks the virgin 
train, 
And the loud fhirick redoubles from the main. 
Wak’d by the fhrilling found, Uly fles rote, 
And, to the deaf woods wailing, breath’d his woes: 
Ah me! on what inhofpitable coatt, 
Or what new region, is Ulyfles tott? 
Pofleft by wild barbarians fierce in arms; 
@: men, whofe botom tender pity warms ? 
What founds are tuele that gather from the 
ihores : [bowers, 
The voice of nymphs that haunt the {yivan 
Tie fair-hair’d Dryads of the fhady wood ; 
Or azure daughters of the filver flood ; 
Or human voice? but, iffuing from the fhades, 
Why ceaie L itrait to learn what found invades ? 
Then, where the grove with leaves umbrageous 
bends 
With forveful firength a branch the hero rends; 
Around his loins the verdant cincture fpreads 
A wreathy foliage and concealing thades. 
As when a lion in the midnight hours, 
Beat by rude blafls, and wet with wintry fhowers, 
Deicends terrific from the mountain’s brow : 
With living flames his rolling eye-balls glow ; 
Vrith confcious flrength elate, he bends his way, 
Majetticully fierce, to feize his prey 
(‘The fteer or ftag) : or with keen hunger bold, 
Springs o’er the fence, and diffipates ‘he fold. 
i > leis a terror. from the neighbouring groves 
i; Rough from the toffing furge) Uly Mes moves; 
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Urg’d on by want, and recent from the florms s 
The brackith ooze his manly face deforms. 
Wide o'er the fhore with mary a pieicing cry 
To rocks, to caves, the frighted virgins fly : 
All but the nymph: the nymph ftvod fix’d alone; 
By Pallas arm’d with boldneis not her own. 
Mean time in dubious thought the king awaits, 
And, felf-confidering, as he itands, debates ; 
Diitant his mournzul ftury to declare, 
Or proftrate at her knee addrefs the prayer. 
But fearful to offend, by Witdom {way’d, 
At awful diftance he accoits the maid ; ' 

If trom the fkies a Guddefs, or if earth 
(Impcrial virgin) boat thy glor.ous birth, 
To thee T bend! if in that bright difguife 
Thou vilit earth, a daughter of the fkies, 
Hail, Dian, hail! the huntref$ of the groves 
So fhines mayeftic, and fo ftately moves, 
So breathes an air divine! But if thy race 
Be mortal, and this earth thy native place, 
Blett is the father from whole loins you fprung 
Blett is the mother at whole breaft you hung, 
Bleft are the brethren who thy blood divide, 
To fuch ¢ miracle of charmy ally’d: 
Joyful they fce applauding princes gaze, 
When ittately in the dance you {wim th’ harmo. 

nious maze. 

But bleft o’er all, the youth with heavenly charms, 
Who clafps the bright perfeétion in his arms ! 
Never, I never view’'d till this bleft hour 
Such finifh’d grace! I gaze, and I adore ! 
Thus teems the palm with ftately honours crown’d 
By Phoebus’ altars; thus o’erlooks the3ground ; 
‘The pride of Delos. (By the Delian coaft, 
LT voyagyl, leader of a warrior-hoft, 
But ah, how chang’d! from thence my forrow 
© fatal voyage, fource of all my woes)! [flows; 
Raptur’d I ftood, and, as this hour amaz’d, 
With reverence at the lofty wonder gaz’d ; 
Raptur'd I ftand! for eatth ne’cr knew to bear 
A plant fo ftately, or a nymph fo fair. 
Aw’d from accefs, J lift my fuppliant hands ; 
For mifery, O queen, before thee ftands ! 
Twice ten tempeftnous nights I roll'd, refign’d 
To roaring billows, and the warring wind ; 
Heaven bade the deep to fpare! but Heaven, my 
Spares only to infl:@t tome mightier woe! —[foe, 
Inur’d to care, to death in all its forms ; 
Outcatt I rove, familiar with the ftorms ! 
Once more I view the face of human-kind ; 
Oh, Ict 1oft pity touch thy generous mind ! 
Unconicious of what air 1 breathe, I ftand 
Naked, defencele/s, on a foreign land. 
Propitious to my wants 4 veft fupply 
To guard the wretched from th’ inciement fky : 
So may the Gods, who heaven and earth control, 
Crown the chafte wifhes of thy virtaous foul, 
On thy ioft hours their choicett blefiings fhed ; 
Bleit with a hufband be thy bridal bed: 
Bleft be the hufband with a blooming race, 
And laiting union crown your blifsful days. 
The Gods, when they fupremely blefs, beftow 
Firm union on their favourites below : 
Then cnvy grieves, with inly-pining hate; 
The good exult, and Heaven is in our ftate. 

To whom the nymph: O ftranger, ceafe thy 
Wik is thy foul, but man is bern to bear: [care ; 
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‘Tove weighs affuirs of earth, in dubious fcales, 
And the good fuffers, while the bad prevails: 
Bear, with a foul refign’d, the will of Jove ; 
Who breathes, muft{ mourn: thy woes ate from | 
But fince thou tread'f our hofpitable thore, [above. 
°Tis mme to bid the wretched grieve no more, 
To clethe the naked, and thy way to guide--- 
Know, the Pheacian tribes this land divide ; 
From great Alcinous’ royal loins I {pring, 
A happy nation, and an happy king. 

vhen to her maids: Why, why, ye coward 

train, 

Thefe fears, this flight? Ye fear, and fly in vain. 
Dread ye a foe? dif that idle dread, 
Tis death with hoftile fteps thefe fhores to tread: 
Safe in the love of Heaven, an ocean flows 
Around our realm, a barrier from the foes ; 
*Tis onrs this fon of forrow to relieve, 
Cheer the fad heart, nor let affliction grieve. 
By Jove the tanger and the poor are {ent ; 
Aud what to thofe we give, to Jove is lent. 
‘Then food fupply, and bathe his fainting limbs 
Where waving fhades obfcure the mazy flreams. 

Obedient to the call, the chief they guide 

To the calin current of the fecret tide : 

Glofe by the ftream a royal drefs they lay, 

A veft and robe, with rich embroidery gay : 

‘J hen unguents in a vafe of gold fupply, 

That breath’d a fragrance through the balmy tkys 

To them the king : No longer I detain 
Your friendly care: retire, ye virgin train ! 
Retire, while from my weary’d limbs I lave 
‘The foul pollution of the briny wave : 

Ye Gods! fince this worn frame refection knew, 
What fcenes have I furvey’d of dreadful view ! 
cae nymphs, recede! fage chaftity denies 

‘y raife the bluth, or pain the modeft eyes. 

The nymphs withdrawn, at once into the tide 
Active he bounds ; the flathing waves divide: 
O’er all his limbs his hands the wave diffufe, 
And from his locks comprefs the weedy ooze ; 
The balmy oil, a fragrant fhower, he theds; 
Then, dreft, in pomp magnificently treads, 

The Warriot Goddels gives his frame to hhine 
With majefty enlarg’d, and air divine: 

Back from his brow a length of hair unfurls, 

His hyacinthine locks detcend in wavy curls, 

As by fome artift, to whom Vulcan gives 

His kill divine, a breathing ftatue lives ; 

By Pallas taught, he frames the wondrous mould, 
And o’er the filver pours the fufile gold. 

So Pallas his heroic frame improves 

With heavenly bloom, and like a God he moves. 
A fragrance breathes around: majeftic grace 
Attends his iteps: th’ aftonifh’d virgins Baze. 
Soft he reclines along the murmuring feas, 
Inhaling frefhnefs from the fanning breeze. 

The wondering nymph his glorious port fur- 
And to her damfels with amazement, {aid : [vey’d, 
Not without care divine the ftranger treads 
This land of joy: his fteps fome Godhead leads: 
Would Jove deftroy him, fure he had been driven 
Far from the realm, the favourite ifle of Heaven. 

Late a fad fpectacle of woe, he trod 

The defart fands, and now he looks a God. 

Ob, Heaven! in my connubial hour decree 

This man my tpufe, or fuch a {poufe as he ! 
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But hatte, the viands and the bow! provide... 
The maids the viands, and the bow! fupply’d: 
Eager he fed, for keen his hunger rag’d, 
“nd with the generous vintage thirf affwap'd. 
Now on return her care Nauficaa bends, 
The robes refumes, the glittering car afcends, 
Far biooming o'er the field: and as the prefs'd 
The fplendid feat, the liftening chief addrefs'i+ 
Stranger, arile ! the fun rolls down the day, 
»! to the palace I direct the way: 
Where in high ftate the nobles of the land 
Attend my royal fire, a radiant band, 
Sut hear, though wifdom in thy foul prefides, 

peaks from thy tongue, and every action guides; 
Advance at diftance while I pafs the plain 
Where o’er the furrows waves the golden grain: 
Alone I re-afcend—-With airy mounds 
A ftrength of wall the guarded city bounds : 
The jutting land two ample bays divides t 
Full thro’ the narrow mouths defcend the tides s 
The fpacious batons arching rocks enciofe, 
A fure defence from every ftorm that blows. 
Clofe to the bay great Neptune's fane adjoins ; 
And near, a forum tlank’d with marble fhines, 
Where the bold youth, the numerous flects to 

{tore, 
Shape the broad fail, or {mooth the taper oar : 
For not the bow they bend, nor Loaft the fkill 
To give the feather’d arrows wings to kill; 
But the tall maft above the veffel rear, 
Or teach the fluttering fail to float in air, 
They ruth into the deep with eager joy, 
Climb the fteep furge, and thro’ the tempeft fly ; 
A. proud, unpolifh’d race--~To me belongs 
The care to fhun the blaft of flanderous tongues ; 
~ “ft malice, prone the virtuons to defame, 
Thus with vile cenfure taint my f{potlefs name ¢ 
* What ftranger this whom thus Nauficaa 
“ leads? 

‘* Heavens, with what graceful majefty he treads! 
‘“« Perhaps a native of fome diftant fhore, 
~ The future confort of her bridal hour ; 

Or rather fome defcendant of the fhies ; 

Won by her prayers, th’ aérial bridegroom flies. 

Heaven on that hou: his choiceft influence thed, 

That gave a foreign {poufe to crown her bed ! 
“ All, all the godlike worthies that adorn 
“ This realm, fhe flies: Phaxacia is her fcorn.” 

And juft the blame: for female innocence 
Not only flies the guilt, but fluns th’ offence : 
Th’ unguarded virgin, as unchafte, I blame ; 
And the leait freedom with the fex is fhame, 
Till our confenting fires a {poufe provide, 

And public nuptials juftify the bride. 

But would’ft thou foon review thy native plain, 
Attend, and {peedy thou thalt pafs the main : 
Nigh where a grove with verdant poplars 

crown'd, 

To Pallas facred, fhades the holy ground, 
We bend our way: a bubbling fount diftils 
A lucid lake, and thence deicends in rills ; 
Around the grove a mead with lively green 
Falls by degrees, and forms a beauteous fcene ; 
Here a rieh juice the royal vineyard pours; 
And there the garden yields a watte of lowers. 
Hence lies the town, as far asto the ear 
Floats a ftrong fhout pee the waves of ait, 
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There wait embower'd, while I afcend alone 
To great Akinous on his royal throne. 
Arriv’d, advance impatient of delay, 
And to the lofty palace bend thy way: 
The lofty palace overlooks the town, 
Fiom every dome by pomp fupetior known; 
A. child may point the way. With earneft gait 
Seek thou the queen along the rooms of ftate ; 
Her royal hand a wonderous woik defigns, 
Around a ciscle of bright damfels fhines, 
Part twit the threads, and part the woud difpofe, 
While with the purple orb the fpindle glows. 
High on a thronc, amid the Scherian powers, 
My royal father fhares the genial hours: 
But to the queen thy mournful tale ductofe, 
With the prevailing eloquence of woes: 
So fhalt thou view with joy thy natal thore, 
‘Though mountains rile between, and oceans roar. 
She added not, but waving as fhe wheel’d 
The filver f{courge, it glitter d o’er the field : 
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With fkill the virgin guides th’ embroider’d 
rein, 
Slow rolls the car before the attending train. 
Now whirling down the heavens, the golden day 
Shot through the weftern clouds a dewy ray; 
The grove they reach, where from the facred 
To Pallas thus the penfive hero pray’d:  [fhade, 
Daughter of Jove: whole aims in thunder 
wield 
Th’ avenging bold, and fhake the dreadful thield; 
Forfook by thee,in vain I fought thy ad =. 
When booming billows clos’d above my head: 
Attend, uncouguer’d Maid! acco:d my vows, 
Bid the great hear, and pityipy heal my woes. 
This heard Minerva, but ferbore to fly 
(By Neptune aw’d) apparent from the fky : 
Stein God! who rang’d with vengeance unre- 
flrain’d, 
Till great Uiytfes hail’d his native land. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


The Court of Alcinous. 


The Princefs Nauficaa returns to the city, and Ul; ffes foon after follows thither, 


He is met by Pallas 


in the form of a young virgin, who guides him to the palace, and direéts him in what manner to ad- 
drefs the gusen Arctte. She then myolves lum in a mift, which caufes him to pafsinvifible. ‘The 
palace and gardens of Alcinous defcaibed. jUiyffe. falling at the fect of the queen, the mit dif- 
perfes, the Phawacians admire, and receive him with relpect. The qucen inquining by what means 
he had the garments he then wore, he relates to her and Alcinous his depaituie tom Calypto, and 


his atrival on then dominions. 


The fame diy continue-, and the book ends w.th the night. 


Tae patient, heavenly man thus {uppliant pray’d; 

While the flow mules draw on th’ impertal maid. 

Through the proud ftiects fhe moves, the public 
gaze: 

The turning wheel before the palace ftays. 

With ready love her brothe:s gathering round, 

Receiv’d the veftuies, and the mules unbound. 

She feeks the biidal bower: a matron there 

"Lhe rifing fire fupphes with bufy care, 

Whofe charms in youth the fathet’s heart inflam’d, 

Now woin with age, Eurymedufa nam’d: 

The captive dame Phzzacian rovers bore, 

Suatch'd trom Lpirus, her {weet native fhore, 

(a. grateful prize) and in her bloom beftow’d 

On good Alcinous, honour'd as a God: 

Nurle of Nauficaa fiom hes infant years, 

Aud tender tpcond toa a mother’s cares. 

Now from th: {acred thicket where he iay, 
To town Ulyffe,s took the winding way. 
Propitious Pallas, to fecuie her care, 

Around him fpread a veil of thicken’d air 3 

‘To fhim th’ encounter of the vul; ar crowd, 
Infulting tl, inqutfitive aud loud. 

When near the fain’d Pheaciar walls he drew, 
The Leautcous city opening to lis view, 

His ftep a vugin met, aid ftvod befuie: 

A pelud’d urn the fecamny yilgin bure, 


And youthful fmil'd; but in the low difgnife 
Lay h.d the Goddefs with the azure eyes. 

Siow me, fair daughter, (thus the chief de- 

mands) 

The howe of him who rules the happy lands. 
Through many wocs arf wanderings, lo! I come 
To good Alcinous’ hofpitable dome. 
Far tiom my native coaft, Liove alone, 
A wietched ftianger, and of all unknown ! 

The Goddcfs anfwer’d, Father, L obey, 
And point the wandering traveller his way : 
Well known to me the palace you inguite, 
For f.  befide it dwells my honour’d fire ; 
But filent march, nor prect the common train 
With q&cftions necdlefs, or inquiry vain, 
A race of rugged mariners are thefe ; 
Unpolith d men, and boiftcrous as their feas: 
The native iflanders alone their care, 
And hateful he who bieathes a foreign air. 
‘TLhefe did the ruler of the deep ordain 
To build proud navies, and command the main; 
On canvas wings to cut the watery way; 
No bird {6 light, no thought fo fwitt, 4s they. 

'] hus having fpoke, th’ unknown cel-ftial leads 
The footitep of th’ Deity he treads, 
And facred moves along th’ crowde'l fpace, 
Unfeen of all the rude Phxacianace. 
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&S0 Pallas order’d, Pallas to their eyes 
The mift objected, and condens’d the fkies), 
The chief with wonder fees th’ extended ftreets, 
The fpreading harbours, and the rifing fleets ; 
He next their princefs lofty domes admires, 
In feparate iflands crown’d with rifing fpires ; 
And deep intrenchments and high walls of ftone, 
That gird the city like a marble zone. 
At length the kingly palace-gates he view'd: 
There ftopp’d the Goddefs, and her fpeech re- 
» new'd: 
My tafk is done; the manfion you inquire 
Appears before you: enter, and admire. 
Fgh thron’d, and feafting there thou fhalt behold 
The {ceptred rulers. Fear not, but be bold ; 
A decent holdnefs ever meets with friends, 
Succeeds, and ev’n a ftranger recommends. 
Firft to the queen prefer a {uppliant’s claim, 
Alcinous queen. Arete is her name, t 
The fame her parents, and her power the fame. 
For know, trom Ocean's God Naufithous {prung, 
And Peribza, beautiful and young 
(Eurymedon’s laft hope, who rul’d of old 
The race of giants, impious, proud, arf bold ; 
Perifh’d the nation in unrighteous war, 
Perifli'd the prince, and left his only heir). 
Who now, by Neptune’s amorous power compicft. 
Produc’d a monatch that his peuple blef, 
Father and prince of the Phwacian name; 
From bim KKhexenur and Alcinous came. 
The firit by Phoebus’ burning arrows fir’d, 
New from his nuptals, hapleis youth! expird. 
No fon furviv’d: Arete hoir'd his ftate, 
And her, Alcinous chote his royal mate. 
With honours yet to womenkind unkncawn, 
This queen he graces, and divides the throne - 
In equal tendernefs her fons conipire, 
And all the childien emalate their fire. 
When through the ftiects the gracious deigns to 
move, 
(The public wonder and the public love) 
The tongues of all with tranfport found her pratfe 
“Lhe eyes ofall, as on a Goddels, gaze. 
She feels the trrunph of a generous breafl: 
"bo heal divifions, to relieve th’ opptett ; 
In virtue rich; in bleting others, bleft. 5 
Go then fecure, thy humble furt preter, 
And owe thy country and thy friends to her. 
With that the Goddefs deign’d no longer flay, 
But o’er the world of waters wing"d her way : 
Forfaking Scheria’s ever-pleafing Shore, 
The winds to Marathon the virginbore, — [head, 
Thence, where proud Athens rears her towery 
With opening ftreets and thining ftructures fpread, 
She pait, delighted with the well-knowg feats ; 
And to Lredtheus’ facred dome retreats. 
Mean while Uly ites at the palace waits, 
There ftops, and anxious with his foul debates, 
Fix’d in amaze before the royal gites. 
The tront appear’d with radiant fplendors gay, 
Bright as the lamp of night, or orb of day, 
The walls were mally brafs; the cornice high 
Blue metals crown'd, in colours of the thy : 
Rich plates ot gold she folding dvors incafe ; 
The pillars filver, on a brazen baie ; 
Silver the lintals deep proyecting o'er, 
And gold, theginglets that command the door, 
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Two rows of ftately dogs on either hand, 
In feulptur’d gold and labour’d filver ftand. 
Thefe Vulcan form’d with art divine, to wait 
Immortal guardians at Alcinous’ gate ; 
Alive each animated frame appenrs, 
And ftill to live beyond the powcr of years. 
Fair thrones within from {pace to fpace were rais’d, 
Where various carpets with embroidery blaz’d, 
The work of matrons: thefe the princefs prett, 
Day following day, a long continued feaft. 
Retulgent sedetialt the walls furround, 
Which boys of gold with flaming torches crown’d ; 
The polifli'd ore, reflecting every ray, 
Blaz’d on the banquets with a double day. 
Full fifty handmaids form the houfehold train; 
Some turn the mill, or fift the golden grain : 
Some ply the loom: their bufy fingers move 
Like poplar leaves when Zephyr fans the grove, 
Not more renown’d the men of Scheria’s ifle, 
For faiiing arts and all the naval toil, 
Than works of female fkill their women’s pride, 
The flying fhuttle through the threads to guide : 
Pailas to thefe her double gifts imparts, 
Inventive genius, and induttricus arts. 

Cio’ to the gatcs a fpacious garden lies, 
Trom ftorms detended and inclement fkies. 
Four acres was the alloted {pace of ground, 
Fene’d witha green enctofure all around, 
"fall thriving trees confefs’d the truitful mould ; 
The reddening apple mpens here to gold. 
Here the blue fig with lyicious juice o’erflows, 
With deeper red the full pomegranate glows, 
The branch here bends beneath the weighty pear, 
And verdant olives flounth round the year. 
The balmy fpiit ofthe weftern gale 
Facroal bicathes on fruits untanpht to fail: 
Kach dropping pear a following pear fupplics, 
On apples apptcs, figs on figs arte 
The fame mild tealon gtves the bivoms to blow, 
The buds to harden, and the fruits to grow. 

Here orderd vines in equal sank. appear, 
With all Uv united labouts ot the year; 
Sume to unload the fertive branches run, 
Some dry the blackening clufters in the fun, 
Others to tread the Jiguid harve & join, 
The groaning pretles toam with fluods of wince. 
Here are the vines in early flower detery’d, 
Here grapes difcolour’d on the iunny fide, t 
And there in autuuin’s richeft purple dy’d. 

Beds of all various herbs, for ever green, 
In beautcous order terminate the {cene. 

Two plenteous fountains the whole profpect’) 

crown’ds 

This through the parden leads its ftreams sround.( 
Vilits each plant, and waters all the ground : 
While that im pipes beneath the palace flows, 
And thence its current on the town beftows ; 
To varions wie their various ftreams they bring, 
The people one, and one fupplies the hing. 

Such were the glories which the Gods ordain’d, 
To grace Alcinous, and his happy land. 
Ev’n from the chicf who men and nations knew, 
Th’ unwonted fcene furprife and rapture diew 3 
In pleafing thought he ran the proipect o er. 
‘Vhen haity entcr’d at the lofty door. 
Night now appreacinng, in the palace fland, 
With goblets crownd, a dulers of the land; 

lj 
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Prepar’d for reft, and offering to the + God 
Who bears the virtue of the fleepy 
Unfeen he glided through the joyous crowd, 
With darknefs circled, and an ambient cloud. 
Dire€t ta great Alcinous’ throne he came, 
And proftrate fell before th’ imperial dame. 
Then from around him drapt the yeil of night; 
Sudden he thines, and manifeft to fight, 
The nobles gaze, with awful fear opprett ; 
Silent they gaze, and eye the godlike gueft. 
Daughter of great Rhexenor! (thus began 
Low at her knees the much enduring man) 
‘To thee, thy confort, and this royal train, 
To all that thare the bleflings of your reign, 
A fupp'iant bends: Oh, pity human woe 
*Tis what the happy to th’ unhappy owe. 
A wretched exile to his country fend, 
Lang worn with griefs, and long without a friend. 
So may the Gods your better days increafe, 
And all your joys defcend on all your race, 
So reign for ever on yQut country’s breaft, 
Your people bleffing, by your people bleft | 
Then to the genial hearth he bow'd his face, 
Aud numbled in the afhes took his place. 
Silence ¢niued. The eldeft firft began, - 
Echenus fage, a venerable man! 
Whofe well-taught mind the prefent age furpaft, 
And join’d to that th’ experience of the laft. 
Fit words attended on his weighty fenfe, 
And mild periuafion flow’d in eloquence. 
O fight (he cry’d) difhoneft and unjutt | 
A gueft, a ttranger, feated in the duft! 
To raife the lowly fuppliant fram the ground 
Befits a monarch. Lo! the peers around 
Rut wait thy word, the gentle gueft to grace, 
And feat him fair in fome diftinguith’d place. 
Let firft the herald duc Iibation pay 
To Jove, who guides the wanderer on his way: 
Then fet the genial banquet in his view, 
And give the atranger gueft a ftranger’s due. 
His fage advice the liftenjng king obeys, 
Fle tiretch’d his hand the prudent chief to raife, 
And from his feat Laodamas remov’d 
(The monarch’s offspring, and his beft belov'd) ; 
There next his fide the godlike hero fate ; 
With ftars of filver fhone. the bed of ftate. 
The golden ewer a beauteous handmaid brings, 
Replenith'd from the cool tranflucent {prings, 
Whole polifh’d vafe with copious ftreams fupplies 
A filver laver of capacious fize, 
The table next in regal order fpread, 
The glittering canifters are heap'd with bread : 
Viands of various kinds invite the taite, 
Of choiceft fort and favour, rich repatt ! 
‘Thus feafting high, Aleinous gave the fign, 
And bade the herald pour the rofy wine. 
Let all around the due libation pay 
eel ove, who guides the wanderer on his way. 
efaid. Pontonous heard the king’s command : 
The citcling goblet moves from hand to hand: 
Earth drinks the Juice that glads the heart of man, 
Alcinous then, with afpect mild, began; 
Princes and peers, attend; while we impart 
+ To you, the thoughts of no inhuman hearg. 
Wow pleas'd and fatiate from the focial rite 
Repair we to the pleffings of the night: 
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But with the rifing day, affembled here, = 

Let all the elders of the land appear, 

Pious abferve aur hofpitable laws, 

And Heaven propitiate in the ftranger’s caufe : 

Then, join’d in council, proper means explore 

Safe to traniport him to the wuth’d-tor fhote 

(How diftant that, imports not us to know, 

Nor weigh the labour but relieve the woe). 

Mean time, nor haym nor anguifh let him bear 3 

This interval, Heaven trufts him to our care ; 

But to his native land our charge refign'd, [hind. 

Heaven ’s his life to come, and all the wues be 

Then mutt he fuffer what the Fates ordain ; 

For Fate has wove the thread of life with pain, 

And twins evin from the birth are mifery and 
man 

But if, defcended from th’ Olympian bower, — 
Gracious approach us {ome immortaj power ; 

If in that form thou com’ft a gueft divine : 

Some high event the confcious Gods defign. 

As yet, unbid they never grac’d our featt, 

The folemn tacrifice call’d down the guett ; 

Then manifeft af heaven the vifian ftood, ° ‘ 

And to our dyes familiar was the God. 

Oft with fome favour'd traveller they tray, 

And fhine before him all the defert way: 

With focial intercourfe, and face to face, 

The friends and guardians of our pions race. 

So near appruach we their celeftial kind, 

By jultice, truth, and probity of inind : 

As our dire neighbours of Cyclopean birth 

Match in fierce wrong the Giant-fons of earth. 
Let no rie thought (with modeit grace 1¢- 

join’ 

The siadent Greek) poffefs the royal mind, 

Alas! a mortal, like thyfelf, am 1; 

No glorjous native of yon azure thy : 

In form, ah how unlike their heavenly kind ! 

How morc inferior in the gifts of mind ! 

Alas, a mortal! moft oppreft of thote 

Whom Fate has loaded with a weight of woes: 

By a fad train of miferies alone 

Diftinguith’d long, and fecond now to none ! 

By Heaven's high will compell’d from fhore tq 

“  fliove ; 

With Heaven’s high will prepar’d to fuffer more. 
What hiftories of toil could I declare ! 

But ftill long-wearied nature wants repair ; 
Spent with fatigue, and thrunk with pining faft, 
My craving bowels ftill require repatt. 

Howe’er the noble, fuffering mind, may grieve 
Its load of anguifh, and difdain to live ; 
Neceflity demands uur daily bread ; 

Hunger is infolent, and will be fed, 

But finifh,eoh ye peers! what you propofe, 
And let the morrow’s dawn conclude my woes. 
Pleas’d will [ fuffer all the Gods ordain, 

To fee my foil, my fun, my friends, again. 

That view vouchfaf'd, let inftant death Curprife 
With ever-during fhade thefe happy eyes! 

Th’ affembled peers with general praife ap 
His pleaded reafon, and the fuit he mov’d. [prov’d, 
Each drinks a full oblivion of his cares, 

And to the gift of balnty fleep repairs. 
Ulyfics in the regal walls alone 

Remain’d: befide him, on a fplendid throne 
Divine Arete and Alcinousfhone. “ 
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‘The queen, on nearer view, the gueft furvey’d, 
Rob‘d in the garments her own hands had made; 
Not without wonder feen. Then thus began, 
Her words addreffing to the godlike man : 

Cam’ft thou not hither, wondrous ftranger! fay, 
From lands reinote, and o’er a length of fea! 
Tell ae w bance art thou? whence that prince- 

y air? 
And robes like thefe, fo recent and fo fair? 

Hard is the tafk, oh princes! you impofe : 
oie fighing {poke the man of many woes) 

he long, the mournful feries to relate 
Of all my forrows fent by Heaven and Fate ! 

Yet what you alk, agtend. An ifland les 

Beyond thefe tracts, and under other fkies, 

Ogygia nam’d, ip Ocean's watery arms; 

Where dwells Calypfo, dreadful in her charms! 

Remote from Gods or men fhe holds her reign, 

Amid the terrors of the rolling main. 

Me, only me, the hand of fortune bore 

Unbleft! to tread that ipterdicted hore: 

When Jove tremendous in the fable deeps 

Launch’d his red lightning at our {catter’d fhips: 

Then, all my fleet, and all my followers loft, 

Sole on a plank, on boiling furges taft, 

saa oe my wreck th’ Ogygian ifle to 
na, 

Full nine days floating to the wave and wind. 

Met by the Goddefs there with open arms, 


She brib‘d my ftay with more than human charms; 

Nay promis’d, vainly promis’d, to bettow 

Immortal life, exempt from age and woe: 

But all her blandifhments fuccefstefs prove, 

To banith from my breaft my country’s Jove. 

T ftay reluctant feyen continued years, 

And water her ambrofial conch with tears. 

The eighth the voluntary moves to part, 

Or urp’d by Jove, or her own changeful heart. 

A raft was form'd, to crofs the furging fea ; 

Herfelf fupply’d the ftores and sich array, 

And gave the gales to waft me on the way. 

En feventeen days appear’d your pleafing couf, 

And woody mountains half in vapours loft. 

Joy touch’d my foul: my foul was joy’d in vain, 

For angry Neptune rous’d the raging main; 

The wild winds whiftle, and the billows roar; 

The fplitting raft the furious tempeft tare ; t 

And ftorms vindictive intercept the thore. 

Soon as their rage fubfides, the feas I brave 

With naked force, and thoot along the wave, 

To asi this ifle: but there my hopes were 
off, 

The furge impell’d me on a craggy coaft, 

1 chofe the fater fea, and chanc’d to find 

A iiver’s mouth impervious to the wind,® 

And clear of rocks. I fainted by the flood ; 

Then took the thelter of the neighbouring wood. 

Iwas night ; and, cover'd in the foliage deep, 

Jove plung’d my fentes in the death of fleep. 

All night T flept, oblivious of my pain: 

Aurora dawa’d and Phoebus fhin’d in vain, 

Ner, till oblique he flop’d hit evening ray, 

Had Somnus dry’d the balmy dews away. 

Then female voices from the fhore I heard : 

A maid amidft them, goddefs-like, appeur'd : 

To her I fued, the pity'd my diftrets ; 

Like thee in beauty, gor in virtue lets, 
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Who from fuch youth could hope confiderate care? 

In youth and beauty wifdom is but rare ! 

She gave me life, reliev'd with jult fapplies 

My wants, and lent thefe rubes that ftrike your 
eyes. 

This is the truth: and oh, ye Powers on high! 

Forbid that want fhould fink me to a lie, 

To this the king: Our daughter but expreft 
Her cares imperfect to our godlike gueft. 
Suppliant to her, fince firft he chofe to pray, 
Why not herfelf did fhe conduct the way, i 
And with her handmaids to our court convey ? 

Hero and king! (Ulyffes thus reply’d) 

Nor blame her taultlefs, nor fufpeet her pride: 
She bade me follow in th’ attendant train; 
But fear and reverence did my fteps detain, 
Left rath fufpicion might alarm thy mind : 
Man’s of a jealous and miftaking kind 

Far from my foul (he cry’d) the Gods efface 
All wrath ill-grounded, atd fufpsc ton bate ! 
Whate’er is hon it, ftranger, I approve ; 
And would to [ hechus, Pallas, and to Jove, 
Such as thou art, thy thonght and mine were 

one, 
Nor theu unwilling to be call’d my fon. 
In fuch alliance could’ thou wiih to join, 
A palace ftor’d with treaftres fhould be thine, 
But, wWreluctant, who hall force thy ttay ¢ 
Jove bids to fet the ftreuger on his way, t 
And thips fiall wait thee with the morning ray _ 
Till then, let lumber clofe thy careful eyes ; 7 
The wakeful mariners fhall watch the fhies, 
Ani feize the moment when the breezes rife ; 4 
Then gently watt thee to the pleafing fhore, 
Where thy foul refts, and labour is no moie. 
Fat as Euboea though thy country lay, 
Our fhips with eafe tranfport thee in a day. 
Thither of old, earth's {{ ziant-fon to view, 
On wings of winds with Rhadamanth they dew: 
This land, from whence thele morning coune 
begun, 

Saw them returning with the fetting fun. 
Your eyes shall witnefs and confirm my tale, 
Our youth how dextrous, and how fleet our fai’. 
When juftly tim'd with equal [weep they row, 
Ard ocean whitens in long tracts below. 

Thus he. No word th’ experienc’d man re« 

lies, 

But nee to,heaven (and heavenward lifts his eyes) 
Q, Jove! O, father! what the king accords 
Do thou make perfect ! facred be his words ! 
Wide oter the world Alcinous' glary thine ! 
Let faine be his, and ah fb my cquntry, mjne & 

Mean time Arete, for the hour, of ref, 
Ordains the fleecy couch and covering vett ; 

Bids her fuir train the purple quilts prepare, 
And the thick carpets {pread with bufy care. 
With torches blazing in their hands they pat, 
And finifl’d all the queen’s command with hafte: 
Then os the fignal to the willing gueft: 
He rofe with pleafure, and retir d to reft. 
There, foft-extended, to the murmuring found 
Of the high porch, Ulyffes fleeps profound! 
Within, seleas’d from cures Alcingus lies, 
And falt befide were clus’d Arete’s eyes, 

Hi Tityes, “9 
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VIII. - 


THE ARGUMENT. 


AJcinons calls a council, in which it is refolved to tranfport Ulyffes into his country. After which, 
{plendid entertainments are made, where the celebrated mufician and poet Demodocus plays and 


fings to the guctts. 


They next proceed to the games; the race, the wreftling, difeus, &c.; where 


Ulyffes cafts a prodigious length, to the admiration of all the fpeCtators. They return again to the 
banquet, and Demoducus fings the loves of Mars and Venus. Ulyffes, after a compliment to the 
poet, defiies hin to fing the introduction of the wooden horfe into Troy; which fubject provoking 
his tears, Alemous inquires of his gueft, his name, parentage, and fortunes. 


Wow fair Aurora lifts her golden ray, 

And all the ruddy orient flames with day : 
Alcinous, and the chief, with dawning light, 
hole inf{tvht trom the flumbers of the night ; 
Then to the council-teat they bend thei way, 
And fill the fining thrones along the bay. 

Mean while Minerva 1n her guardian care, 
Shoots from the flarry vault through fields of air ; 
In form a herald of the king, fhe flies 
From peer to peer, and thus inceifant cries: 

Nobles and chiefs who rules Phaacia's ftates, 
The king m council your attendance waits: 

A Prince of Grate Divine your aid implores, 
er unknown fei ariiv’d {10m unknown fhores. 

She fpoke and fidden with tumultuous founds 
Of thronging multitudes the fhorc. rebounds . 
At once the feats they fill: aud every eye 
Gaz'd, as betore fome brother of the thy. 

Pallas with grace divine Lis formimpreves, —¢ 
More high he treads, aud more enlar.’d he moves : 
She theds celcfiial bloom, regard to diaw; 

And gives a c.gnity of mien, to awe ; 

With ftrength. tie future prize of Fame to piay, 
And cather all the honours of the day. 

Then from his glittering throne Alc mous rofe : 
Attend, he cry’d, while we our will difelore. 

Yeur pretert aid this godlike ftranger craves, 
Toft by rude tempeit through a war of waves; 
Pethaps from realms that view the rning day, 
Or nations {ubtect to the weitern ray. e 
Then grant, what here all fons of woe obtain, 

, For here affiction never pleads in vain :) 
Fe chofen yonths prepar’d, expert to try 
‘The vaft profound, and bid the veffel fly : 
Launch the tall bark, and order every oar; 
Then in our court indulge the genial hour. 
Inftant, ‘you failors, to this tafk attend ; 
Swift to the palace, all ye peers afceud : 
Let none to ftrangers honours due difclaim : 
Re there Demodocus, the Bard of Fame, 
Taught by the Gods to pleafe, when high he fings 
The vocal lay, refponfive to the ftrings. 

Thus fpoke the prince : th’ attending pecrs obey, 
In ftate they move; Alcinots leads the way . 
Switt to Demodocus the herald flies, 

At once the failors ts their charge arife : 

‘They launch the veffel, and uafurl the fails, 
And ftretcli the fwelling canvas to the gales ; 
‘Then to the palace move! A gathering throng, 
Youth, ant white age, tumultuous pour along : 


Now all accedes to the dome are fill'd ; 

Eight boars, the chetceit of the herd, are kill’d : 

Two beeves, twelve fatlings, trom the flock they 

bring 

To crown the feaft; fo wills the bounteous king. 

The herald now arrives, and guides along 

The tacred* mafter of celeftial {ong : 

Dear to the Mufe ! who gave Lis days to flow - 

With mighty bleffings, mix’d with miphty woe: 

With clouds of darknefs quench’'d his vitual ras, 

But gave him fkill to raife the lofty lay. 

High on a radrant thione fubliune in ftate, 

Kncircled by huge multitudes, be fate : 

With filver fhone the tirone ; Ins lyre well fting 

Io raptnious founds, at hand Pomtonous hung : 

Before his teat a polifivd table thines, 

And a full goblet foams with generous wines 

His food asherald bore: and now thev fed: 

And now the roge of craving huneer ficd. 
Then, fir'd by all the Mute, aloud he fings 

The mighty deeds of Dem-gods and Kings: 

From that ficrce wrath the noble {cng arvic, 

That made Ulyffes and Achilles foes: 

How o'er the feafi thev doom the fall of Troy ; 

The ftern debate Atrides hears with yoy: 

For Heaven toretold the conteft, when he trod 

The marble threflold oF the Delphic Gud, 

Curious to learn the cuuntels of the fky, 

Exe yet he loos’d the rage of war on ‘Thoy. 
Touch’d at the fong, Ulyitcs ftra:pht refign’d 

To foft affliction all his manly mind : 

Before his eyes the purple ve't he drew, 

Induftiious to conceal the falling dew : 

Ent when the mufic paus'd he ceas’d to fled 

Vhe flowing tear, and reis’d his drooping head ¢ 

And, lifting to the Gods a goblet crown’'d, 

He pour d a pure libation to the ground. 
Tranfgorted with the fong, the liftening train 

Again with loud appl.ufe demand the ftrain : 

Again Ulyfles veil’d his penfive head, 

Again, unmann’d, a fhower of forrow fhed : 

Conceal’d he wept: the king obferv'd alone 

The filent tear, and heard the fecret groan: 

Then to the bard aloud: O ceafe to fing, 

Dumb be thy voice, and mute th” ha:monioug 

{tring ; 

Enough the teaft has pleas’d, enough the power 

Of heavenly fong has crown’d the gemal how ! 

Inceffant in the games your ftrength dilplay ; 

Conteft, ye brave, the honours of the day: 
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That, pleas’d, th’ admiring ftranger may pro- 
claim 
In diftant regions the Pheeacian fame : 
one wield the gauntlet with fo dire a fway, 
Or {wifter in the race devour the way ; 
None in the leap fpring with fo {trong a bonnd, 
Or firmer, in the wreftling, prefs the ground. 

Thus {poke the king; th’ attending peers obey: 
In ftate they move, Alcinous leads the way : 

is golden lyre Demodocus unftrung, 

High on a column in the palace hung: 
And, guided by a herald’s guardian cares, 
Majeitic to the lifts of Fame repairs. 

Now fwarms the populace; a countlefs throng, 
Youth and hoar age: and man drives man along: 
The games begin ; ambitious of the prize, 
Acroneus, Thoon, and Eretmus rife ; 

The prize Qcyalus and Prymneus claim, 
Anchialus and Ponteus, chiefs of Fame: 

There Proreus, Neates, Eratreus appear, 

And fam’d Amphialus, Polyneuys’ heir: 

Euryalus Jike Mars terrific rofe, 

When clad in wrath he withers hofts of foes : 
Naubolides with grace unequall’d fhone, 

Or equall’d by Laodamas alone. 

With thefe came forth Ambafineus the ftrong ; 
And three brave fons, from great Alcinous fprung. 

Rang’d in a line the ready racers ftand, 

Start from the goal, and vanith'd o’er the ftrand : 
Swift as on wings of winds upborne they fly, 
And drifts of rifing duft involve the fky : 

Betore the race, what fpace the hinds allow 
Between the mule and ox from plough to plough ; 
Clytoneus fprung: he wing’d the rapid way, 
And bore th’ unrivall’d honours of the day. 
With fierce embrace the brawny wreftlers join: 
The congnelt, great Euryalus is thine. 
Amphialus {prung forward with a bourd, 
Superior in the leap, a length of ground: 

From Elatreus’ ftrong arm the ditcus flies, 

And fings with unmatch’d force along the fkies. 
And Laodam whuls high, with dreadful tway, 
The gloves of death, victortous in the fray. 

While thus the peerage in the games contends, 
In act to fpeak, Laodamas afcends : 

O friends, he crics, the flranger feems well 

fkili’d 
To try th’ iluftrious labours of the field : 
1 deem him brave: then grant the brave man’s 
Invite the hero to his thare of Fame. [claim, 
What nervous arms he boafts! how firm his tread ! 
His limbs how turn’d! how broad hig fhoul- 
ders {pread : 
By age unbroke !-.-but all-confuming care [fpare: 
Deftroys, perhaps, that ftrength that timé would 
Dire is the ocean, dread in all its forms ! 
Man mutt decay, when man contends with ftorms. 

Well hatt thou {poke (Euryalus replies): 
Thine ts the gueft, invite him thou to rife. 

Swift at the word advancing from the crowd 
He made obeifance, and thus {poke aloud : 

Vouchfafes the reverend flranger to diiplay 
His manly worth, and fhare the glorious day ? 
Father, arife | for thee thy port proclaims 
Expert to conquer in the folemn games. 

To fame arife ! for what more fame can yield 
shan the {wift r2ge, or conflict of the field? 
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Steal from corroding care one tranfient day, 
To glory give the fpace thou ha‘ to ftay; 
Short is the time, and, lo! ev’n now the gules 


Call thee aboard, and ftretch the {welling fails. 

To whom with fighs Ulyffes gave reply ; 

Ah! why th’ ill-fuiting paftime mutt I try? 
To gloomy care my thoughts alone are free ; 
Ill the gay {ports with troubled hearts agree 3 
Sad from my natal hour my days have ran, 

A much-afflicted, much-enduring man ! 

Who fuppliant to the king and peers implores 
A fpeedy voyage to his native fho:es. 

Wide wanders, Laodam, thy erring tongue, 
The fports of glory to the brave belong 
(Retorts Euryalus): he boafts no claim 
Among the great, unlike the fons of Fame. 

A wandering merchant he frequents the main ; 

Some mean fea-farer in purfuit of gain ; 

Studious of freight, in naval trade well fkill’d, 

But dreads th’ athletic labours of the ficld. 
Incens’d Ulyfies with a frown replies. 

O forward to proclaim thy foul unwife ! 

With partial hands the Gods their gifts difpenfe ; 

Some greatly think, fome {peak with manly fente ; 

Here Heaven an elegance of form denies, 

But wifdom the dcfect of form fupplies: 

This man with energy of thonght controls, 

And tleals with modeft violence our fouls, 

He peaks reterv’dly, but he fpeaks with force, 

Nor can one word be chang'd but for a worfe ; 

In public mor. than mortal he appears, 

And, as he moves, the gazing crowd reveres. 

While others, beauteous as th’ ztherial kind, 

The nobler portion want, a knowing mind. 

In outward thow Heaven gives thee to excel, 

But Heaven denies the praife of thinking well. 

Ill bear the brave a rude ungovern'd tongue, 

And, youth, my generous foul refents the wrong : 

Skill‘d in heroic evxercife, I claim 

A poft of honour with the fons of Fame : 

Such was my hoatt while vigour crown’d my days, 

Now care furrounds me, and my force decays ; 

Inur’d a melancholy part to bear, 

In fcenes of death, by tempeft and by war. 

Yet, thus by woes impair’d, no more I wave 

To prove the hero.---Slander fiings the brave. 

Then, ftriding forward with a furious bound, 
He wrench’d a rocky fragment from the ground. 
By far more ponderous, and more huge by far, 
Fhan what Pheeacia’s fons difcharg’d in air. 
Fierce from his arm th’ enormous load he flings, 
Sonorous through the fhaded air it fings ; 
Couch’d to the earth, tempeftuous as it flies. 
The crowd gaze upward while it cleaves the 

fkics. : 
Reyond all marks, with many-a giddy round 
Down rufhing, it up-turns a hill of ground. 

That inftant Pallas, burfling from a cloud, 
Fix’d a diftinguifh’d mark, and cry’d aloud : 

Ev’n he who fightlefs wants his vifual ray 
May by his touch alone award the day : 

Thy fignal throw tranfcends the utmoit bound 
Of every champion by a length of ground. 
Securely bal the ftrongeft of the train 

Arife to throw : the ttrongeft throws in vain. 

She fpoke ; and momentary mounts the fky : 
The friendly voice Ulyfles hears with joy ; 
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Then thus aloud, (elate with decent pride) 
Rife, ye Phseacians, try your force, he ¢ried ; 
If with this throw the ftrongeft cafter vie, 
Still, further ftill, I bid the difcus fly, 
Stand forth, ye champions, whe the gauntlet wield, 
Or ye, the fwifteft racers of the field ! 
Stand forth, ye wreftlers, who thefe paftimes grace, 
I wield the gauntlet, and I run the race ! 
In fuch heroic games I yield to none, 
Or yield to brave Laodamas alone ; 
Shall I with brave Laodamas contend? 
A friend is facred, and I ityle him friend. 
Ungenerous were the man, and bafe of heart, 
Who takes the kind, and pays th’ ungrateful part; 
Chiefly the man in foreign realms confin'’d, 
Bafe to his friend, to his own intereft blind: 
All, all your heroes I this day defy ; 
Give me a man that we our might may try. 
Expert in every art I boaft the fkill 
To give the feather’d arrows wings to kill; 
Should a whole hoft at once difcharge the bow, 
My well-aim’d fhaft with death prevents the foe : 
Alone fuperior in the field of Troy, 
Great Philo€etes taught the fhaft to fly. 
From all the fons of earth, unrival’d praife 
1 yuftly claim ; but yield to better days, 
To thofe fam’'@ days when preat Alcides rofe, 
And Eurytus, who bade the Gods be foes: 
(Vain Eurytus, whofe art became his crime, 
Swert from the earth, he perifh’d in his prime ; 
Sudden th’ irremeable way he trod, 
Who boldly durft defy the Bowyer-God). 
In fighting fields as far the {pear I throw, 
As flies an arrow from the well-drawn bow. 
Sole in the race the conteft I decline, ‘ 
Stiff are my weary joints, and IJ refign ; 
By ftorms and hunger worn: age well may fail, 
When ftorms and hunger both at once affail. 
Abafh’d, the nombers hear the godhke man, 
Till great Alcinous mildly thus began: 
Well haft thou fpoke, and well thy generous 
tongue 
With decent pride refutes a public wrong: 
‘Warm are thy words, but warm without offence ; 
Fear only fools, fecure in men of fenfe : 
Thy worth is known. ‘Chen hear our country’s 
claim, 
And bear to herdes our hermic fame ; 
In diftant realms our glorious deeds difplay, 
Repeat them frequent in the genial day; _ fend, 
When bleft with eafe thy woes and wanderings 
‘Teach them thy confort, bid thy fons attend ! 
How lov’d of Jove he crown our fires with 
praife, 
How we their offspring dignify our race. 
Let other realms the deathful gauntlet wield, 
Or boaft the glories of th’ athletic field ; 
We in the courfe unrivall’d {peed difplay, 
Or through carulean billows plough the way ; 
To drefs, to dance, to fing, our fole delight, 
The feaft or bath by day, and love by night: 
Raife then, ye fkill’d in meafures ; let him bear 
Your fame to men that breathe a diftant air: 
And faithful fay, to you the powers bélong 
To race, to fail, té dance, to chant the fong. 
But, herald, to the palace {wift repair, 
And the {oft lyre to grace our paftimes bear. 
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Swift at the word, obedient to the king, 
The herald flies the tuneful lyre to bring. 
Up rofe nine feniors, chofen to furvey 
The future games, the judges of the day. 
With inftant care they mark a fpacions ronnd, 
And level for the dance th’ allotted ground ; 
The herald bears the lyre: intent to play, 
The bard advancing meditates the lay, 
Skilld in the dance, tall youths, a blooming band, 
Graceful before the heavenly minftrel ftand : 
Light-bounding from the earth, at once they rife, 
Their feet half viewlefs quiver in the fies ; 
Ulyffes gaz'd, aftonifh'd to furvey 
The glancing fplendours as their fandals play. 
Mean time the bard, alternate to the ftrings, 
The loves of Mars and Cytherea fings ; 
How the ftern God, ena:mour’d with her charms, 
Clafp’d the gay panting Goddefs in his arms, 
By bribes feduc’d: and how the fun, whofe eye 
Views the broad heavens, difclos’d the lawlefs joy. 
Stung to the foul, indignant through the fkies 
To his black forge vindictive Vulcan flies : 
Arriv'd, hie finewy arms inceffant place 
Th’ eternal anvil on the maffy bafe. 
A wondrous net he labours, to betray 
The wanton lovers as entwin’d they lay, 
Iadiffolubly ftrong ! Then inftant bears 
To his immortal dome the finifh’d {nares. 
Above, below, around, with art difpread, 
The fure enclofure folds the genial bed ; 
Whofe texture ev’n the fearch of Gods deceives, 
Thin as the filmy threads the fpider weaves. 
Then, as withdrawing from the ftarry bowers, 
He feignsa journey to the Lemnian fhores, 
His favourite ifle! obfervant Mars defcries 
His wifh’d recefs, and cv the Goddefs flies: 
He glows, he burns: the fair-hair’d Queen of 
ove 
Defcends {mooth gliding from the courts of Jove, 
Gay blooming in full charms: her hand he preit 
With eager joy, and with a figh addreft : 
Come, my belov'd, and tafte the foft delights: 
Come, to repefe the genial bed invites : 
Thy abfent fpoufe, neglectful of thy charms, 
Prefers his barbarous Sintians to thy arms: 
Then, nothing loth, th’ enamour’d fair he led, 
And funk tranfported on the con{vious bed. 
Down ruth’d the toils, inwrapping as they lay 
The carelefs lovers ia, their wanton play : 
In vain they ftrive, th’ entangling fnareg deny 
(Inextricably firm) the power tol : 
Warn’d by the God who fheds the golden day, 
Stern Vulcan homeward treads the ttarry way: 
Arriv'd, he fees he grieves, with rage he burns : 
Full horrible he roars, his voice all heaven 1e- 
turns. 
O, Jove, he cry’d, oh all ye powers above, 
See the lewd dalliance of the Queen of Love ! 
Me, aukward me, fhe {corns; and yields het 


* 


charms 
To that fair letcher, the ftrong God of arms. 
If I am lame, that ftain my natal hout j 
By Fate impos'd; fuch me my parent bore: 
Why was! born? See how the wanton lies t 
O fight tormenting to an hufhand’s eyes 
But yet I truft, this once ev'n Mars would fy 


His fair-one’s arnis---he thinks her, onte, tog niga. 
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but there remain, ye guilty in my power, 
rill Jove refunds his thamelefs daughter's dower. 
Coo dear I priz’d a fair enchariting face : 
leauty utichafte is beauty in difgrace. 
Mean while the Gods the othe of Vulcan 
throng, 
\pollo comies, and Neptune comes along ; 
Vith thefe gay Hermes trod the ftarry plain ; 
but modefty withheld the Goddefs-train. 
\ll Heaven beholds imprifon’d as they lie, 
hud ufextinguith’d laughter fhakes the fky. 

Then mutual, thus they fpoke: Behold on 

wrong [ftrong ! 
iwift vengeance waits; and art fubdues the 
Ywells there a God on all th’ Olympian brow 
More fwift than Mars, and more than Vulcan flow? 
fet Vulcan conquers, and the God of arms 
Muft pay the penalty for lawlefs charms. 

Thus ferrous they ; but he who gilds the fkies, 
(he gay Apollo, thus to Hermes cries: 

Nould’{t thou enchain'd like Mars, O Hermes, lie, 
And bear the fhame, like Mars, to fhare the jay ? 
O envy’d fhame ! (the fmiling youth rejoin’d), 
Kdd a the chains, and thrice more firmly 
ind 5 
3aze all ye Gods, and every Goddefs gaze, 
Yet eager would I blefs the fweet difgrace. 
Loud wai de the reft, even Neptune laugh’d 
aloud, 
Tet fues importunate to loofe the God : 
And free, he cries, O Vulcan! free from fhame 
hy captives; Tinfure the penal claim. 

Will Neptune (Vulcan then) the faithlefs truft? 
Te fuffers who gives furety for th’ unjuft s+ 
Sut fay, 1f that lewd fcandal of the fky, 
lo liberty reflor’d, perfidious fly ; 
bay, wilt thou bear the mukt? He inftant cries, 
he mult I bear, if Mars perfidious flies. 

‘To whom appeas’d: No more I urge delay ; 
When Neptune tues, my part is to obey. 

[hen to the {nares his torce the God applies; 

Chey burft ; and Mars ta Thrace indignant flies : 

lu the foft Cyprian fhores the Goddefs moves, 

Uo vifit Paphos and her blooming groves ; 

Where to the Power an hundred altars rife, 

And breathing odours {cent the balmy fkies; 

‘onceal’d fhe bathes in confecrated bowers, 

Phe Graces unguents thed, ambrofia! thowers. 

Jnguents that charm the Gods ! fhe laft affumes 

jer wonderous ysobes; and full the Goddefs 
blooms. 

‘Thus fung the bard: Ulyffes hears with joy, 
and loud applaufes rend the vaulted fky. 

Then to the {ports his fons the king commgnds, 
=ach blooming youth before the monarch ftands, 
n dance unmatch'd! A wondrous ball is brought 
The work of Polypus, divinely wrought) ; 
rhis youth with ftrength enormous bids it fly, 
And bending backward whirls it to the fky; 

His brother, fpringing with an aétive Lound, 

At diftance intercepts it from the ground : 

lhe ball difmifs’d, in dance they fkim the ftrand, 
Turn and return, and fcarce imprint the fand. 
lh’ affembly gazes with aftonifh'd eyes, 

4nd fends in fhouts applaufes to the fkics. 

Then thus Ulyfles: Happy king, whofe name 
The brighteft fhiney in all the rolls of Fame. 


In fubjects happy ! with furprife I gaze! 
Thy praife wds juft; their fkill tranfcends thy 
praife. {hears, 
Pleas’d with his people’s fame, the monarch 
And tbus benevolent accofts the peers: 
Since Wifdom’s facred guidance he purfues, 
Give to the ftranger-gueft a itranger’s dues: 
Twelve princes in our realm dominion fhare 
O’er whom fupreme, imperial power | bear: 
Bring gold, a pledge of love; a talent bring, 
A velt, a robe, and imitate your king : 
Be fwift to give; that he this night may fhire 
The focial feaft of joy, with joy fincere. 
And thou, Euryalus, redeem thy wrong ; 
A generous heart repairs a flai.derous tongue. 
Th’ affenting peers, obedient to the king, 
In hafte their heralds fend the gifts to bring. 
Then thus Euryalus: © prince, whofe {way 
Rules this beft realm, repentant I obey ! 
Be his this fword, whofe blade of brafs difplays 
A ruddy gleam; whofe hilt a filver blaze; 
Whofe ivory fheath, inwrought with curious pride, 
Adds graceful terror to the wearei’s fide. 
He faid : and to his hand the fword confign'd ; 
And if, he cry’d, my words atfect thy mind, 
Far from thy mind thofe words, ye eineiwands 
bear, 
And fcatter them, ye ftorms, in empty air: 
Ciown, U ye Heavens! with joy his peaceful 
hours, 
And grant him to his fponfe and native fhores ! 
And bleft be thou, my friend, Ulyffes cries : 
Crown him with every joy, ye favouring fkies ! 
‘To thy calm hours continued peace afford, 
And ever, never may’it thou want this {word ! 
He faid; and o'er his fhoulder flung the blade. 
Now o’er the earth afcends the evening fhade : 
The precious gifts th’ illujtrious heralds bear, 
And to the court th’ embody’d peers repair. 
Before the queen Alcinous’ fons unfold 
The vefts, the robes, and heaps of fhining gold ; 
Then to the radiant thrones they move in ftate : 
Aloft, the king in pomp imperial fate. 
Then tothe queen: O partner of our reign, 
O fole belov'd! command thy menial train 
A polifh’d cheft and ftately robes to bear, 
And healing waters for the bath prepare : 
That, bath’d, our gueft may bid his forrows ceale, 
Hear the fweet fong, and tafte the feaft in peace. 
A bow] that flames with gold, of wondrous frame, 
Ourfelf we give, memorial of our name: 
To raife in offerings to almighty Jove, 
And every God that treads the courts above. 
Inftant the queen, obfervant of the king, 
Commands her train a {pacious vafe to bring, 
The fpacious vafe with ample ftreams faffice, 
Heap high the wood, and bid the flames arife, 
The flames climb round it with a fierce embrace, 
The fuming waters bubble o’er the blaze. 
Harfelf the cheft prepares: in order roll’d 
The 1obes, the vefts are rang’d, and heaps of golds 
And adding a rich drefs inwiought with art, 
A gift expreffive of her bounteous heart, 
Thus {poke to'Ithacus : To guara with bands 
Iniolvabie thefe gifts, thy care demands: 
Left, in thy flumbers on the watery main, 
The hand of rapine make our bounty Vain. 


bes 


Then bending with full force, round he roll’d 
A labyiinth of bands 1n fold on fold, 
Clos'd with Cucean art. A train attends 
Around the bath the hath the hing afcends 
(Untated joy, fince that difaftrous hour 
He fatl’d ill-fated from Cals pfo’s bower) ° 
Where, happy as the Gods that range the fky, 
He teatted cvery fenfe with cxcry joy 
Be hathes, the daniicls, with officious torl, 
Shed fweets, flicd unguent , 1 a fhower of oil: 
‘Then o’er his lunbs 9 gorgeous robc he {preads, 
And totie fea miagnihcently treads, 
Foll ahcrethe deme its fun ng va ves expands, 
Na thiaa blooming as a Goddefs tiands, 
W bw nlenne eycsthe hero the mrvey'd, 
And giacciu: thus be, an the royal mad 
Hail sodl ke ftrangcr! and wnen Heaven re- 
{Tores 
"To thy fund with thy long etpected fhores, 
"}his ever-grateful in remembrance bea, 
Tome tLonow’ft, to me, the vital aur 
O royal Maid Ulyfles thi nant revurns, 
Whole v orth the iplendots of thy r ce idorns, 
So may dread fove (whole arm in ve , ince 
toms ftom 4) 
The withen bolt, ard bleckens Je on with 
Ruatore me fate, tarot bh weary wander nes toft, 
To my dear country’s ever pleat ¢ «024, 
As, whue the fpint in thrs bofom glows, 
To tha. my Goddcfs, Ladd ef my wus 
My lite, thy aft I boaft ric fad, and tate 
Fat by Alcinous on 4 thron of ft. te 
Now each partahes the te att, the wine prepares, 
Portions the food, and tach hns poitucn fares 
The bard in herd guides the pazing u rong 
Pay low obeitance as he moves along . 
Beneath a {culptua d arch he fits enthron’d, 
The peers encircling torm an awtul round 
Then, fiom the chine, Uly {ts carves with art 
Dehcrous food, an honorary pirt, 
This, let the maftcr of the lyre receive, 
A pledge at love! *tus all 1 wretch can give 
Lives the.e 2 man beneath the {pacious fhies, 
Who fac.ed honours to the bard denice ? 
‘The Mule the bard infpires, exalts his mind , 
The Mule indulgent loves th harmonious kind 
The herald to his hand the charge conveys, 
Not fond of flattery, nor unpleas’d with piaie 
When now the rage ot hunger was allay d, 
Thus to the Lynit wife Ulyfles faid 
Oh more than man! thy {oul the Mufe in{pires, 
Or Phoebus animates with all his fires 
Tor who, by Phoebus uninform'd, could know 
The woe ot Greece, and fing to well the woe? 
Jult to the tale, as prefent as the fray, 
Or taught the labours of the dreadtul day ° 
The fong recalls paft horrors to my eyes, 
And bid proud Ilion from her athes rife 
Once more haimomous ftrihe the founding 
firing, 
Th’ Epzan tabric, fram’d by Pallas, fing 
How ftern Ulyffes, furious to deftiroy, 
With latent heroes fach’d imperial Troy. 
If fasthful thou rccord the tale of F wc, 
The God himfelt infpires thy breaft with flame 
And mine fhall be the tafk, henceforth to ratfr 
In evcry land, the monument of praifc 
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Full of the God, he rais’d his lofty firain, 
How the Greeks rufh’d tumultuous to the main } 
How blazing tents iJlumin’d half the fkies, 
While from the fhores the winged navy flies. 
How, ev’n in Ihon’s walls, in deathful bands, 
Cime the ftern Greeks by Troy’s aflifting hands . 
All Fioy up heav’d the fteed, of differmg mind, 
Various the Trojans counfel’d, part confign’d 
The moniter to the {word, part lentence gave 
To plunge it headlong in the whelming wave ; 
rh’ unwile prevail, they lodge 1t in the toweis, 
An offering iacred to th’ immortal Powers. 
Th’ unwite ward to lodge 1t in the walls, 
And by the Gods decree prpud Mon falls ; 
Defliuction enters in the treacherous wood, 
And vengeful flaughter, fierce for human blood 
He fung the Grechs ftern ifluing from the fteed, 
How [hon burns, how all her fathers bleed 
How to thy dome, Deiphobus! aficnds 
Lhe Spirtan king show Ithacus attcnds 
(Horrid 1s Mars), ind how with dire alarms 
He fights, fubdnes for Pallas ftrings his arms. 
Thus phuile he fung, Uly fics’ giiets renew, 
Teirs bithe his cheeks, and tcais the ground be 
dew 
As lome iad matron views in mortal h bt 
Her he flaud filling in his country 5 right 
Ttaste tho oh lifting fwords the runs, the flies, 
As ,haiflly p le he gioins, and fair ts, and dies, 
Cloic to his breail fhe grovcls on the gronnd, 
A db uheswith floods of tears the giping wound, 
She cites, fhe faricks, the fcrce infultin, foe 
Relcutlels moch her violence of woc 
Jo chains condemn d, as wildly fhe deplores 
A wido\, and a fli ¢ on torergn Nores 
So trom the fluuces of Ulyifes ¢ es 
Faft fellthe tear ind fighs fucceeded fighs 
Conce id he griev ds the king obftry d slone 
The filent tear, md heard the feciet proan 
Then tothe bard iluud © ccate to fing, 
Dum) be thy voicc, and mute the tunetul {tring 
docveryrote hi tcars rcfponhive flow, 
And his great heart heaves with tumultuous 
V Ot 
Thy lay too decply meves thencerfe the lay, 
And ocr the banquetcvery heat be ¢ 45 
This focsalaite deanna for kim the fails, 
Floating in wr, invite th ampelling ¢ tles 
His are the gifts of love the wife ind pood 
Receive the triangei as a broth r’s blood 
But, friend, difcover f uthful what l crave, 
Artful con-ealme ut ill becomes the brave 
Say what thy birth, and v hat the nime you bore 
Impos’d by pareutsin the nital hour ? 
(Forarom the nital hour diftinctive names, 
One common right, the gicat and lowly claims ) 
Say trom v hat city, from what re, ions tult, 
And what inhabitants thofe regions boaft? 
So fhalt thou inftant reach the reulin aflign’d, 
In wonderous flup felf-mov'd, 1: ftinct with mind 
No helm fccures their courfe, no pilot guidcs, 
Like man, intelligent, they plough the udes, 
Gonferous of every coift and every bay, 
J hat Jres bene ith the fun’s all-{ccangiay, 
Lhough clouds and darkneis veil th’ enc umbc + 
fky, [they flv 
Fearlefs thiough darknefs and through cloud 
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Though tempefts tage, though rolls the {welling 


main, 
The feas may roll, the tempefts rage in vain ; 
Ev'n the ftern God, that o’er the waves prefides, 
Safe as they pafs, and fafe repafs the tides, 
With fury burns; while carelefs they convey 
Promifcuous every gueft to every bay. 
‘Thefe ears have heard my royal fire difclofe 
A. dreadful ftory big with future woes, 
How Neptune rag’d, and how, by his command, 
Yirm»rooted in a furge a fhip fhould ftand 
A monument of wrath: how mound on mound 
Should bury thefe proud tuwers beneath the 
ground. ‘ 
But this the Gods may fruftrate or fulfill, 
As fuits the purpofe of th’ Eternal Will. 
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But fay ee what wafte regions haf thou 
ftray’d, 

What cuftoms noted, and what coafts furvey’d ; 

Poffefs'd by wild barbarians fierce in arms, 

Or men, whofe bofom tender pity warms? 

Say why the fate of Troy awak d thy cares, 

Why heav’d thy bofom, and why flow’d thy tears? 

Juft are the ways of Heaven: from Heaven pro. 
ceed {to bleed ; 

The woes of man; Heaven doom’d the Giecka 

A theme of future fong! Say then if flain 

Some dear lov’d brother prefs’d the Phrygian 
plain? 

Or bled fome friend, who bore a brother’s part, 

And claim’d by merit, not by blood, the heart ? 


IX. 


THE ARGUMENT, 


The Adventures of the Cicons, Lotophagi, and Cyclops. 


Ulyfics begins the relation of his adventures; how, after the deftruction of Troy, he with his comps.« 
nions made an incurfion on the Cicons, by whom they were repulfed ; and meeting with a ftorm, 


werc driven to the coaft of the Lotophagi. 


whofe manners and fituation are paiti. ularly characterifed. 


From thence they tailed tu the land of the Cyclops, 


The stant Polyphemus and nis cave 


defcribed ; the ufage Ulyfes and his compamions inet with there; and laftly, the method and arti-« 


fice by which he efcaped. oe 


Ten thus Ulyffes: Thou, whom firf in fway, 

As firft in virtue, thefe thy realms obcy ; 

Jlow iweet the produdls of a peaceful rergn ! 

"The heaven-taught poet, and enchanting {train ; 

"The well-fll’d pasace, the perpetual featt, 

A land rejoicing, and a people bleft ! 

How goodly feems it ever tu employ 

Man’s focial days in union and in joy ; [vine, 

‘The plenteous boaid high-heap’d with cates di- 

And o'er the foaming bow! the laughinz wine ! 
Admit thefe joys, why flecks thy imnd to know 

Tl’ unhappy feres of a wanderer’s woe ; 

Remembrance fed, whole image to review, 

Alas! muft open all my wounds anew ! 

And, oh ! what firft, what laft fhall Prelate, 

OF woes unvumber’d ieut by Teaven aud Fate ? 
Know firft the man (though now a wretch dif 

treft) 

Who hopes thee, monarch, fur his fature guelt. 

Behold Ulyfles! no ignoble naine, , 

Earth founds my wifdom, end high heaven my 
My native foil is Ithaca t. fai, | fame. 

Where high Neritus waves lis woods in air: 

Dulichium, Same, and Zacynthus crown’d 

With thady mountains, {pread their ifles around 

(Thefe to the north and mght’s dark regions run, 

Thafe to Aurora and the rfing fun). 

Low lies our ifle, yet bieft in fruittul ftores ; 

Strong are her fons, though rocky are her fhores ; 

And none, ah! none {fo lovely to my ught, 

Of all the lands that Heaven o’eripieads with 

jight! . 


(In vain Calypfo long conftr«in’d my ftay, 

| Witu fweet, reluctant, amorous delay ; 

{ With all her charms as vainly Circe ftrove, 

; And added magic, to fectie my love. 
In poms or Joys, the palace or the grot, 
My country’s image never was forgot, 
Myacient parents rofe before my fight, 


( And diftant lay contentment and delight. 
, Hear then the wocs which mighty Jove cra 


dain’d 
To wa.t my paflage from the Trojan land. 
The winds from Lhon — the Cicons* fhote, 
Beneath cold Ifmarus aur veficls bore. 
We boldly landed on the haflile place, 
And fack’d the city, and deftroy’d the race, 
Their wives made captive, their pofleflions thar’d, 
And cvery foldier found a like reward. 
Ithen advis’d to fly; not fo the reft, 
Who ftay’d to revel, and prolong the feat: 
The fatred fheep and fable bulls they flay, 
And bowls flow round, and rict waftes the day. 
Mean time the Cicons to their holds retir'd, 
Call on the Cicons with new fury fir’d ; 
With early morn the gather’d country fwarms, 
And all the continent is bright with arms ; 
Thick as the budding leaves or rifing flowers 
O’erfpread the land, when fpring defcends ig 
fhowers : 
All expert feldiers, fkill’d on foct to dare, 
Or from the bounding courfer urge the war. 
Now fortune changes ({o the Fates ordain) ; 
Our hour was come to tafte our fhare of pains 
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Clofe at the hips the bloody fight began, 
Wounded they wound, and man expires on man. 
Long as the morning fun increaGng bright 
O’er heaven’s pure azure {pread the growing light, 
Promifcuous death the form of war confounds, 
Each adverfe battle gor’d with equal wounds: 
But when bis evening wheels o’erhung the main, 
Then conqueft crown’'d the fierce Ciconian train. 
Six brave companion» trom each fhip we loft, 
The rett efcape in hafte, and quit the coat. 
With fails outfpread we fly th’ unequal itrife, 
Sad for their los, but joyful of our life, 
Yet as we fled our felluws rites we paid, 
And thrice we cal!'d on each unhappy shade. 
Mean while the God whole band the thunder 
forms; [ftorms ! 
Drives clouds on tlouds, and bldckéns Heaven with 
Wide o'er the wafte the rage of Boreas {weeps, 
And night rufh’d headlong on the fhaded deeps. 
Now here, now there, the giddy fhips are borne, 
And all the rattling throuds in fragments torn. 
We furl’d the fail, we ply’d the labouring oar, 
‘Took down our matts, and row’d our fhips to fhore. 
Two tedious days and two long itights we lay, 
O'erwatch’d and batter’d in the naked bay. 
But the third morvivg when Aurora brings, 
We rear the mafts, we fpread the canvas wings; 
Refrefh’d, and carelefs on the deck reclin‘d, 
We fit, and truft the pilot and the wind. 
Then to my native country had I fail’d: 
But the cape doubled, adverfe winds prevail'd. 
Strong was the tide, which, by the northern blaft 
Fmpell’d, our veffcls on Cythera caft. 
Nine days our fleet th’ uncertain tempeft bore 
Far in wide ocean, and from fight of thore ; 
The tenth we touch’d, by varivus errors toM% 
The land of Lotus aud tle flowery coat. 
We climb the beach, and iprings of water found, 
‘Then {pread our hafty banquet on the ground. 
‘Three men were fent deputed from the crew, 
(An herald one) the dubious coaft to view, 
And learn what habitants pofle{s the place. 
‘They went, and found a hofpitable race ; 
Wot prone to ill, nor ftrange to foreign guett, 
' ‘They eat, they drink, and nature gives the feal ; 
‘The trees around them all their fruit produce; 
Lotos, the name; divine, nectareous juice ! 
(Thence call'd Lotophagi) which wholo taftes, 
Anfatiate motsin the {weet repafts, 
Nor other home, nor other care intends, 
But quits his houfe, his country, and his friends : 
The three we fent, from off th’ enchanting ground 
We drage’d ee and by force we bound: 
The reft in hatle forfock the pleafing fhore, 
Or, the charm tafted, had return’d no more. 
Now plac’d in order on their banks, they {weep 
The feas {mooth face, and cleave the hoary deep; 
With heavy hearts we labour through the tide 
To coafts unknown, and oceans yet untry’d. 
The land of Cyclops firft; a favage kind, 
Nor tam‘d by manners, nor by laws confin’d : 
Untaught to plant, toturn the plebe and fow; 
They all their products to free nature owe. 
"The foil untill’d a ready harvett yields, 
With wheat and barley wave the golden fields, 
Spontaneous wines from weighty clufters pour, 
And Jove defcends ia each prolific thower, 
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By thefe ng ftatutes and no rights are knovbetj 
No council held, no monarch fills the throne, 
But high on hills, or airy cliffs they dwell, 
Or deep in caves whofe entrance leads to hell. 
Each rules his race, his neighbour not his care; 
Heedlefs of others, to his own fevere. 

Oppos'd to the Cyelopean coafts, there lay 
An ifle, whofe hills their fubject fields furvey ; 

[ts namte Lachza, crown’d with many a grove, 
Where favage goats through pathlefs thickets 
rove: ‘ 

No needy mortals here, with hunger bold, 

Or wretched hunters, through the wintery cold 

Purfue their flight : but leave them tafe to bound 

From hill to hill, o’er all the defert ground. 

Nor knows the foil to feed the fleecy care, 

Or feels the labours of the crooked fhare ; 

But uninhabited, untill’d, unfuwn 

It lies; and breeds the bleating goat alone: 

For there no veffel with vermillion prore, 

Or bafk of traffic glides from fhore to fhore ; 

The rugged race of favages, unfkill'd 

The feas to traverfe, or the ships to build, 

Gaze on the coaft, nor cultivate the foil; 

Unlearn’d in dll th’ induftrious arts of toil. 

Yet here all products and all plants abound, 

Sprung from the fruitful genius of the ground : 

Fields waving high with heavy crops are feen, 

And vines that floutith in eternal green, 

Refrefhing meads along the murmuring main, 

And fountains ftreaming down the fruitful plain. 
A port there is, enclos’d on cither fide, 

Where fhips may reft, unanchor’d and unty’d ; 

Till the glad mariners incline to fail, 

And tife fea whitens with the rifing gale. 

High at its head, from out the cavern’d rock 

In living rillsa gufhing fountain broke : 

Around it, and above, for ever green, 

The blufhing alders form a fhady fcene. 

Hither fume favouring God, beyond our thought, 

Through all-furrounding fhade our navy brought: 

For gloomy night defcended on the main, 

Nor glimmer’d Phoebe in the zthereal plain : 

But all unfeen the clouded ifland lay, { 

Till fafe we anchor‘d in the fhelter’d bay : 

Our fails we gather'd, caft our cables o’er, 

And flept fecure along the fandy fhore. 

Svon as again the rofy morning fhone, 

Reveal’d the landfcape and the fcene unkhown, 

With wonder feiz’d, we view the pleafing ground, 

Rous’d by the woodland nymphs, at early dawn, 

The mountain goats come bounding o’er the 

e lawn: 

In hafte our fellows to the thips repair, 

For arms and weapons of the fylvan war; 

Straight in three {quadrons all our crew we part. 

The bounteous Gods afford a copious prey, 

And nine fat goats each veftel bears way : 

The royal bark had ten. Our flups complete 

We thus fupply’d (for twelve were all the fleet). 
Here, till the vetting fun roll’d down the light, 

We fat indulging in the genial rite: 


And all unfeen the futge and rolling fea, 

And walk delighted, and expatiate round. 

And bend the bow, or wing the miffile dart : 
Nor wines were wanting ; thofe from ample Jars 


We drain’d, the prise of our @iconian wars. 
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The land of Cyclops lay in profpect near, 
The voice of goats and bleating flocks we bear 
And from their mountains rifing fmokes appear, 
Now funk the fun, and darknets cover’d o’er 
The face of things: along the fea-beat fhore 
Satiate we fleep: but when the facred dawn 
Arifing glitter’d o’er the dewy lawn, 
I call'd my fellows, and thefe words addreft 1 
My dear affociates, here indulge your reft ; 
While, with my fingle flip, adventurous I 
Go forth, the manners of yon men to try; 
Whéther a race unjuft, of barbarous might, 
Rude, and unconfcious of a ftranger’s right ; 
Gr fuch who harbour pity in their breaft, 
Revere the Gods, and fuccour the diftreft ? 

This faid, I climb’d my veffel’s lofty fide ; 
My train obey’d me, and the fhip unty’d. 
In order feated on their banks, they {weep (deep. 
Neptune’s fmooth face, and cleave the yielding 
When to the neareft verge of land we drew, 
Faft by the feaa lonely cave we view, 
Hizh, and with darkening laurels cover’d 0’er ; 
Where theep and goats lay lumbering sound the 

fore. : 

Near this, a fence of marble from the rock. 
Brown with o’er-arching pine and fpreading oak, 
A giant fhepherd here his flock maintains 
Far from the reft, and folitary reigns, 
In fhelter thick of horrid thade reclin’d ; 
And gloomy mifchiefs labour in his mind. 
A form enormous! far unlike the race 
Of human birth, in ftature, or in face ; 
As fomc lone muuntain’s monitrous growth he ftood, 
Crown’d with rotgh thickets, and a nodding wood. 
T left my veffel at the point of land, =» 
And clofe to guard it, gave our crew command : 
With only twelve, the boldeft and the bef, 
I feek th’ adventure, and forfake the ref. 
Then took a goatfkin fill’d with precious wine, 
The gift of Maron of Evantheus’ line 
(The prief& of Phochus at th’ Ifmarian fhrine). 
In facred fhade his honour’d manfion ftood 
Amidft Apollo's confecrated wood ; {tave 
Him, and his houfe, Heaven mov’d my mind to 
And coftly prefents in return he gave; 
Seven golden talents to perfection wrought, 
A filver Low] that held a copious draught, 
And twelve large veffels of unmingled wine, 
Mellifluous, undecaying, and divine ? 
Which now, fome ages from his race conceal’d, 
The hoary fire in gratitude reveal'd ; (fteam, 
Such was the wine: to quench whofe fervent 
Scarce twenty meafures from the living ftream 
To cool one cup fuffic’d: the goblet crown’d 
Breath’d aromatic fragrancies around. 
Of this an ample vafe we heav'd aboard, 
And brought another with provafions ftor’d. 
My {oul foi boded f fhauld find the bower 
Of fome fell Montfter, fierce with barbarous power, 
Some ruftic wretch, who liv’d in Heaven's detpight, 
Contemning laws, and trampling on the right. 
The cave we found, but vacant all within 
(His flock the giant tended on the green) : 
But round the grot we gaze ; and all we view, 
An order rang'd, our admiration drew - 
The bending fhelves with loads of cheefes pre, 
The folded flocks each feparate from the reft 
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The larger here, and there the leffer lambs, 
“he new-fall'n young here bleating for theirdams> 
“he kid diftinguith’d from the lambkin lies) : 
‘he cavern echoes with refponfive cries. 
‘apacious chargers all around were laid, 
‘ull pails, and veffels of the milking trade. 
Nith freth provifions hence our fleet to ftore 
ily friends advife me, and to quit the thore ; 
dr drive a flock of fheep and goats away, 
‘onfult our fafety, and put off to fea. 
“heir wholefome counfel rafhly 1 declin'd, 
iarious to view the man of monftrous kind, 
ind try what focial rites a favage lends: 
Dire rites, alas! and fatal to my friends! 
Then tirft a fire we kindle, and prepare 
‘or his return with facrifice and prayer, 
“he loaded thelves afford us full repaft ; 
We fit expecting. Lo! he comes at laff. ‘ 
Near half a foreft on his back he bore, 
neh the ponderous burden at the door. 
t thiinder’d as it fell. We trembled then, 
And fought the deep recefles of the den. 
Now driven before him, through the arching rock, 
Came eambng, heaps oi heaps, th’ unnumber'’d 
ock ; 
Big-udder’d ewes, and goats of female kind 
‘Themaleswere penn'dinoutwardcourts behind) = 
Phen, heav’d on high, a rock’s enormous weight 
{othe cave’s mouth he roll'd, and clus’d the gate 
“Scarce twenty-four wheel’d cars compact and 
ftrong, 
The maily load could bear, or roll along). 
He next betakes him to his evening cares, 
And, fitting down, to milk his flocks prepares s 
Of half their udders eafes firft the dams, 
Then tothe mother’s teats fubmits the lambs. 
Ilalf the white ftream to hardeaing cheefe he 
prett, 
And high in wicker-bafkets heap’d the reft, 
Referv’d in bowls, fupply’d the nightly feaft. 
His labour done, he fir’d the pile, that gave 
A fudden blaze, and lighted all the cave. 
We ftand difcover’d by the rifing fires; 
Afkance the giant glares, and thus inquites ¢ 

What are ye, guefts ; on what adventure, fay, 
Thus far ye wander through the watery way? 
Pirates perhaps, who feek through feas unknown 
The lives of others, and expofe your own? 

His voice like thunder thro’ the cavern founds s 
My bold companions thrilling fear confounds, 
Appall’d at fight of more than mortal man! 
At length, with heart recover’d, I began: 

From Troy’s fam'd fields, fad wanderers o’er 

the main, 

Behold the relicks of the Grecian train ! 
Through various feas by various perils toft, 
And fore’d by ftorms, unwilling, on your coat ; 
Far from our deftin’d courfe, and native land, 
Such was our fate, and fuch high Jove’s com. 
Nor what we are befits ustodifclaim, [mand ! 
Atrides’ friends (in arms a mighty name) 
Who taught proud Troy and all her fons to bew ; 
Victors of late, but humble fuppliants now ! 
Low at thy,knee thy fuccour we implore ; 
Refpect us, human, and relieve us, poor. 
At leaft fome hofpitable gift beftow ; 
*Tis what the happy to th’ unhappy owe } 
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*Tis what the Gods require: thofe Gods revere, 
The poor and ftranger are their conitant care ; 
‘To Jove their caufe, and their revenge belongs, 
He wanders with them, and he feels their wrongs. 
Fools that ye are! (the favage thus replies, 
His inward fury blazing at his eyes) 
Or ftrangers, diftant far from our abodes, 
"To bid me reverence or regard the Gods. 
Know then, we, Cyclops, are a race above 
Thofe air-bred people, and their goat-nurs’d 
Jove : {thine, 
And learn, our power proceeds with thee and 
Not as he wills, but as ourfelves incline. 
But anf er, the zood flip that brought ye o’er, 
Where lies fhe anchor’d? uear or off the fhore ? 
Thus he. His meditated traud I tind 
(Vers' in the turns of various human kind) ; 
And, cautious, thus: Againit a dreadful rock, 
Faft by your fhore the gallant veflel broke, 
Scarce with thefe few T’icap'd ; of all my ti +: 
Whom angry Neptune whelm’d beneath the 
main ; 
Thefcatter'd wreck the winds blew back again. 
He antwer’d with his detd. His bloody hand 
Seatch’d two, unhappy! of my martial band ; 
And dafli’d lfke dogs again the ftony floor: 
The pavement iwuns with brains and mingled 
ore, 
Torn limb from limh, he fpreads his horrid feaft, 
wand fierce devours it like a mountain-beatt : 
He fucks the marrow, and the blood he drains, 
Nor entrails, fleth, nor folid bone remains. 
We fec the death from which we cannot move, 
And humbied groan beneath the hand of Jove. 
His ample maw with human carnage fill’d, 
A milky deluge next the giant twill’d ; [mock, 
Then ftretch’d in length o’er half the cavern’d 
Lay fenfciefs, and fupine, anudft the flock. 
To feize the time, and with a fudden wound 
To fix the flumbering monfter to the ground, 
My tvu! impels me; and in act I ftand 
'To draw the fword; but witdom held my hand. 
A deed fo rafh had finah’d all our fate, 
No mortal forces from the loity gate 
Cold roll the rock. In hopeleis gricf we lay, 
And figh, eapecting the return of day. 
Now cid the rofy-tinger’d morn arile, 
And thed her facred light along the ikies. 
He wahes, he lights the fire, he milks the dams, 
And to the mother’s teats fubmits the lambs. 
The tatk thus finth’d of his moruing hours, 
Two more he inatches, murders, and devours. 
*Then pleas’d, and whiftling, drives his flock be- 
fore: 
Removes the rocky mountain from the doos, 
And fhuts again: with equal cafe difpos’d, 
Asa light quiver’s lid is op’d and clos’d. 
His giant voice the echoing repiun fills: 
His flocks, obedient, fpread over al] the hills. 
Thus left behind, ev’n in the laft defpair 
I thought, devis’d, and Pallas heard my prayer. 
Revenge, and doubt, and caution work’d my 
But this of many counfels feem’d the beft : [breaft ; 
The monfter’s club within the cave 1 f{py’d, 
A tree o} ftatuheft growth, and yet undry'd, 
Green from the wond; of height and bulk fo vaft 
The largeft Qup might claim it for a matt. 
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This fhorten’d of its top, I gave my train 

A fathom’s length, to thape it and to plane ; 

The narrower end I fharpen’d to a {pire ; 

Whofe point we harden’d with the force of fite, 
And hid it in the duft that ftrew’d the cave. 
Then to my tew companions, bold and brave, 
Propos’d, who firft the venturous deed fhouid try, 
In the broad orbit of his monftrous eye 

To plunge the brand, and twirl the pointed wood, 
When flumber next fhould tame the man of blood. 
Juft as I wifh’d, the lots were caft on four : 
Myfelfthe fifth. We ftand, and wait the hour. 
Ile comes with evening: all his fleecy flock 
Before him march, and pour into the rock : 

Not one, or male or female ftay’d behind 

(So fortune chanc’d, or fo fome God defign’d) ; 
Then heaving high the ftone’s unwieldy weight, 
He roll’d it on the cave, and cloo’d the gate. 
Firft down he fits, to milk the wooly dams, 

And then permits their udder to the lambs. 

Neat feiz’d two wret hes more, and headlong caft, 
Brain’d on the rock ; his fecond dire repaft. 

I then approaclid him reeking with their gore. 
And held the brimming goblet foaming o’er ; 
Cyclup! fince human fleth has’been thy feaft, 
Now drain this poblet, potent to digeft : 

Know hence what uealuies in our thip we loft, 
And what rich liguor, other climates boatt. 

We to thy fhore the precious freipht fhall bear, 
If home thou {ind us, and vouchtale to fpare, 
Butoh! thus furious, thitfting thus tor gore, 

The fons of men fhall ne’er approach thy fire} 
And never fhalt thou tafte this nectar more. 

He heard, he took, and pouring down his throat 
Delighted, fwill’d the large luxurious draught. 
More ! give me more, he cry’d: the boon be thine, 
Whoe’er thou art that bear‘it celetltal wine ! 
Declare thy namie ; not mortal i this juice, 

Such as th’ unbleit Cyclupean chines produce 

(Though fure our vine the largeft clutter yields, 

And Jove’s fcoru’d thunder ferves to drench our 
fields); 

But this detcended from the bleft abodes, 

Arul ot nectar, ttreaming from the Gods. 

Re iaid, aud greedy griafp’d the heady bow], 
Thrice drain'd, and pour’d the deluge on Ju foul, 
His feuie lay cover'd with the dozy fume; 

While thus my fraudtul {peech | reaflume : 
Thy promis’d boon, O Cyclop! now I claim, 
And plead my titie; Noman is my name. 
By that diftinguifh’d from my tender years, 
*Tis what my parents call me, and my peers. 

The gaunt then: Our promis’d grace receive, 
The hotpitable boon we mean to give: 

Wheyall thy wretched crew have felt my power, 
Noman fhall be the Jaft I wall devour. 

He faid: then, nudding with the fumes of wine, 
Dropp'd his huge licad, and fnoring lay supine 
His neck obliquely o’er his fhoulders hung, 
Preivd with the weight uf flecp that tames the 

ftronp ! [blood, 
There belch'd the mingled flreams of wine and 
Aud human flcth, is indipcited tood, 
Sudden I ftir the cuvbers, and intpire 
With animutinp breath the iccds of fire; 
Each drooping tpt with bold words repatr, 
And urge my trai the dreadtyl deed to dare, 


e fake pow glow’d beneath the burning bed 
N Green as it was) and fparkled fiery red. 
Then forth the vengeful inftrument I bring ; 
‘With beating hearts my fellows form a ring, 
Urg’d by fome prefert God, they fwift let fall 
‘The pointed torment on his vifual ball. 
Myfelf above them from a tiling ground 
Guide the flarp ftake, and twirl it round and 
round. 
As when a fhipwright ftands his workmen o’er, 
Whoowply the wimble, fome huge beam to bore ; 
Urg’d on all hands, it nimbly {pins about, 
"Lhe grain decp-piercing till it fcoops it out ¢ 
In his broad eye fo whirls the fiery wood ; 
From the pierc’d pupil fpouts the boiling blood ; 
Sing’d are his brows; the f{corching lids grow 
The jelly bubbles, and the fibres crack. {black 
And as when armoureis temper in the ford 
"The keen-edy'd pole.axe, or the ihining {word, 
"The red-hot metal hiffes in the lake; 
‘Thus in his vye-ball hus’d the plunping ftake. 
He fends a dreadful proan: the rocks around 
Vhrough all their mmait winding caves ycfound. 
Scar'd we receded — Forth, with frantic hand, 
Xe tore, and dufk’d on earth the gory brand: 
Then calls the Cyclops, all that round hin dwell, 
With voice like thunder, and a direful yell. 
From all their dens the one-ey’d race repair 
From rifted rocks and mountains bleak in air. 
All hafte atfembled, at his well-known roar, 
Inquire the cauie, and crowd the cavern-door. 
What hurts thee, Polypheme ? what ftrange af- 
Fright, 
Thus breaks our flumbers, and difturbs the night? 
Toes any mortal, in th’ unguarded hour ° 
Of fleep, opprefs thee, ur by fraud or power? 
Or thieves infidious the fair flock furpnife ? 
Thus they: the Cyclop from his den replies: 
Friends, Noman kills me; Noman in the hour 
Of fleep, oppredies me with fraudful power. 
*“ Tf no man hurt thee, but the hand divine 
** Inflict difcale, it fits thee to refign: 
* To Jove or to thy father Neptune pray,” 
The brethren cry’d, and inftant trode away. 
Joy touch’d my fecret {uul and confcious heart, 
leas’d with th’ effect of conduct and of art. 
Mean time the Cyclop raging with his wound, 
Spreads his wide aras, and fearches round and 
round : 
At lat, the ftone removing from the gate, 
With hands extended in the midft he fate: 
And fearch’d each pafling Sheep, and felt it o’er, 
Secure to feize us ere we reach’d the door 
(Such as his shallow wit be deein'’d was mine): 
But fecret I revolv’d the decp defign; =e 
~Lwas for our lives my labouring bofum wrought; 
Each fcheme J turn’d, and fharpen’d every 
thought; 
This way and that I cnft to fave my friends, 
Till one refolve my varying counfel ends, 
Strong were the rani, with native purple 


fair, 
Well fed, and largeft of the fleecy care. 
Thefe three and three, with ozier bands we ty’d 
(The twinine bands the Cyclap’s bed fupply’d) 
‘rhe midmoft bore a man: the outward two 
Secur'd each fideo fo bound we all the crew. 
SPANB 
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One ram remain’d, the leader of the flock: 
In his deep fleece my gra(ping hands F lock, 
And faft beneath, in woolly curls inwove, 

I cling implicit, and confide in Jove. 

When rofy morning glimmer’d o'er the dales, 
He drove to pafture all the lufty males: 

The ewes ftill folded, with diftended thighs 
Unmilk’d, lay bleating in diftre{sful cries. 
But heedlefs of thofe cares, with anguith tung, 
He felt their fleeces as they pafs’d alung, 
(Fool that he was) and Ict them fafely go, 
All unfufpecting of their freight below. 

The mafler ram at laft approach’d the gate, 
Charg’d with his wool, and with Ulyifes fate. 
Him while he pat the thonfter blind befpoke : 
What makes my ram the Jag of all the flock ? 
Firft thou wert wont to crop the flowery mead, 
Firtt to the field and river’s bank to lead, 

And firtt with ftately ftep at evening hour 

Thy fleecy fellows usher to their hower. 

Now far the laft, with penfive pace and flow 

Thou movit, as confcious of thy mafter’s woe | 

Seelt thou thefe lids that now unfold in vain ? 

(‘Ibe ded of Noman and bis wicked train!) 

Oh! didit thou feel for thy afflicted tera, 

And would but Fate the power of fpeech afford, 

Soon might’tt thou tell mic, where in fecret here 

The daftard lurks, all trembling with his fear: 

Swung round aud round, and dafl’d from rock to 
rock, 

His batter’d brains fhould on the pavement fmoke. 

No eaie, ne pleature, my fad heart reccives, 

While iuch a moniter as vile Noman lives. 

The giant ipoke, and through the hollow rock 
Difmifs’d the ram, the father of the flock. 

No fwoner freed, and through th’ enclofure pat, 
Firft I releafe mytelf, my feilows laft: 

Fat fheep and goats in throngs we drive before, 
And reach our veflel on the winding thore. 
With joy the failors view ther friends return’d, 
And hail us living whom as dead they mourn’d, 
Big tears of traniport ftand in every eye: 

I check their fondnefs, and commani to fly, 
Aboard in hafle they heave the wealthy theep, 
And inatch their oars, and ruth into the deep. 

Now off at iea, and from the fhallows clear, 
As far as human voice could reach the ear: 
With taunts the diftant giant I accott : 

Hear me, O Gyclop! hear, ungracious hoft ! 
*T was on no coward, no ignohle flave, 

Thou meditat’it thy meal in yonder cave 3 
But one, the vengeance fated from abeve 
Doom'd to inflict; the inftrument of Jove. 
Vhy barbarous breach of hofpitable bands, 
The God, the God revenges hy my hands. 

‘The words the Cyclop’s burning rage provoke : 
From the tall hill he rends a pointed rock, 
High o'er the billows flew the maily load, 

And near the fhip came thundering on the flood. 
It almoft brath’d the helm, and fell before : 

The whole fea thook, and refluent beat the fhore. 
The long coucuffien onthe heaving tide 

Roll’d back the vetlel to the ifland’s tide: 

Apain I thoy’d her off, our fate to fy, 

ach nerve we ftret.h, and every oar we ply. 
Ju ‘icap’d impending death, when now again 


: : We twice as far hud furrov'd back the main, 
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Once more I rais'd my voice’? my friends afraid 
With mild entreaties my defign diffuade, 

What boots the godlefs giant to provoke, 

Whofe arms may fink us at a fingle ftroke? 
Already, when the dreadful rock he threw, 

Old ocean fhook, and back his furges flew, 

Thy founding voice directs his aim again ; 

The rock o’erwhelms us, and we ‘fcap’d in vain. 
But I, of mind elate, and fcoxning fear, 
Thus with new taunts infult the monfter’s ear, 

Cyclop! if any, pitying thy difgrace, ° 

Afk who disfigur'd thus that eyelets face ? 

Say ‘twas Ulyffes, twas his deed, declare, 
Laertes’ fon, of Ithaca the fair; 

Ulyffes, far in fighting fields renown’d, 

Before whofe arm Troy tumbled to the ground. 

Th’ aftonifh'd favage with a rear 1cplies: 

O heavens! O fyith of ancient prophecies ! 
This, Telemus Eurymedes foretold, 

(The mighty feer who on thefe hills grew old ; 
Skill'd the dark fates of mortals to declare, 
And Jearn’d in all wing’d omens of the air) 
Long fince he menac’d {uch was Fate’s command; 
And nam'd Ulyffes as the deftin’d hand. 

I deem’d fume godlike giant to behold, 

Or lofty hero, haughty, brave, and bold ; 

Not this weak pigmy-wretch, of mean defign, 
Who not by ftrength fubdued me, but by wine. 
But come, accept our gifts, and join to pray 
Great Neptunc’s blefling on the watery way : 
Tor his I am, and I the lineage own: 

‘Th’ imroortal tather no lefs buoafts the fon. 

His powe can heat me, and 1e-light my eye: 
And only his, of all the Gods on high. 

Oh?! could this atm (I thus aloud rejoin’d)} 
From that vaft bulk difiodge thy bloudy mind, 
And fend thee howling to the realmseot night! 
As inre, #8 Neptune cannot give thee ficht. 

Thus 1: while raging he repeats his cries, 
With hands uplifted to the tarry tkies : 

Hear me, O Neptunc! thon whofe arms are 
hurl'd 
From fhore to fhore, and gird the folid world. 
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If thine I am, nor thou my birth difown, 

And if th’ unhappy Cyclop be thy fon ; 

Let not Ulyfies breathe his native air, 

Laertes’ fon, of Ithaca the fair. 

Ifto review his country be his fate, 

Be it through toils and fufferings long and late; 

His loft companions Ict him firft deplore ; 

Some veffel, not his own, tranfport him o’er; 

And when at home from foreign fufferings freed, 

More near and deep, domeftic woes fucceed ! 
With imprecations thus he fill’d the air, 


‘And angry Neptune heard the unrighteous prayer. 


A larger rock then heaving from the plain, 

He whul'd it round: it fungacrofs the main : 

It fell, and brufh’d the ftern: the billqws roar, 
Shake at the weight, and refluent beat the fhore. 
With all our force we kept aloof to fea, 

And gain’d the ifland where our veffels lay. 

Our fight the whole colle¢ted navy cheer’d, 

Who, waiting long, by turns had hop’d and fear'd, 
There difembarking on the green fea-fide, 

We land our cattle, and the fpoil divide : 

Of thefe due fhares to every failor fall; 

The mafter 1am was voted mine by all: 

And him (the guardian of Ulyffey’ fate) 

With pious mind to Heaven I confecrate. 

But the great God, whole thunder rends the fkies, 
Averfe, beho'ds the fmoking facrifice ; 

And fees me wandering ftill trom coait to coaft, 
And all my velfels, all my peuple, loft ! 

While thonghtlefs we indulge the genial.rite, 

As plenteous cates and flowing bows invite ; t 
Till evening Phoebus roll’d away the light : 
Stretch’don the fhore incarelefs eafe we rett, 
‘Vill ruddy morning purpled o’er the eaft. 

Then from their anchors all our fhips unbind, 
Aud mount the decks, and call the willing 
wind. 
Now, tane’d in order on our banks, we {weep 
With hafty fliokcs the hoarfe 1efounding deep ; 
Blind to the future, pentive with our fears, 
Glad for the living, for the dead in tears. 


BOOK X. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Adventures with Zolus, the Leftrigons, and Circe. 


Uly Tes arrives at the ifland of Acolus, who gives him profperous winds, and enclofes the adverfe ones in 
a bag, which his companions untying, they are driven back again, and reyeed, Then they fail to 
the Leftrigons, where they lofe eleven fhips, and, with one only remaining, proceed ‘to the ifland of 
Cice. Eurylochus 1s font fit with fome companions, all which, except Furylochus, are transformed 
into fwine, Ulyilcs then undertakes the adventure, and, by the help of Mercury, who gives him the 
herb Moly, overcomes the enchantiels, and procures the refturation of his men, After a year’s flay 
with her, he prepares, at her inft.gation, for his vayage to the internal thades. 


Ar length we reach’d Zoiia’s fea-pitt fhore 
Where great thppotades the {ceptre lore, 
A floating ifle! Hish-rais’d by toi! divine, 
strong wulls of brafs the rocky coaft confine, 


Six blooming youths, in private erandenr bred, 
And fix far daughters grac'd the royal bed : 
Thefe fons their fifters wed, and all remain 


Their parents pide, and pleafure of their reign, 
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. All day they feat, all day the bowls flow round, 
~ And joy and mulic through the ifle refound: 
At might cach pair on {plendid carpets lay, 
And crown’d with love the pleafuies of the day. 
This happy port afiiids our wandering fleet 
A moctir’s receptron, aud a fafe retreat. 
Full oft the monarch urg’d me to relate 
Tne fall of Thon, aid the Grecian fate ; 
Full oft Lrold ; at length for parting mov'd 5, 
The king with mighty gitts my fuit approv’d. 
‘Phe adverie winds in leathern bags he brac’d, 
Comprets'd their force, and Jock’d cach ftrupgling 
Sor him the mighty Sire of Gods affign’d ([blatt : 
“Phe tempett’s Lord, the tyrant of the wind; 
Hrs word alone the Yittening ftorms obey, 
710 linooth the decp, or {well the foamy fea. 
Thefe in my hallow fhip the monarch hung, 
Secarvly fetter'd by @ filver thong ; 
Hut Zephyrus exempt, with friendly gales 
He chary’d to fll, and guide the {welling fails t 
Rare gilt! but oh, what eift to fools avails! 

Nine prolperous days we ply’dthe labouring oar; 
The tenth prefents our welcuine native shore : 
The hills diiplay the bearon’s triendly hght, 

And ifing mountains gain upon our fight. 

Vhen finit my eyvs, by watchful toils oppreft, 
Comply"d to take the bahay gifts of reit ; 

‘then tirit my hands did from the rudder part 
(Sv much the love of home poflef’d my heart); 
When, lo! on board a fond debate arote ; 

What rare device thote veilels miyht enclofe ? 
What fum, what prize from “olus I brought? 
Whilft tohis neighbour each exprefs’d his thought: 

Say, whence, ye Gods, contending nagions {trive 
Who mol fhall pleafe, who moft our hero pive? 
Long have his cofters yroan’d with Trojan fpoils ; 
Whilit we, the wretched paitners of his toils, 
Reproach’d by want, our fruitlets labours mourn, 
Aud only nich in barren fame return. 

Now tolus, ye ice, auginents his ftore : 

But come, my iriends, thefe myftit gifts explore. 

They faid: and (oh cuitt fate) the thongs un- 
bound: 

The guibing tempeft fweeps the ocean round ; 

Snatth din the whal, the hurry’d navy flew, 

Tuc o can widen’d, and the fhores withdrew. 

Ro e'd diom my fatal fleep, T long debate 

li tial to live, or detperate plunge to Fate : 

Th. , doubting, proitrate on the deck [ lay, 

Till all the coward thoughts of death pave way 

Mean white our veffils plouga the liquid 

plain, 

And foon the known /Eolian coat regain, 

Our greans the rocks remurinur’d to the main. 

We leapt on fhore, and with a tec nty feet 

Qat thirtl and hauger hady reprei'd ; 

That dune, two choien neralds ztragght attend 

Our'tecond progrets to my royal fiend: 

And him awndil he jovial rons we tound ; 

"Tne banquet teaming, and the goblets crown’d : 

"Share Iuuably nopp’d with couicious fhame and 
awe, 

Nor nearer than the gate prefum‘d to draw. 

But foon his fons thoit weil-Anown puent de fery’d 

And ftartins fiom their couches loudly cry’d: 

Ulyffes hore | what Gemon could it thou ineet 

To thwait thy @affage, and acpel thy deet? 


Watt thou not furnith’d hy our choicet care 
Tor Greece, for home, and all thy fol held dear? 
Thus they: in filence long my fate I mourn’d, 
At length thefe words with accent low return’d 2 
Me, fock’d in fleep, my faithlels crew bereft 
Of all the bleflings of your godlike gift! 
But grant, oh grant our lofs we may ietrieve : 
A favour you, and you wlone can give. 
Thus [ with art to move their pity try’d, 
Afid touch’d the youths; but their ftcin fire ree 
ply’d : 
Vile wretch, begone! this inflant I command 
Thy fleet accurs’d to leave our hallow’d land, 
His baneful fuit pollutes thefe blefs’d albodes, 
Whole fate prociaims him hatctul to the Gods. 
Thus fierce he faid: we tizhing went our wav, 
And with defponding hearts put off tu na. 
‘The failors, {pent with tods, their rolty mourn, 
But mornin vain; no protpect of retusn. 
Six days and nights a doubttul coufe we tleer, 
The next oat Lamos’ ftately towe1s appear, i 
Aud Leitrigonia’s gates arile diningt ina r. 4 
The thephuid, quitting here at niwht the plain, 
Calls, to fucceed his cares, the watchful {wain ; 
But he that tcorns the chains ot fleep 10 wear, 
And adds the herdfiuan’s to the fhe; he:d’s care, 
So near the paftures, and fo thort the way, 
His double toils may claim a double pay, t 
And join the labours of the meht and day. 
Within a long recels a bay there lies, fikies: 
Edg’d round with cliff}, high pomting to the 
The jutting fhores that fweil on either fide 
Contraét its mouth, and prea® the ruthi 2 tide. 
Our cager failors feize the fas retreat, 
And bound within the port th: ir crowded sleet 5 
For here retit’d the finking billows fle-p, 
And imihng calmnefs filver’d cer the deep. 
L only im the bay refus’d to mour, 
Aud fix’d, without, my haliers to the fhoi>. 
From thence we climb’d a punt, whore asy 
brow 
Commands the profpect of the plains below: 
No tracts of beails, or figns of men, we found, 
But finoky volumes rolling trom the ground. | 
Two with our herald thither we command, 
With {peed to learn what men potfe(s’d the land. 
They went, and kept the whecl’s imooth beaten 
road 
Which to the city drew the mmintan wood ; 
When lo! they met, befide a cry({t tpring, 
The daughter of Antiphates the kine ; 
She to Artacia’s Ttlver ftreams cata: down 
(Artacia’s ftxeams alone fupply the tuwn) : 
‘The damtel they approach’d, and uil‘d what race 
The people were ? who munsich of the place? 
With yoy the maid th’ unwary firangers beard, 
And fhow’d them where the wat dome appear’d. 
They went; but, as they entering faw the queen 
Of fize enormous, and terri. mien 
(Not yielding to fome bulky mourtain's height), 
4 tudden horror fttuck their ak.nv fight. 
swift at her call her hufband fcourd away 
To wreak his hunger on the deftin’d prey ; 
One for hw food the raging phitton flew, 
Eut two rufh'd out, and to the navy flew. 
Balk’d of his prey, the yeliing montter files, 
And hills the city with his hideous cris 5 
0 1; 
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A ghaftly band of giants hear the roar, —[fhore. 
And, pouring down the mountains, crowd the 
Fragments they rend from off ‘he craggy brow, 
And dath the ruins on the fhips below: ° 
The crackhng veffels burft; hoarfe groans arife, 
And mingled horrors echo to the fkies ; 
The men, like fith, they ftuck upon the flood, 
And cramm’d thew filthy thtoats with human 
Whilft thus their fury rages at the bay, _[food. 
My {word our cables cut, I call’d to weigh, [fly, 
And charg’d my men, as they from Fate would 
Each nerve to firain, each bending oar to ply, 
The failors catch the word, their oars they feize, 
And {weep with equal itrokes the {moky feas: 
Clear of the rocks th’ impatient veffel flies; 
Whilft in the poit each wretch encumber‘d dies. 
With earneft hafte my frighted failors prefs, 
While kindling tranfports glow'd at our fuccefs ; 
But the fad t/te that did our friends deftroy 
Cool’d every breaft, and damp’d the rifing joy. 
Mow dropp’d our anchors in the Azan bay, 
Where Circe dwelt, the daughter of the day; 
Her mother Persé, of old Ocean’s ftrain, 
Thus from the Sun defecended and the Main 
(From the fame lineage itern Avetes came, 
The far-fam’'d brother of th’ enchantrefs dame); 
Goiddefs, and queen, to whom the powers belong 
Of dreadful magic, and commanding fong. 
Some God directing to this peaceful bay 
Silent we came, and melancholy lay, [roll’d on, 
Spent aud o’erwatch’d. Two days and nights 
And now the third fucceeding morning fhone. 
1 climb’d a cliff, with {pear and ie de hand, 
Whofe ridze o’erlook’d a fhady length of land : 
To learn if aught of mortal works appear, 
Or cheerful voice of mortal ftrike thé ear? = 
From the high point I maik’d, in diftant view, 
A ftrezm of curling fmoke afcending blue, 
And {piry tops, the tufted trees above, 
Of Circe’s palace bufom’d in the grove. 
Thither to hafte, the region to explore, 
Was firft my thought: but {peeding back to fliore, 
I deem’d it beft to vifit firft my crew, 
And fend out fpies the dubious coait to view. 
As down the hill J folitary go, 
Some Power divine, who pities human woe, 
Sent a tall ttaz, defcending from the wood, 
"To cvol his feivour in the cryfta] Aood ; 
Luxuriant on the wave-worn hank he lay, 
Stretch’d forth, and panting in the funny ray. 
] Jaunch’d my fpear, ahd with a fudden wound, 
Tranfpierc’d his back, and fix’d him to the ground. 
He falis, and mourns his fate with human cries: 
Through the wide wound the vital fpirit flies. 
¥ drew, and cafting on the river’s fide 
‘The bloedy fpear, his gather’d feet I ty’d i 
With twining oziers, which the bank fupplied. 
fn ell in length the pliant whifp 1 weav’d, 
And the huge body on my fhoulders heav'd: 
Then, leaning on my {pear with both my hands, 
Up-bore my load, and prefs’d the finking fands 
With weighty fleps, till at the fhip I threw 
‘bhe welcome burden, and befpoke my crew : 
Cheer up, my friends! it is not yet our fate 
To glide with photts through Pluto's gloomy gate. 
¥ood in the defart land, Lehold! is piven; 
Live, and enjoy the pievidence of Heavem 
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The joyful crew furvey his mighty five; 
And on the fature banquet feaft their eyes, 
As huge in length extended lay the beatt ; 
Then wath their hands, and haften to the feaft: 
There, till the fetting fun roll’d down the lights 
They fate indulging in the genial rite. 
When evening rofe, and darkne({s covered o'er 
The face of things, we flept along the fhore. 
But when the rofy morning warm’d the eaft, 
My men I fummon’d, and thefe words addreft : 
Followe1s and friends, attend what I propofe : 
Ye fad cumpanions of Ulyffes’ woes ! 
We know not here what land before us lies, 
Or to what quarter now we turn our eyes, i 
Or where the fun fhall fet, of where fhall rife. 
Here let us think (if thinking be not vain) 


Tf any counfel, any hope remain. 


Alas! from yonder promontory’s brow, 

I vicw'd the coaft, a region flat and low; 
An ifle incircled with the boundlefs flood ; 
A length of thickets, and entangled wood. 
Some tmoke I faw amid the forefts rife, 
And all aronnd it only feas and fhies! 

With broken hearts my fad companions ftood, 
Mindful of Cyclop and his human food, i 
And horrid Leftrigons, the men of blood. 
Prefaging tears apace began to rcign; 

But tears in mortal miferies ar¢ vain. 

In equal parts I ftraight divide my band, 
And name a chief each party to command 3 
I led the one, and of the other fide 
Appointed brave Eurylochus the guide. 
‘hen in the brazen helm the lots we throw, 
And Fortune cafts Eurylochus to go: 

He march d, with twice eleven in his train: 
Penfive they march, and penfive we remain. 

The palace in a woody vale they found, 

High rais’d of ftone; « fhaded {pace around ; 

Where mountain wolves and brindled lions roam, 

(By magic tam’d) familiar to the dome. 

With gentle blandifhments our men they meet. 

And wag their tails, and fawning lick their 
feet. 

As from fome feaft a man returning late, 

His faithful dogs all meet him at the gate, 

Rejoicing round, fome morfel to receive 

(Such as the good man ever us’d to give). 

Domeftic thus the grifly beafts drew near; 

They gaze with wonder, not unmix’d with fear. 

Now on the threfhold of the dome they ftood, 

And heard a voice refounding through the wood: 

Plac’d at her loom within the Goddefs fung ; 

The vaulted roofs and folid pavement rung. 

Over the fair web the rifing figures fhine, 

Immorte] labour! worthy hands divine. 

Polites to the reft the queftion mov’d 

(A gallant leader, and a man I lov’d): 

What voice celeftial, chanting to the loom 
(Or Nymph, or Goddefs) echoes ftom the room, 
Say, fliall we feek accefs? » With that they call; 
And wide unfold the portals of the hall. 

The Goddefs, rifing, afks her guefts to ftay, 
Who blindly follow where fhe leads the way- 
Eurylochus alone of all the band, 

Sufpecting fraud, more prudently remain’d. 
On thrones around with downy coverings grac’d, 
With jembkance fair, th’ unhappymen the plac’d. 
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» Milk newly aire the facred flour of wheat, 

And honey frefh, and Pramnian wines the treat: 
But venom’d was the bread, and mix’d the bowl, 
With drugs of force, to darken all the foul: 
Soon in the lufcious feaft themfelves they loft, 
And drank oblivion of their native co» &. 

Jnftant her circling wand the Goddels waves, 
To hogs transforms them, and the fty receives. 
No more was feen the human form divine ; 
Head, face, and members, briftle into {wine : 
Still curs’d with fenfg, their minds remain alone, 
And their own voice affrights them when they 
groan. . 
Mean while the G8ddefs in difdain beftows 
‘The matt and acorn, brutal food! and ftrows 
The fruits of cornel, as their feat, around ; 
Now ptone and groveling on unfavoury yround, 

Eurylochus, with penfive fteps and flow, 

Aghait returns; the ineflenger of woe, 

Ani bitter fate. To {peak he made effay, 

In vain eflay’d, nor would his tongne obey, t 
His {welling heart deny’d the words their way: 
But {pcaking tears the want of words fupply, 
And the full foul Lurfts copious from his eye. 
Affrighted, anxions for our fellows’ fates, 

We prefs to hear what fadly he relates: 

We went, Ulyfles! (fuch was thy command) 
Through the lone thicket and the defart land. 

A palace in a woody vale we found, 

Brown with dark forefts, and with fhades around. 
A voice celeftial echoed from the dome, 

Or Nymph, or Goddefs, chanting to the loom, 
Accefs we fought, nor was acccls denied: 
Radiant fhe came; the portal’s open’d* wide : 
The Goddefs mild invites the guelts to ftay : 
They blindly follow wnere fhe leads the way. 

J only wait behind, of all the train; 

I waited long, and ey’d the doors in vain: 
The reft are vanith’d, none repafs'd the gate ; 
And not a man appears to tell their fate. 

I heard, and inftant o’er my fhoulders flung 
The belt in which my weighty faulchion hung 
(A beamy blade); then fciz’d the bended bow, 
And bade him guide the way, refolv'd to go. 
He, proftrate falling, with both hands embrac’d 
My knees, and, weeping, thus his {uit addrefs’d: 

O king, belov’d of Jove! thy fervant {pare, 
And ah, thyfelf the rath attempt furbear ! 
Never, alas! thou never {halt return, 

Or fee the wretched for whoie lofs we mourn. 
With what remains from certain ruin fly, 
And fave the few not fated yet to die. 

I anfwer'd ftern: Inglorious then remain, 
Here feafl and loiter, and defert thy trajp, 
Alone, unfriended, will I tempt my way ; 

The laws of Fate compel, and I obcy. 

This faid, and fcornful turning from the fhore 

y haughty ftep, I ftalk’d the valley o’er. 

Till now approaching nigh the magic bower ; 
Where dwelt tht enchantrefs fkill’d in herbs of 


power, 
A form divine forth ifued from the wood 
(Immortal Hermes with the golden rod) 
In human femblance. On his bloomy face 
Youth fmil‘d celeftial, with cach opening grace. 
He fei2z’d my hgnd, and gracious thus began: 
Ab! whether roam thqu, much cudyring man ? 
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Oh blind to fate! what led thy fteps to rove 

The horrid mazes of this magic grove ! 

Each friend you feek in yon enclofure lies, 

All lof& their form, and habitants of {ties. 

Think’ft thou by wit to model their efcape ? 

Sooner fhalt thou, a ftranger to thy fhape, 

Fall prone their equal: firft thy danger know, 

Then take the antidote the Guds beitow. 

The pliant I give, through all the direful bower 

Shall guard thee, and avert the evil hour. 

Now hear ber wicked arts. Before thy eyes 

The bow! fhall {parkle, and the banquet rife ; 

Take this, nor from the taithlefs feait abftain, 

For temper’d drugs and poifons thall be vain. 

Soon as the ftrikes' her wand, and gives the word, 

Draw forth and brandith thy refulgent fword, 

And menace death: thofe menaces thall move 

Her alter’d mind to blandifhment and love. 

Nor fhun the bleffing proffei'd to thy arms, 

A(cend her bed, aud tafe celeftial charms : 

So thall thy tedious tails a refpite tind, 

And thy lott friends retara to human kind. 

But {wear her firft by thote diead oaths that tie 

The Powers below, the Bictfed inthe tky ; 

Lett to thee naked fecret fraud be meant, 

Or magic bind thee cold ard impotent. — [drew 
Thus while he fpoke, the fovereign plant he 

Where on th’ all-beating earth unmark'd it grew, 

And fhow’d its nature and its wonderous puwer : 

Black was the root, but muixy-white the flower; 

Moly the name, to mortals hard to find, 

Put all isealy to th’ ethesial kind. 

This Hermes gave; then, gliding off the glade, 

Shot to Olympus from the woodland fhade. 

eWhile, full of thought, revolving fates to come, 

I {peed my paflage to th’ enchanted dome: 

Arriv’d, before the lofty gates I ftay’d; 

The lofty gates the Goddefs wide difplay'd : 

Sle leads before, and to the feaft invites : 

I follow tadly to the magic rites. 

Radiant with ftarry ftuds, a filver feat 

Recciv’d my limbs; a footitoul eas’d my feet. 

She mix’d the potion, fraudulent of foul ; 

Tle poilon maniled m the golden bowI. 

I took, and quaff'd it, confident in Heaven : 

Then wav’d the wand, and then the word was gi. 

Hence to thy fellows! (dreadful the began) [ven, 

Go, be 2 beaft !-.-F heard, and yet was man. 
Then iudden whirling, like a waving flame, 

My beamy faulchion, I affault the dame. 

Struck with unuiual fear, the trembling cries, 

She faints, fhe falls; fhe lifts her weeping eyes. 
What art thou ? fay! from whence, from wiom, 

you came? 

Ob more than human! tell thy race, thy name. 

Amazing firength thefe poifons to faftaii ! 

Nor mortal thou, nor mortal 1s thy brain. 

Or art thou he ? the man to cume (foretold 

By Hermes powerful with the wand of gold) 

The man from Troy, who wander’d occan round ; 

The man for wifdom's various arts renown’d, 

Ulyffes? oh! thy threatening fury ceafe, [peace; 

Sheath thy. bright fword, and join our hands in 

Let mutual joys our mutual truft combine, 

And love, and love-burn confidence, be thine. 
And. haw, dread Circe! (furious I rejoin) 

C44 love, and love-born confidence, be mine} 
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Beneath thy charms when my companions groan, 
‘Transform'd to beafts, with accents not their own. 
O.thou of fraudful heart ! fhall I be led 

To thare thy foaftcrites, or afcend thy bed : 

That, all unarm’d, thy vengeance may have vent. 

And magit kind me, cold and impotent! 

Celeftial as thou art, yet itand denied ; 

Or {Wear that oath by which the Gods are tied, 

Swear, in thy foul no latent frauds remain, 

swear by the vow which never can be vain. 

The Godde{s twore: then feiz’d my hand, and 
To the fwect tranfports of the genial bed. . [led 
Minifirant to their queen, with bufy care 
Four fa:thful handmaids the {oft rites prepare ; 
Nymphs tprung from fountains, or from fhady 

woods, 

dr the fuir offspring of the facred floods, 

Cine o’er the couches painted carpets threw, 

Whofe purp'e luttre glow’d againit the view: 

White linen lay beneath. Ancther plae’d 

‘Lhe filver ftands with golden flatkets prac’d 
With dulect beverage this the beaker crown’d, 
Faa in the nudit, with gilded cups around: 
‘That in the tupod o’er the kindled pile 

The water powers; the bubbling waters boil : 
“in ample vale reccives the fmoking wave ; 
And, in the Lath prepar’d, my limbs I lave: 
Reviving tweets repair the mind's decay, 

And take the paintul fenie of toi away. 

A vefl and tunic o’2r me nest fhe threw, 

}reih trom the bath, and dropping balmy dew; 

‘hen led and plac’d me on the fovereign feat, 

With carpets ipread ; 4 foottlool at iy feet. 
‘dhe poiden cwer a nymph obfequious brings, 
keplinit d froin the cool tranilucent {prings: ¢ 
Wita copious water the bright vafe fupplies 

A. liiver laver of capacious fize, 

Twafh’l. “Fhe tavle in fair order fpread, 

Tney heap the giittering canifters with bread ! 
Viands of various kinds allure the tatte, 

Of cboiceft fort and iuvour, rich repaft !- 

Circe in vain invites the feaft to fhare: 

Altent T ponder, and abforb in care: 

While tcenes of woe 1afe anxious in my breaft, 
The queen beheld me, and thofe words addreft : 

Why fits Ulyifes filent and apait, 

Same hoard or grief clofe-harbour'd at his heart? 
Unrouch’d before thee ftands the cates divine, 
And unregarded laughs the rofy wine. 

Can yet a doubt or any dread remair, 

When {worn that vath which never can be vain? 

Tamwerd: (oddefs! human is thy breaft, 
By juitue {way'd, by tener pity pret : 

Tit fits it me, whofe fricnds are funk to beaks, 

Tu guaff ry howls, or riot in thy featts. 

Me would’i thou pleafe? Fer them thy cares em- 
And them to me teftore, and me to joy. ploy, 

With thac fhe parted; in her potent ‘aet 
She bore the virtue at the magic: wand. 

Then hastening to the {ties, fet wide the door, 
Urg’d forth, and drove the briflly herd befure; 
Unweildy, out they rufi'd with general cry, 
aie ee difhonef to the eye. 

‘uw touch'’d by counter charms, they change 
And fand majettic, aid recall’d ad Pen 
Tholé hairs, of late that briftled every part, ‘ 
Fall of; quraculens effect of art} ; 
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Till all the form in fall proportion rive, . 
More young, more large, more craceful to my eyes, 
They faw, they knew me, and with eager pace . 
Clung to their mafter in a long embrace: 

Sad, pleafing fight ! with tears each eye ran o’er, 
And fobs of joy re-echoed through the hower ; 
Ev’n Circe wept, her adamantine heart 

Felt pity enter, and fuftain’d her part. 

Son of Laertes! (then the queen began) 
Oh much-enduring, much-experienc’d man ! 
Hafte to thy vefel on the fea-beat fhore, 
Unload thy treafures, and the galley moor: 
‘Then bring thy friends, fecure from future harms, 
And in our grottoes ftow thydpoils and arms. 

She faid: obedient to her high command, 
I quit the place, and haften to the frand. 
My fad companions on the beach I found, 
Their wiitful eyes in floods of forrow drown'd. 
As from freth paftures and the dewy field 
(When loaded cribs their evening banquet yield) 
The lowing herds rcturn ; around them throng 
With leaps and bounds their late-imprifon’d young, 
Rufh to théir mothers with unruly joy, 
And echoing hills return the tender cry + 
So round me prefs*d, exulting at my fight, 
With cries and agonies of wild delight, 
The weeping failors; nor lefs ficrce their joy 
Than if return’d to Ithaca from Troy. 
Ah, mafter! ever honour’d, ever deur! 
(Thete tender words on every tide I hear) 
What other joy can equal thy return ? 
Not that lov’d country for whofe fight we mourn ? 
The foil thet nurs’d us, and that gave us breath ; 
But, ah! velate our loft companions death. 

I anfwer’d chearful: Hafte, your galley moor, 
And bring our treafures and our armp allire : 
Thofe in yon hollow caverns let us lay ; 

Then rite, and follow where I lead the way. 
Your fellows live: believe your eyes, aud come 
To,tafte the jovs of Circe's iacred dome. 

‘ With ready fpeed the joytul crew obey: 
Alone Eurylochus perfuades their flay. 
Whither (he cry’d) ah ! whither will ye runs 
Seek ye to meet thofe evils ye ihuwid thun? 
Will you the terrors of the dome explue, 

In fine to grovel, or in lions roar, 

Or wolf-like howl, away the mulnight hour: 
In dreadtul watch around the magic bower? 
Remember Cyclop, and his bloody deed; 

The leader’s rafhnefs made the foldicrs bleed. 

I heard incens’d, and firft revolv'd to {peed 
My Aying faulchion at the rebels head. 

Dear as he was, hy ties of kindred bound, 

This hapd had firetch’d kim breachicts on the 
ground, ° 

But al] ar-ocice my interpofing train 

For mercy pleaded nor could plead in vain. 

Leave here the man who dares his prince defert, 

Leave to repentance and his own fad heart, 

To guard the thip. Seek we the iacred thades 

Of Circe’s palace, where Ulyffes leads. 

This with one voice declar’d, thé rifing train 
Left the black veffel by the murmuring main, 
Shame touch'd Eurylochus’s alter’d breaft, ° 
He fear’d my threats, and follow’d with the reft. 

Mean while the Goddefs, with jpdulgent cares 
And foctal joys, the late transform’d repairay 


« 


ODYSSEY, Boox X. \ 


The bath, the fea, their fainting foul renews ; 
Rich in refulgent robes, and dropping balmy.dews: 
Brightening with joy their eager eyes behold 
Each other’s face, and each his ttory tald ; 
Then gufhing tears the narrative confound, 
And with their fobs the vaulted roofs refound. 
When hufh'd their paffion, thus the Goddefs 
Ulyffes, taught by labours to be wife, [cries 3 
Let this fhort memory of grief fuffice. 
To me are known the various woes ye bore, 
In’ ftorms by fea, in perils on the fhore ; 
Forget whatever was in Fortune’s power, 
And thare the p!eafures of this gental hour. 
Such be your mindg as cre ye left your coatt, 
Or learn'’d to forrow for a country loft. 
Exiles and wanderers now, where-e’er ye go 
Too faithful memory renews your woe ; 
The caufe remov’d, habitual griefs remain, 
And the foul faddens by the ufe of pain. 
Her kind entreaty mov’d the general breatt ; 
Tir’d with long toil, we willing funk to rett. 
We ply’d the banquet, and the bow! we crown’d, 
Till the full circle of the year came reund. 
But when the feafons, following in their train, 
Brought back the months, the days, and hours 
As from a vibra at once they rife, = [agains 
And urge their chief with animating cries : 
I, this, Ulyfles, our inglorious lot ? 
And is the name of Ithaca forgot? 
Shall never the dear land in profpedt rife, 
Or the lov'’d palace glitter in our eyes? 
Melting T heard ; yet till the fun’s decline 
Prolong’d the feaft, and quaff*d the rofy wine: > | 
But when the fhades came on at evenipg hour, 
And all lay flumbering in the dufky bower ; 
1 came a fuppliant to tair Circe’s bed, 
The tender moment feiz’d, and thus I faid: 
Be mindful, Goddels, of thy promife made ; 
Mutt fad Ulyffes ever be delay’d? 
Around thcir lord my fad companions mourn, 
Each breaft beats homeward, anxious to return: 
It but a moment parted from thy eyes, 
‘Cheir tears flow round me, and my heart complics. 
Go then, (fhe cry’d) ah, go! yet think, not J, 
Not Circe, but the Fates, your with deny. 
Ah, hope not yet to breathe thy native air! 
Far other journey firft demands thy care ; 
To tread th’ uncomfortable paths beneath, 
And view the realms of darknefs and of death. 
There teek the Theban bard, depriv’d of fight ; 
Within, irradiate with prophetic light ; 
To whom Perfephone, cntire and whole, 
Gave to retain th’ unfeparated foul : 
The reft are forms, of empty «ther made ; 
Impaffive femblance,and a flitting thade? 
Struck at the word, my very heart was dead : 
Penfive I fate; my tears bedew’d the bed; 
To hate the light and life my foul begun, 
And faw that al] was grief beneath the fun. 
Compos'd at length, the guibing tears fuppreft, 
And my toft limbs now weary’d into reft : 
How shall I tread (I cry'd) ah, Circe! fay, 
The dark defcent, and who fhall guide the way? 
Can living eyes behold the tealms below ? 
What bark to waft me, and what wind to blow? 
Thy fated road (the magic power reply’d) 
Divine Ulyffes :°akks no mortal guide. 
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Rear but the maft, the fpacious fail difplay, 

The northern winds fhall wing thee on thy way. 

Soon fhalt thou reach old Ocean’s utmoft ends, 

Where to the main the thelving fhore defcends ; 

The barren trees of Proferpine’s black woods, 

Poplars and willows-trembling o’er the flouds : 

There fix thy veffel in the lonely bay, 

And enter there the ‘kingdoms void of day: 

Where Phlegeton’s loud torrents, rufhing down, 

Hifs in the facing gulf of Acheron ; 

And where, flow-rolling from the Stygian bed, 

Cocytus’ lamentable waters {pread : 

Where the datk rocks o’erhang th’ infernal'lake, 

And mingling ftreams eternal murmurs make. 

Firft draw thy faulchion, and on every fide 

Trench the black earth « cutie long and wide : 

‘Yo all the fhades around libations pour, 

And o’er th’ ingredients ftrow the hallow'd 

flour: , 

New wine and milk, with honey temper’d, bring ; 

And living waters from the cryftal {pring. 

Then the wan fhades and feeble ghoits implore, 

With promis’d offerings on thy native fhore ; 

A barren cow, the ftatelieft of the ifle, 

And, heap’d with various wealth, a blazing pile: 

‘Vhefe to the reft; but to the feer mutt blecd 

A fable ram, the pride of all thy breed. 

Thefe folemn vows and holy off rings paid 

To all the phantom-nations of the dead; 

Be next thy care the fable fhecp to place 

Full o’er the pit, and hell-ward turn their face: 

But from th’ internal rite thine eye withdraw, 

And back 10 Ocean glance with reverend awe. 

Sudden thall fkim along the dufky glades 

Thin airy thoals, and vifiondty fhades. 

‘Lhen give command the facrifice to hafte, 

Ler the flay’d victims in the flame be caft, 

And facred vows and myftic fong apply’d 

To gly Pluto and his gloomy bride. 

Wide o'er the pool, thy faulchion wav'd around 

Shall drive the {pectres from forbidden ground : 

The facred draught fhall all the dead forbear, 

Tilt awful from the fhades arife the feer. 

Let him, oraculous, the end, the way, ' 

The turns of all thy future fate, difplay, | 

Thy pilgtimage to come, and remnant of thy C |! 
ay. el 

So {peaking, from the ruddy orient fhone 

‘The morn, con{picuous on her golden throne. 

The Goddefs with a radiant tunic drefs’d 

My limbs, and o’er me caft a filken vett. 

Long flowing robes of pureft white array 

The nymph, that added luftre to the day : 

A tiar wreath’d her head with many a fold; 

Her waift was circled with a zene of gold. 

Forth ifluing then, from place to place I flew ; 

Rouze man by man, and animate my crew, 

Rife, rife, my mates ! ’tis Circe gives command : 

Our journey calls us ; hafte, and quit the land. 

All rife and follow, yet depart not all, 

For Fate decreed one wretched man to fall. 

A youth there was, Elpenor was he nam'd, 
Not much for fenfe, nor much for courage fam’d: 
The youngeft of our band, a vulgar foul, _. 

Born but to banquet, and to drain the bowl. 

He, hot and carelefs, on a turret’s height 

With fleep repair'd the ne debauch of night z 
iii] 
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The fudden tumult ftire’d him where he lay, 

And dewn he haften’d, but forget the way ; 

Full endlong from the roof the Deeper fell, / 

And {napp’d the {pinal joigt, and wak’d in hell, 
The reft crowd round me with an eager look’; 

I met them with a fiyh, and thus befpoke: 

Already, friends! ye think your toils are o'er, 

Your hopes alrdady touch your native fhore: 

Alas! tar atherw.fe the nymph declares, ° 

Far other journey firlt demands our cares; 

To tread th’ uncomfortable paths beneath, 

The dreary realms of darknels and of death : 

To feek Tirefias’ awful thade below, 

And thence our fortunes and our fates to knaw. 
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My {ad companions heard in deep defpaihy 
Frantic they tore their manly growth of hair; 
To earth they fell; the tears began to rain; 

But tears in mortal miferies are vain. 

Sadly they far’d along the fea-beat fhore ; 

Still heav'd their hearts, and {till their eyes ran, 
o'er. P| 

The ready victims at our bark we found, 

The fable ewe and ram, together bound, 

For jwift asthought the Goddefs had been there, 

And thence had glided viewlefs as the air; ° 

The paths of Gods what mortal can furvey ? 

Who eyes their motion? who thall trace their 
way? ¢ : 
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THE ARGUMENT., 


The Defcent into Hell, 


Vlyftes continues his narration, How he ariived at the land of the Cimmerians, and what ceremonies 


he performed to invoke the dead. 


¢ manner of his defcent, and the apparition of the fhades: 


his converfation with Elpenor, and with Tirefias, who informs him in a prophetic manner of his 
fortunes to come. He meets his mother Anticlea, from whom he learns the ftate of his family. 
He fves the fhades of the ancient heroines, afterwards of the heroes, and converfes in particular 
with Agamemnon and Achilles. Ajax keeps at a fullen diftance, and difdains to anfwerhim. He 
then beholds Tityus, Taritalus, Sifyphus, Hercules; till he is deterred from further curiofity by the 
apparition of horrid {pectres, and the crits of the wicked in,torments. 


Now to the thores we bend, a mournful train, 
Climb the tall bark, and launch into the mam: 
At once the maft we rear, at once unbind 
"The fpacious fheet, and ftretch it to the wind: 
Then pale and pepfive ftand, with cares oppreft, 
And folemn horror faddens cvery breaft. 
A trefhening breeze the * Magic Power fupplied, 
‘While the wing’d veflel flew along the tide ; 
Qur oars we flupp’d; all day the {welling fails 
Full tom the guiding pilot catch'd the gales. 

Now funk the fun from his agrial height, 
And o'er the thaded billows ruth'd the night: 
When lu! we reach’d old Ocean’s utmoft bounds, 
Where rocks control his waves with ever-dusing 

maunds. 

There in a lonely land, and gloomy cells, 
The dufky nation of Cimmeria dwells ; 
The fun ne’er views th’ uncomfortable feats, 
When radiant he advances, or retreats : 
Unhappy race! whom endlefs night invades, 
Clouds the dull air, and wraps them round in 
fhades. : 

The fhip wa moor on thefe obfcure abodes ; 
Difbark the theep, an offering to the Gods ; 
And, hell-ward bending, o’er the beach defery 
The dolefome paffage to th’ infernal iky. 
The victims, vow'd to each Tartarean Power, 
Eurylochus and Perimedes bore. | 

Here open’d hell, all hell I here implor’d, 
Aad from the fcabbard drew the fhingng {word ; 

eCire, = . 


And, trenching the black earth on every fide, 

A cavern form’d, a cubit long and wide. 

New wine, with honey temper’d milk, we bring, 
Then living waters from thecryftal{pnng; > 
O’er thefe was ftrew'd the confeciuted flour, 
And on the furface fhone the holy ftore. 

Now the wan thades we hail, th’ infernal Gods, 
To {peed our courfe, and waft us o’er the foods: ’ 
So fhall a barren herfer fram the ftall 
Beneath the knife upon your altais tall; 

So in our palace, at our fafe retuin, 

Rich with-unnumber’d gifts the pile thall burn; 
So fhall a ram the largeft of the breed, 

Black as thefe regions, to Tirefias bleed. 

Thus folemn rites and holy vows we paid 
To all the phantom-nations of the dead, 

Then dy’d the fheep; a purple torrent flow'd, 
And all the caverris {mok’'d with ftreaming blood. 
When, lo! appear’d along the dufky coatts, 
Thin, aky fhoals of vifionary ghofts : 
Fau’, penfive youths, and {oft enamour'd maids; 
And wither'd elders, pale and wrinkled fhades ; 
Ghaftly with wounds the forms of warriors flain 
Stalkid with majeftic port, a martial train : 
Thefe, and thoufand more {warm’d o’er the 
round, “ : 
And all theit dire affembly thrick’d around. 
Altonih’d at the fight, aghaft I ftood, 
And a cold fear ran thivering through my blood 4 
Straight I command the facrifice to hatte, : 
Straight the flay’d victims to the flames are ca, 
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And mntter'd vows, and myftis fong applied 
To grifly Pluto, and his gloomy bride, 

Now {wift I wave my faulchion o’er the blood ; 
Back ftarted the pale throngs, and trembling ftood. 
Round the black trench the gore untafted flows, 
Till awful from the fhades Tirefias rofe. 

‘There wandering through the gloom I firft fur- 

vey’d, 
New to the realms of death, Elpenor’s thade : 
His cold remains all naked to the fky 
On diftant fhores unwept, unburied lie. 
Sad at the fight I ftand, deep fix’d in woe, 
And ere I {poke the tears began to flow: 

O fay what angry power Elperor led 
To glide in fhades, and wander with the dead ? 
How could thy foul, by realms and feas disjoin’d, 
Out-fly the nimble fail, and leave the lagging 
wind ? 

The ghoft replied: To hell my doom I owe, 
Demons accurit, dire minifters ot woe ! 

My feet, through wine unfaithful to their weight, 
Betray’d me tumbling from a towery height, 
Staggering I reel'd, and as I reel’d I fell, 
Lua‘d the neck-joint---my foul defcends to hell. 
But lend me aid, I now conjure thee lend, 

By the fott tie and facred name of friend ! 

By thy fond confort ! by thy father’s cares ! 

By lov’d Telemachus’s blooming years ! 

For well I know that foon the heavenly Powers 
Will give thee back to day, and Circe’s fhores : 
There pious on my cold remains attend, 

There call to mind thy pvor departed friend. 
The tribute of a tears allI crave, 

And the poffeffion of a peaceful grave. » 

But if, unheard, in vain compafiion plead, 
Revere the Gods, the Gods avenge the dead! 

A tomb along the watery margin raife, 

The tomb with manly arms and trophies grace, 
To thew pofterity Elpenor was. 

There high in aii, memorial of my name, 

Fix the {mooth oar, and bid me live to fame. 

To whom with tears: Thefe rites, O mournful 

fhade, 
Dye to thy ghoft, fhal] to thy ghoft be paid. 

Still as I fpoke, the phantom ieem’d to moan, 
Tear follow’d tear, and groan fucceeded groan. 
Byt, as my waving {word the blood {urrounds, 
The thade withdrew, and mutter'd empty tounds. 

There as the wondrous vifions I furvey’d, 

All pale afcends my yoyal mother’s fhade : 
A queen, to Troy fhe faw our legions pafs ; 
Now a thin form is all Anticlea was ! 
Struck at the fight, I melt with filial woe, 
And down my cheek the pious forrows flow 
Yet as J fhook my faulchion o’er the blood, 
Regardleis of her fon the parént ftood. 

When lo! the mighty Thehan I behold ; 
To guide hig fteps he bore a ftaff of gold ; 
Awful he trod ! majeftic was his look ! 
And from his holy lips thefe accents broke : 

Why, mortal, wandereft thou from cheezfu 


ay, . 
To tread the downward, melancholy way ? 
What angry Godt to thefe dark regions led 
Thee yet alive, companion of the dead? 
But theath thy poignard, while my tongue relate: 
Moaven's itedfaft purpofe, and thy future fates. 


ay 

While yet he (poke, the Prophet I obey’d, - 
And in the {tabbard plung’d the glittering bladea 
Eager he quaff’d the gore, and then expreft 
Dark things to come, the counfels of his breait a 

Weary of light, Ulyffes here explores 
A profperous voyage to his native fhores; 

But know---by me unerring Fates difclofe 

New trains of dangers, and new f{cenes of woes = 
T fee! I fee thy bark by Neptune toft, 

For injur’d Cyclop, and his eye-ball lot! 

Yet to thy woes the Gods decree an end, 

If Heaven thou pleafe, and how to pleafe attend | 
Where on ‘T'rinacrian rocks the ocean roars, 

ave numerous herds along the verdant fhores ; 
Though hunger prefs, yet fly the dangerous prey, 
The herds are facred to the God of Day, 

Who all furveys with his extenfive eyz 

Ahove, below, on earth, and in the iky ! 

Rob not the God ; and fo propitious gales 

Attend thy voyage, and impel thy fails: 

But, if his herds ye feize, beneath the waves 

I fee thy friends o’erwheim’d in liquid graves t 

The direful wreck Ulyfles icarce furvives ! 

Ul) ites at his country fcatce arrives ! 

Strangers thy guides ! nor there thy labours end, 

New foes arife, domeftic ills attend ! 

There foul adulterers to thy bride refort, 

And lordly gluttons riot in thy court! 

But vengeance haftes amain! Thete eyes behold 

The deathful fcene, princes on princes roll’d ! 

That done, a people far from fea explore, 

Who ne’er knew falt, or heard the billows roar, 

Or fav gay veilcl em the watery plain, 

A painted wonder flying on the main ! 

Beavon thy back an oar: with ftrange amaze 

A fhepheid meeting thee, the oar furveys, 

And names a van; there tix it on the plain, . 

To calm the God that holds the watery reign ; 

A three-fold offering to his altar bring, 

A bull, a ram, a boar; and hail the Ucean-King. 

But, home return’d, to each wtherea] power 

Slay the due victim in the genial hour: 

So peaceful fhale thou end thy biifstful days, 

And fteal thyfelf from life by flow decays: 

Unknown to pain, in age relign thy breath, 

When late ftern Neptune points the theft with 

death : 

To the dark grave retiring as to reft, 

‘hy people bleffing, by thy people bleft ! 
Unerring truths, O man, my lips relate; 

This is thy life to come, and this 1s fate. 

To whom unmov’d: 1f this the Gods prepare ; 
What Heaven orduins, the wife with courage beat 
But jay, why yonder on the lonely ftrands, 
Unmindful of her fon, Anticlea ttands ? 

Why to the ground fhe bends her downcaft eye? 
Why is the filent, while her fon is nigh ? 
The latent caufe, O facred feer, reveal ! 

Nor this, replies the feer, will I conceal. 
Know, to the {pectres, that thy beverage tafte, 
The {cenes of life recur, and actions paft : 

They, feal'd with truth, return the fure reply 5 
The reft, repell'd, a train oblivious fly. 

The phantom-prophet ceas’d, and funk from 
To the black palace of eternal night. {ight 

Still in the dark abodes of death I ftood, 


Whea near Anticlea mov'd, and dsank the blood, 
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Straight all the mother in her foul awakes, 
And, owning her Ulyffes, thus the {peaks : 
Com’it thou, my fon, alive, to realms beneath, 
The dolefome realms of darknefs and of death : 
Com’It thou alive from pure, ethereal day? 
Dire is the region, di{mal is the way ! 
Here lakes profound, there floods oppofe their 
waves, 
There the wide fea with all his billows raves ! 
Or (fince to duft prond Troy fubmits her towers) 
Cony’ thou a wandeier from the Phrygian fhores ? 
Or fay, fince honour call’d thee to the field, 
Haft thou thy Ithaca, thy bride beheld; 
Source of my life, I cry’d, from earth I fly, 
To feck Virefias in the nether iky, 
To learn my doom ; for, toft from woe to woe, 
In every land Uly{es finds a foe : 
Nor have thefe eyes beheld my native fhores, 
Since in the duft Lars Troy fubmits her towers. 
But, when thy fou! from her fweet manfion fled, 
Say what diftemper gave thee to the dead ? 
Has life’s fair lamp declin’d by flow desays, 
Or fwift expir’d it in a fudden blaze ? 
Say if my fire, good old Laertes, lives ? 
If yet ‘lclemachus, my fon, furvives? 
Say by lus rule is my dominion aw‘d, 
Or crufl’d by traitors with an iron rod ? 
Say if ny {poufe maintains her royal trutt; 
Though tempted, chafte, and obftinately jut !. 
Or it no more her abfent lord the wails, 
But the falie woman o’er the wife prevails? 
Thus I, and thus the parent-fhade returns: 
Thee, ever thee, thy faithful confort mourns: 
Whether the night defcends, or day prevails, 
Thre the by night, and thee by day bewails, 
Thee in Telemachus thy realm obeys ; 
Tn facred groves celettial rites he pays, 
And thares the banquet in fuperior ftate; 
Grac’d with fuch honours as become the great. 
Thy fire in folitude foments his care : 
The court is joylefs, for thou art not there ! 
No coitly carpets raile his hoary head, 
To rich embrosaery thines to grace’ his hed : 
Ev’n when keen winter freezes in the fkies, 
Rank’d with his flaves, on earth the monarch lies 
Deep are his fighs, his vifage pale, his drefs 
The garb of woe, and habit of diftrefs. 
And when the autumn takes his annual round, 
‘The leafy henours fcattering on the ground ; 
Regardlefs of his yeats, abroad he lies, 
His bed the leaves, his canopy the fkies. 
‘Thus cares on cares his painful days confume, 
And bow his age with forrow to the tomb! 
For thee, my fon, I wept my life away ; 
For thee through hell’s eternal dungeons ftray ; 
Nor came my fate by lingering pains and flow, 
Nor bent the filver-thafted Queen her bow; 
No dire difeafe bereav’d me of my breath ; 


Thou, thou, my fon, wert my difcafe and death; - 


Unkindly with my love my fon confpir’d, 

For thee | liv’d, tor abfent thee expir'd. 
Thrice in my arms I ftrove her thade to bind, 

Thrice ehrongh my arms fhe flipp’d like empty 

wind, 

Cr dreams, the vain illtfioas of the mind. 

Wild with defpair, I fed a copious tide 

Cf Bowing tears, and thus with Sighs reply’dy 
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Fly’ft thou, lov’d fhade, while I thus fondly 
mourn ? 
Turn to my arms, to my embraces turn! 
Is it, ye powers that file at human harms? 
Too great a blefs to weep within her arms? 
Or has hell’s Queen an empty image feat, 
That wretched I might ev'n my jeys lament ? 
O fon of woe, the penfive fhade rejoin'd, 
Oh moft inur’d to prief of all mankind ‘ 
Tis not the Queen of hell who thee deceives ; 
All, all are fuch, when life the body leaves ; 
No more the fubfance of the man remains, 
Nor bounds the blood along the purple veins + 
Thefe the funereal flames :n atoms bear, 
To wander with the wind in empty arr ; 
While the impaffive foul reluctant fhes, 
Like a vain dream to thefe infernal tkies, 
But fiom the dark dominions {peed thy way, 


' And climb the fteep aicent to upper day ; 


To thy chafte bride the wondrous flory tell, 
The woes, the horrors, and the laws of hell. 
Thus while the {poke, tn fwarms hell’s Emprefs 
brings 
Daughters and wives of heroes and of kings; 
Thick and more thick they gatherround the blood, 
Ghoft throng’d on gholt (a due affembly) ftood | 
Dauntlefs my fword I feize: the airy crew, 
Swift as it flaf’d along the gloom, withdrew : 
Then fhade to fhade in mutual forms fucceeds, 
Her race recounts, and their illuftrious deeds. 
Tyro began, whom great Salmoneus bred ; 
The royal partner of fam’'d Cretheus’ bed. 
For fair Enipeus, as from fruitful urns 
He pou’s his watery ftore, the virgin burns; _ 
Smooth flows the gentle ftream with wantonpride, 
And in foft mazes rolls a filver tide. 
As on his hanks the maid enamou’d roves, 
The monarch of the deep beholds and loves ! 
In her Enipeus’ form and borrow’d charms, 
The amorous God defcends into her arins : 
Around, a fpacious arch of waves he throws, 
And high in air the liquid mountain rofe ; 
Thus in furrounding floods conceal’d he proves 
The pleafing tranfport, and completes his loves, 
Then, foftiy fighing, he the fair addrefd, 
And as he {poke he: tender hand he prefs'd: 
Hail, happy nymph# no vulgar birth, are ow’d 
To the prolific :aptures of a God : 
Lo! when nine times the moon renews her horn, 
Two brothér herocs fhall from thee be born; 
Thy early care the future worthies claim, 
To point them to the arduous paths of fame ; 
But in thy breaft th’ important truth conceal, 
Nor dare the fecret of a God reveal : 
For know, thou Neptune view’ft ! and at my nod 
Earth trembles, and the waves confefs their God. 
He added not, but mounting fpurn’d the plain, 
Then plung’d iotu the chambers of the main. 
Now in the time’s full proceis forth the brings 
Jove’s dread vicegerents, in two future kings ; 
O’er proud Icolos Pelias ftretch’d his reign, 
And godlike Neleus rul’d the Pylian plain ; 
Then, fruitful, to her Cretheus’ royal bed 
She gallant Pheres and fam’d Affon bred: 
From the fame fountain Amythaon rofe, 
Pleas’d with the din of war, and noble fhout 
of fos, 
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. There mov'd Antiope with haughty charms, 
Who bleft th’ Almighty ‘Thuanderer in her arms: 
Tience {prung Amphion, hence brave Zcthuscame, 
Founders of Thebes, and men of mighty name ; 
‘Though bold in open field, they yet furround 
"She town with walls, and mound inje& on mound ; 
Here ramparts itoad, there towers rofe high in air, 
And here through feven wide portals rufh’d the 
war, 

There with foft ftep the fair Alcmena trod, 
Who bere Alcides to the Thundering God : 

And Megara, who charm’d the fon of Jove, 
And foften’d his ftern foul to tender love. 

Sullen and four with difcontented mien 

Tocatta frown’d, th’ inceftuous Theban quecn ; 

Nith her own fon fhe join’d in nuptial bands, 
Though An blood imbrued his murderous 
hands : 

The Gods and men the dire offence detett, 

"The Gods with all their furtes rend his breaft : 

In lofty Thebes he wore th’ imperial crown, 

A‘pompous wretch ! accurs’d upon a thypne. 

The wife felf-murder’d from a beam depends ; 

And her foul foul to blackeft hell defcends ; 

"Thence to her fon the choiceft plagues the brings, 

And his fiends haunt him with a thoufand ftings. 
And now the beauteous Chloris I defcry, 

A lovely fhade, Amphion’s youngett yoy ! 

With gifts unnumber’d Neleuy fought her arms, 

Nor paid too dearly for unequal’d charms ; 

Great in Orchomenos, in Pylos great, 

He iway’d the {ceptre with imperial ftate. 

Three gallant fons the joyful monarch told, 

Sage Nettor, Periclimenus the bold, ” 

And Chromius laft; but of the fofter race, 

One nymph alone, a miracle of grace 

Kings on their thrones for lovely Pero burn ; 

The fire denies, and kings rejced mourn. 

‘To him alone the beauteous prize he yields, 

Whole arm fhould ravifh from Phylacian fields 

“The herds of Iphyclus, detain’d in wrong ; 

Wild, furious herds, unconquerably ftrong ! 

‘This dares a feer, but nought the {eer prevails, 

Jn beauty’s cauie Wluftric.2y he fais; 

"Twelve unvons the foe the captive youth detains 

Jn painful dungeons, and coercive chains; 

The foe at lafl, from durance where he lay, 

His art revering, gave him back to day; 

Won by prophetic knowledge, to tulfil 

The ftedtaft purpole of th’ Almighty will. 

With grateful port advancing now I fpy’d 
Leda the fair, the godlike Tyndar’s bride : 
Hence Pollux {prung, who wields with furious {way 
The deathful gauntlet matchlets in the frays; 
And Caltor glorious on th’ embattled plain 
Curbs the pioud iteed, reluGlant to the rein: 

Ly turns they vifit this ethereal fky, 

And live alternate, and alternate die: 

In hell beneath, on earth, in heaven above, 
Reign the Twin-gods, the favourite fons of Jove. 

There Ephimedia trod the gloomy plain, 

Who charm'd the Monarch of the bouadlefs main; 

Hence Epbialtes, hence ein Otus fprung, 

More fierce than giants, more than giants ftrong ; 

The earth o’erburthen’d groan’d beneath their 
weight, 

None hut Orion e’er furpafs'd their height 


aig 


The wonderops youths had {carce nine winters told, 
When high in air, tremendous to behold, 

Nine ells aloft they rear'd their towering head, 
And full nine cubits broad their fhoulders fpread. 
Proud of their ftrength and more than mortal fize, 
The Gods they challenge, and affect the fkies: 
Heav’d on Olympus tottering Offa flood ; 

On Offa, Pelion nods with all his wood: 

Such were they youths! had they to manhood 


rown, 
Almighty Jove had trembled on his throne. 
But, ere the harvett of the beard began 
To briftle on the chin, and promife man, 
His fhafts Apollo aim'd; at once they found, 
And ftretch the giant-montters o’er the ground. 

There mournful Phadra with fad Procris moves, 
Both beauteous fhades, both haplefs in their loves ; 
And near them walk’d, with folemn pace and flow, 
Sad Ariadne, partner of their woe; 

The royal Minos Ariadne bred, 

She Thefeus lov’d; from Crete with Thefeus fled g 
Swilt to the Dian ifle the hero flies, 

And tow’rds his Athens bears the lovely prize ; 
There Eacchus with fierce rage Diana fires, 

The Goddefs aims her shaft, the nymph expires. 
Therc Clymené and Mera I behold ¢ 
These Eriphylé weeps, who loofely fold t 

Her loid, her honour, for the luft of gold. 

But fhould 1 all recount, the night would fail, 
Unequal to the melancholy tale : 

And all-compofing reft my nature craves, 
Here in the court, or yonder on the waves; 

In you I truft, and in the heavenly powers, 

To land Ulyffes on his native fhores. 

He ceas’d- but left fo charming on their ear 
His voice, that liftenimg ftill they feem’d to hear. 
Till, sifing up, Areté filence broke, 

Stretch’d out her fuowy hand, and thus the {poke : 

What wonderous inan Heaven fends us in our 

gueit | 
Through all his woes the hera fhines confeft ; 
His comely port, his ample frame, ex>rets 
A manly air, aeycrure im dures, 
He, as my gueit, is my pecuhar care, 
You share the pleafure, then in bounty fhare ; 
To worth in mifery a reverence pay, 
And with a generous hand reward his ftay ; 
For, fince kind Heaven with wealth our reales 
has bleft, 
Give it to Heaven, by aidimg the diftreft. 

Then fage Echeneus, whofe grave reverend brow 
The hand of time had filver’d o’er with fnow, 
Mature in wildom rote : Your words, he cries, 
Demand obedience, for your words are wife. 

But let our king direct the glorious way 
Fo generous act; our part is to obey. [ply’d) 
While life informs thefe limbs, (the king re- 
Well to deferve be all my cares employ’d: 
But here this night the royal gueft detain, 
Till the fun flames along th’ ethereal plain : 
Be it my tafk to fend with ample ftores 
The ftranger from our hofpitable thores : 
Tread you mg fteps ! ’Tis mine to lead the race, 
The firft in glory as the firft in place. 
To ye the prince: This night with joy I 
ay, 
O, monarch great in virtue as in fray | 
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¥f thou the circling year ary fay control, 
To raife a bounty g ble as thy Gal : 
The circling year I wait, with ampler ftores. 
And fitter pomp to hail my native thores ; 
‘Fhen by my realms due homage would be paid ; 
¥or wealthy kings are loyally obey'd ! 

O king! for fuch thou art, and fure thy blood 
‘Through veins (he cry’d) of at: fathers flow’d ; 
Unlike thofe vagrants who on falfeheod live, 
Skill'd in {mooth tales, and artful to deceive ; 
‘Thy better foul abhors the liar’s part, 

‘Wife is thy voice, and noble is thy heart ; 
‘hy words like mufic evety breaft control, 
Steal through the ear, and win upen the foul; 
Soft, as fome fong divine, thy ftory flows, 

Wor better could the Mufe record thy woes, 

But fay, upon the dark and difmal coaft, 
Saw’ it thou the worthies of the Grecian hoft? 
"The godlike leaders who, in battle flain, 

Fell before Troy, and nobly preft the plain? 
And, lo! a length of night behind remains, 

‘The evening ftars ftill mount th’ ethereal plains. 
"Thy tale with raptures I could hear thee tell, 
"Thy woes on earth, the wondrous {cenes in hell, 
“Till in the vault of heaven the ftars decay, 

And the tky reddens with the rifing day. 

O worthy of the power the Gods affign'd, 
@Ulyiles thus replies) a king in mind ! 
Since yet the early hour of ; ht allows 
"Time for difcourfe, and time far foft repofe, 

Sf {cenes of mifery can entertain, ~ 
“Woes I unfold, of woes a difmal train. 
Prepare to hear of murther and of blood : 
Of godlike heroes who uninjur’d ftood 
Amidft a war of {pears in foreign lands, ° 
"Yet bled at home, and bled by female hands, 
N * amie Proferping tq hell’s black 


‘The heroine thades; they vanquifh'd at her call. 
When, lo! advanc’d the forms of heroes flain 
By ftern A’gyfthus, a majettic train; t 
nd high above the reft, Atrides preft the plain. 
€ quai ‘d the eres and fruight his folducr 
knew, 
And from his eyes pour’d down the tender dew ; 
His arms he ftretch’d; his arms the touch deceive, 
Nor in the fond embrace, embraces give : 
His fubftance vanifh'’d, and his ftrength decay’d, 
Wow all Atrides is an empty fhade, -’ : 
Mov'd at the fight, I for a fpace refign'd 
‘To foft affliction all my manly mind ; 
At lait with tears-Q what relentiefs doom, 
Imperial phantom, how'd thee to the tomb ? 
Say while the fea, and while the tempeft raves, 
Has Fate opprefs’d thee in the roaring waves, ° 
wr nobly feiz’d thee in the dire alarms 
ADf war and flaughter, and the clath of arms? 
The ghoft returns : 0, chief of human-kind 
For active courage and a patient mind ; 
Nor while the fea, nor while the tempeft raves, 
Has Fate opprefs’d me on the roaring waves! ° 
Nor nobly feiz’d me in the dire alarms 
Of war and flaughter, and the oe of arms, 
Stabb’d by a murderous hand Atrides dy‘d, 
foul adulterer, and a faithlefs bride; 
v’n in my mirth and at the friendly feaft, 


O’er the fall bowl, the traitor ftabb'd his mueft; 
a 
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Thus by the gory arm of flaughter falls 
The ftately ox, and bleeds within the ftalla, 
But not with me the direful murther ends, 
Thefe, thefe expir’d! their crime, they were mg 
friends ! 
Thick as the boars, which fome luxurious lord 
Kills for the feaft, to crewn the nuptial board. 
When war has thunder’d with its loudeft forma, 
Death thou haft feenin all her ghaftly forms; ~ 
In duel met her, on the lifted ground, , 
When hand to hand they wound return for wound; 
But never have thy eyes aftonifh'd view’d ° 
So vile a deed, fo dire a {cene of blood. 
Ev’n in the flow of joy, when now the bowl 
lows in our veins, and opens every foul, {dy’d, 
We groan, we faint; with blood the dome is 
And o’er the payement floats the dreadful tide. 
Her breaft all gore, with lamentable cries, 
The bleeding inwocent Caffaadra dies ! 
Then though pale death froze cold in every veia 
My {word I ftrive to wield, but ftrive in vain ; 
Nor did ny traitrefs wife thele eye-lids clofe, 
Or decently in death my limbs compofe. 
O woman, woman, when to ill thy mind 
Is bent, ali hell contains no fouler fiend: {fword 
And tuch was mine! who bafely pling’d her 
Thro’ the fond bofom where fhe reign’d ador’d : 
Alas! I hop'd, the toils of war o’ercome, 
To meet foft quiet and repofe at home ; 
Delufive Hope | O wife, thy deeds difgrace 
The perjur’d fex, and blacken all the Tace ; 
And thould pofterity one virtuous find, 
Name Clytemneftra, they will curfe the kind. 
O infur’d thade, I cry’d, what mighty woes 
To thy imperial race from waman rofe ! 
By woman here thou treqd’ft this mournful ftrand. 
And Greece by woman lies a defert land. 
Warn'd by my ills beware, the fhade replies, 
Nor truft the fex that is fo rarely wife; 
When earneft to explore thy fecret breaft, 
Unfold fome trifle, but conceal the ref. 
But in thy confort ceafe to fear a foe, 
For thee the feels fincerity of woe : 
When Troy fir& hled beneath the Grecian arms, 
She fhone unrival'd with a blaze of charms; 
Thy infant fon her fragrant bofom prefs’d, 
Hung at her knee, or wanton’'d at her brcaft ; 
But now the years a numerous train have ran ; 
The blooming boy is ripen’d into man ; 
Thy eyes Gell {ee him burn with noble fire, 
The fire fhall blefs his fon, the fan his Gre 5 
But my Oreftes never met thefe eyes, 
Without one look the murther’d father dies ; 
Tle from a wretched friend this wifdom learn, 
Ev'n to thy gueen difguis’d, unknown, return ; 
For {ince of womankind fo few are jut, 
Thiuk all are falfe, not ev’n the faithful truft. 
But fay, refides my fon in royal port, 
In rich Orchomenus, or Sparta’s court? 
Or fay in Pyle? for yet he views the light, \ 
Wor glides a phantom thro’ the realms of night. 
Then I; thy fuit is yain, nor can I fay 
If yet he breathes in realms of cheerful day; 
Or pale gr wan beholds thefe nether fkies: 
Truth I revere: for Wifdom never lies. 
Thus in a tide of tears our {orrows flow, 


And add new horror to the realms of wos; 
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Fill fide by fide along the dreary coaft 
Advanc’d Achilles’ and Patroclus’ ghoft, 
A friendly pair! near thefe the + Pylian ftray’d, 
And towering Ajax, an iluftrious fhade ! 
ar was his joy, andepleas’d with loud alarms, 
None but Pelides brighter fhone in arms. 
Thro’ the thick gloom his friend Achilles knew, 
And as he {peaks the tears defcend in dew. 
Com’ft thou alive to view the Stygian bounds, 
Where the van {pectres walk eternal rounds ; 
Nor fgar’it the dark and difmal wafte to tread, 
Throng’d with pale ghofts familiar with the dead ? 
To whom with fighs: I pafs thefe dreadful gates 
To feck the Theban, and confult the Fates: 
For ftill, diftreft, I rovt from coaft to coait, 
Loft to my friends, and to my country loft, 
But fure the eye of Time beholds no name 
So bleft as thine in all the rolls of fame ; 
Alive we hail’d thee with our guardian Gods, 
And dead, thou rul’ft a king in thefe abodes. 
Talk not of raling in this dolorous gloom, 
Nor think vain words (hecried) can eale my doom. 
Rather I choofe laborioufly to bear r 
A weight of woes, and breathe the vital air, 
A flave to fome poor hind that toils for bread ; 
Than reign the fceptred monarch of the dead. 
But fay, if in my fteps my fon proceeds, 
And emulates his godlike father’s deeds? 
If at the clath of arms, and fhout of foes, 
Swells his bold heart, his bofom nobly glows? 
Say, if my fire, the reverend Peleus, reigns, 
Great in his Pthia, and his throne maintains : 
Or, weak and old, my youthful arm demands, 
fo fix the {ceptre ftedfatt in his hands? 
Oh might the lamp of life rekindled burn, * 
And death releafe me from the filent urn ! 
This arm, that thunder’d o’er the Phrygian plain, 
And fwell’d the ground with meuntains of the 
Should vindicate my injur’d father’s fame, [flain, 
Crufh the proud rebel, and affert his claim. 
Dluftrious fhade, (1 cried) of Pelus’ fates 
No circumftance the voice of Fame relates: 
But hear with pleas’d attention the renown, 
The wars and wifdom of thy gallant fon s 
With me from Scyros to the field of fame 
Radiant in arms the blooming hero came. 
When Greece affembled all her hundred fates, 
To ripen counfels, and decide debates ; 
Heaven's! how he charm’d us with a flow of 
fenfe, 
And won the heart with manly eloquence ! 
He firft was feen of all the peers to nfe, 
The third in wifdom where they all were wife ; 
But when, to try the fortune of the day, 
oft mov’d tow’rd hoft in terrible array, © 
Before the van, impatient for the fight, 
With martial port he ftrode, and ftern delight; 
Heaps ftrew'd on heaps, beneath his faulchion 
groan’d, 
And monuments of dead deform’d the ground. 
The time would fail, fhould I in order tell 
What foes were vanquifh’d, and what numbers 
How, loft thro’ love, Eurypylus was flain, [fell 
And round him bled his bold Cetsean train. 
To Troy no hero came of nobler line ; 
@x if of nobler, Memnon, it was thiae. 
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When Ilion in the horfe receiv'd her doots, 
And unfeen armies ambuth'd in its womb ; 
Greece gave her latent warriors to my care, 
Twas mine on Troy to pour th’ imprifon'd war ¢ 
Then when the boldeft bofom beat with fear, 
When the ftern eyes of heroes dropp’d a tear; 
Fierce in his look his ardent valour glow'd, 
Flufh’d in hig cheek, or fallied in his blood ; 
‘ndignant in the dark recefs he ftands, 

Pants for the battle, and the war demands ; 

His voice breath’d death, and with a martial air 

He gtafp’d his {word, and fhook his glittering’ 
{pear, icrown’d, 

And when the Gods oar arms with conque& 

When Troy’s proud bulwarks fmok’d upon ths 


ound, 
Giseie ts reward her foldier’s gallant toils, 
Heap high his navy with unnumber'd {poils, 

Thus great in glory from the din of war 
Safe he return'’d without one hoitile {car ; 
Though {pears in iron tempeft rain’d around, 
Yet innocent they play’d, and guultlefs of a w 

While yet I fpoke, the fhade with tranfpovt 

glow’d, 

Rofe in his majefty, and nobler trod ; 
With haughty ftalk he fought the diftant glades 
Of warrior kings, and join’d th’ illuftrious fhades# 

Now without number ghoft by ghoft arofe, 
Ali wailing with unutterable woes. 
Alone, apart, in difcontented mood, 
A gloomy fhade, the fullen Ajax ftood ; 
For ever fad with proud difdain he pin’d, 
And the loft arms for ever ftung his mind; 
Though on the conteft Thetis gave the laws, 
And Pallas, by the Trojans, judg'd the caufe. 
O wh was I victorious in the ftrife ; 
O dear-bought honour with fo brave a life! 
With him the ftrength of war, the foldier’s pride, 
Our fecond hope to great Achilles died ! 
Touch'd at the fight, from tears I {carce refrain, 
And tender iorrow thrills in every vein ; 
Penfive aad iad I ftand, at length accoft 
With accents mild th’ inexorable ghoft. 
Still burns thy rage? and can brave fouls refen€ 
kv'n after death ? Relent, great fhade, relent ! 
Perth thofe arms which by the Gods decree 
Accurs'd our army with the lofs of thee! 
With thee we fell; Greece wept thy haplefs fatesg 
And fhook aftonith’d through her hundred ftates; 
Not more, when great Achilles prefs’d the ground, 
And breath’d his manly fpirit thro’ the wound. 
Oh, deem thy fall not ow'd to man’s decree, 
Jove hated Greece, and punifh’d Greece in thee £ 
Turn then, oh! peaceful turn, thy wrath control, 
And calm the raging tempeft of thy foul. 

While yet I fpeak, the thade difdains to Ray, 
In filence turns, and fullen ftalks away. 

Touch’d at his four retreat, thro’ deepeft night. 
Thro’ hell’s black bounds I had purfued his flight, 
And forc’d the ftubborn fpectre to reply ; 

But wondrous vifions drew my curious eye. 
High on a throne, tremendous to behold, 

Stern Minos wavesa mace of burnifh’d gold ; 
Around ten thwufand thoufand fpectres ftand 
‘Thro’ the wide doom of Dis, a trembling band, 
Sull as they plead, the fatal lots-he rolls, 
Abfolves the juit, and dooms the guilty {dulg 


ake, 


There huge Orion, of portentous fize, 
Swift through the gloom a giant-hunger dies; 
A ponderous mage of brafs with direful {way 
Aloft he whirls, tocruth the favage prey ; 
Stern beafts in teains that by his trancheon fell, 
Now grifly forms, fhoot o’er the lawns of hell. 
There ‘TityusJarge and long, in fetters bound, 
O'cripreads ning acres of infernal ground ; 
Two ravenous vultures, furious for their food, 
Scream o'er the fiend, and riot in his blood, 
InceHant gore the liver in his breait, {feaft. 
Th’ immortal liver grows, and gives th’ immortal 
For ag o’er Panope’s enamel’d plains, 
Latona woamiey'd to the Pythian fanes, 
With haughty love th’ audacious montter ftrove 
To force the Goddefs, and to rival Jove. 
There Tantalus along the Stygian bounds 
Pours out deep groans (with groans all hell re- 
founds) 
Ev’n in the circling floods refrefhment craves, 
And pines with thirft amidit a fea of waves: 
When to the water he his lip applies, 
Back from his lip the treacherous water flies. 
Above, beneath, around his hapleis head, 
Trees of all kinds delicious fruitage {pread ; 
There figs fky-dyed, a purple hue ditclofe, 
Green looks the olive, the pomegranaté glows, 
"Lhere dangling pears exalted {cents unfuld, 
And yellow apples ripen into gold ; 
The fruit he ftrives to feize: but blafts arife, 
Tots it on high, and whirl it to the fkies. 
I turn’d my eye, and as I turn’d furvey’d 
A mouroful vifion ! the Sifyphian fhade; 
With many a weary ftep, and many a groan, 
Up the high hill he heaves a huge round ftone ; 
The huge round ftone, retulting with a bound, 
‘Thunders impetuous down, and {mokes along the 
Again the reftlefs orb his toil renews, — [ground. 
Dutt mounts in clouds, and fweat defcends in dews. 
Now I the frength of Hercules behold, 
A towering {pectre of gigantic mould. 
A thadowy form! for high in heaven's abodes 
Himfelf refides, a God among the Gods ; 
‘There, in the bright affemblies of the tkies, 
He nectar quaffs, and Hebe crowns his joys. 
Here hovering ghofts, like fowl, bis Shade fur- 
round, 
And clang their pinions with terrific found ! 
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Gloomy as night he ftands, in act to throw 
Th’ aerial arrow fram the twanging bow. 
Around his breaft a wonderous gone is roll’d, 
Where woodland moniteis grin in fretted goid, 
There fullen lions fternly feemn to roar, 
The bear to growl, to foam the tufky boar, 
There war and havoc and deftruction ftoud, 
And vengeful mu:ther red with human blood. 
Thus terribly adorn’d the figures fhine, 
Inimitably wrought with fkill divine. 
The mighty ghoft advanc’d with awful look, 
And, turning his grim vilage, fternly {poke : 

U exercis’d in grief! by arts refin’d! 
© taught to bear the wrongs of bafe mankind ! 
Such, fuch was I! ftill toft from care to care, 
While in your world I drew the vital air ! 
Ev'n I, who from the Lord of Thunders rofe, 
Bore tuils and dangers, and a weight of woes; 
To a bale monarch ftill a flave confin’d, 
(The hardeft bondage to a generous mind ? 
Down to thefe worlds I trod the difmal way, 
And dragg’d the three-mouth'd dog to upper day 5 
Ev’n hel? t conquer'd, through the friendly aid 
Of Maia’s offspring and the Martial Mad. 

Thus he, nor deign’d for our reply to ftay, 
But, turning, ftalk'd with giant ftrides away, 

Cursous to view the kings of ancient days, 
The mighty dead that live in endlefs praile, 
Refolv’a I itand; and haply had furvey’d 
The godlike Thefeus, and Perithous’ fhade ; 
But {warms of ipectres role from deepeft hell, 
With bloodlefs vifage, and with hideous yell, 
They {cream, they fhrieck; fad groans and difmal 

founds {bounds. 
Stun my fcar’d ears, and pierce hell’s utimoft 
No more my heart the dilmal din fuitains, 
And my could blood hangs fhivering im my veins ; 
Left Gorgon, rising from th’ infernal lakes, 
With horrors arm’, and curls of hiffing inakes, 
Should fix me, ftiffen’d at the monftrous fight, 
A flony image, in eternal night ! 
Straight from the direful coaft to purer air 
Ifpeed my flight, and to my mates repair. 
My mates afvend the fhip ; they ttrike their oars; 
The meuntains leflen, and retreat the fhores ; 
Swift o’er the waves we fly; the frefhcning gales 
Sing through the throuds, and ilretch the {welling 
fails. 
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He relates, how, after his return from the fhades, he was fent by Circe on his voyage, by the coat of 
the Sirens, and by the Strait of Scylla and Charybdis: the manner in which he efcaped thofe dane 
gers: how, being caft on the ifland Trinacria, his companions deftroyed the oxen of the Sun: the 
vengeance that tollowed ; how all perith’d by fhipwreck except limielf, who, {wimmung on the 
mat of the fhip, arriy’d on the ifland of Calypfo, With which his relation concludes, , 
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'T nuse’er the rolling furge the veffel flies, 

Till from th’ waves th’ Alean hills arife. 

Here the gay morn refides in radiant bowers, 

Here keeps her revels with the dancing Hours ; 

Here Phorbus rifing im th’ ztherial way, 

Through heavens bright portals pours the beamy 
da 


At once oe fix our halfers on the fand, 
At once defcend, and prefs the defert land ; 
There, worn and watted, lofe our cares in fleep, 
"bo the hoarfe murmurs of the rolling deep. 

Soon as the morn reftor’d the day, we pay’d 
Sepulchral honours to Elpenor’s fhade. 
Now by the axe the ryfhing foreft bends, 
And the huge pile along the thore afcends, . 
Around we ftand a melancholy train, 
Auda loud groan re-echves from the main. 
Fierce o’cr the pyre, by fanning breezes {pread, 
‘The hungry flame devours the filent dead. 
A rvifing tomb, the filent dead to graee, 
Faft by the roarings of the main we place ; 
The nfing tomb a lofty column bore, 
And high above it rofe the tapering oara 

Mean time the + Goddefs our return furvey’d 
From the pale ghofts, and hell’s tremendous fhade. 
Swift fhe defcends: A train of nymphs divine 
Bear the rich viands and the generous wine: 
In act to {peak the + Power of Magic ftands, 
And graceful thus accofts the liftening bands: 

O fons of woe! decreed by adverfe fates 
Alive to pafs through hell’s eternal gates ° 
All, foon or late, are dgom’d that path to tread; 
More pide you! twice number’d with the 

ead ! 

This day adjourn your cares, exalt your fouls, 
Indulge the tafte, and drain the fparkling bowls: 
And when the morn unveils her faffron ray, 
Spread your broad fails, and plough the liquid 


way; 
Lo! I this night, your faithful guide, explain 
Your woes by land, your dangers on the main. 

The Goddefs fpoke: in feafts we wafte the day, 
Vill Pha:bus downward plung’d his burning ray; 
‘Then fable night afcends, and balmy reft 
Seals every eyc, and calms the troubled breatt. 
Then curious fhe commands me te relate 
The dreadful (cenes of Pluto’s dreary ftates 
She fat m filence while the tale I tell, 

‘Lhe wondrous vifions, and the laws of hell. 

Then thus: The lot of man the Gods difpofe ; 
Thefe ills are paft: now hear thy future woes. 
O prince, attend! fome favouring Power be kind, 
And print th’ important ftory on thy mind! 

Next, where the Sirens dwell, you plough the 

1eas; 

Their fong is death, and makes deftrnction pleafe. 
Unbleft the man, whom mufic wins to ftay 
Nigh the curft fhore, and liften to the lay; 

No more that wretch fhall view the joys of life, 
His blooming oft-pring, or his beauteous wite ! 
In verdant meads they fpoit; and wide around 
Lie human bones, that whiten all the ground ; 
The ground polluted floats with human gore, 
_And human carnage taints the dreadfu! fhore. 
Fly {wift the dangerous coaft; let every ear 

Be ftopp’d againit the fong ; ’tis death to hear: 

+ Circe, : 


ane 
Firm to the maft with chains thyfelf be bouisd, 
Nor truft thy virtue to th’ enchanting found. 
[f, mad with tranfport, freedom thon demand, 
Be every fetter ftrain’d, and added band to band, 
Thefe feas o’erpaft, be wife! but I refrain 
To mark diftinét thy voyage o’er the main: 
New horrors rife! let prudence be thy guide, 
And guard thy various paflage through the tide. 
High o’er the main two rocks exait their brow, 
The boiling billows thundering roll below ; 
Through the vaft waves the dreadful wonders 
move, 
Hence nam’d Erratic by the Gods above. 
No bird of air, no dove of fwitteft wing, 
That bears ambrofia to th’ etherial King, 
Sbuns the dire rocks: in vain fhe cuts the tkies, 
The dire rocks meet, and crufh her as hhe flies 
Not the fleet bark, when profperous breezes play, 
Ploughs o’er that roaring furge its defperate ways 
O’erwhelm’d it finks: while round a fmoke ex~ 
ires, 
And the waves flafhing feem to burn with fires. 
Scarce the fam’d Argo pafs’d thefe raging floods, 
The facred Argo fill’d with demigods ! 
Ev’n fhe had funk, but Jove’s imperial bride 
Wing’d her fleet fail, and puth’d her o’er the tides 
High in the air the rock its {ummit fhrouds, 
In brooding tempefts, and in rolling clouds; 
Loud ftorms around, and mitts eternal rife, 
Beat its bleak brow, and intercept the fkies. 
When all the broad expanfion bright with day 
Glows with th’ autumnal or the fummer ray, 
The fummer and the autumn glow in vain, 
The fky for ever lours, for ever clouds remain. 
Impervious to the ftep of man it ftands, 
Though born by twenty feet, though arm'd with 
twenty hands ; 
Smooth as the polifh of the mirror rife 
The flippery fides, and fhoot into the fkies, 
Full in the centre of this rock difplay’d, 
A yawning cavern cafts a dreadful {hade : 
Nor the fleet arrow from the twanging bow, 
Sent with full force, could reach the depth belows 
Wide to the weft the horrid pulf extends, 
And the dire paffage down to hell defcends. 
O fly the dreadful fight ! expand thy fails, 
Ply the ftrong oar, and catch the nimbile gales; 
Here Scylla bellows from her dire abodes, 
Tremendous peft! abhorr’d by men and gods ! 
Hideous her voice, and with lefs terrors roar 
The whelps of lions in the midnight hour. 
Twelve feet deform’d ang toul the fiends difpreadss 
Six horrid necks fhe rears, and fix terrific heads ; 
Her jaws grin dreadful with three rows of: 
teeth ; 
Jaggy they ftand, the gaping den of death; 
Her parts obfcene the raging billows hide ; 
Her bofom terribly o’erlooks the tide. 
When ftung with hunger the embroils the fload, 
The fea-dog and the dolphin are her food ; 
She makes the huge leviathan her prey, 
And all the montters of the watery way ; 
The fwitteft racer of the azure plain 
Here fills he fails and fpreads her oars in vaing 
Fell Scylla rifes, in her fury roars, 
At once fix mouths expands, at once fix men dea 
yours, 


at 


Clofe by, & rock of lefs enarmous height 

Breaks the wild waves, and forms a dangerous 
ftreight: 

Full on its crown a fig’s green branches rife, 
And fhoot a leafy foreft to the tkies ; 
Beneath Charybdis holds her boifterous reign 
*Midft roaring whirlpools, and abforbs the main } 
Thrice in her gulfs the boiling feas fubfide, 
‘Thrice in dire thunders fhe rcfunds the tide. 
Oh, if thy veffel plough the direful waves 
When feas retreating roar within her caves, 
Ye perifh all! though he whe rules the main 
Lend his ftrong aid, his aid be lends in vain. 
Ah, fhun the horrid gult! by Scylla fly. 
*Tis better fix to lofe, than ail to die. 
, [then: O nymph propitious to my prayer, 
Goddefs divine ! my guardian power, declare, 
As the foul fiend from human vengeance freed ? 
Or, if I rife in arms; can Scylla bleed? 

Then fhe : O worn by toils, O broke in fight, 
Still are new toils and war thy due delight? 
Will martial flames for ever tire thy mind, 
And never, never be to Heaven refign’d ? 
How vain thy efforts to avenge the wrong ? 
Deathlefs the peft | impenetrably ftrong! 
Furious and fell, tremenduous to behold ! 
Ev’n with a look ihe withers all the bold! 
She mocks the weak attempts of human might 
Oh fly her rage! thy conqneft is thy flight. 
If but to feize thy arms thou make delay, 
Again the fury vindicates her prey, 
Her fix mouths yawn, and fix are {natch’d a- 


way, 
From her Foul worb Crateid rave to air 
This dreadful peft ! To her direct thy prayer, 
To curb the monfter in her dire abodes, 
And guard thee through the tumult of the floods. 
Thence to Trinactia’s fhore you bend your 
way, [Day ! 
‘Where graze thy herds, illuftrious Source of 
Seven herds, feven flocks, enrich the facred 
plains; 
Kach herd, each flock, full fifty heads contains: 
‘The wondrous kind a length of age furvey, 
‘By breed increafe not, nor by death decay, 
Two fifter Goddeffes poffefs the piain, 
The conftant guardians of the wooly train; 
Lampetie fair, and Phethufa young, 
From Phoebus and the bright Nezra fprung : 
Here, watchful o’er the flocks, in thady bowers 
And flowery meads they wafte the joyous hours. , 
Bob not the God! and fo propitious gales 
Attend thy voyage, and cael thy fails; 
But if thy impious hands the flocks defroy, 
The Gods, the Gods avenge it, and ye die ! 
°Tis thine alone (thy friends and navy loft) 
‘Through tedious toils to view thy native coaft. 
She ceas‘'d: and now arofe the moining ray; 
Swift toher dome the Goddefs held her way. 
Then to my mates I meafur’d back the plain, 
Climb’d the tall bark, and rush’d into the main; 
Then bending to the ftroke, their oars they drew 
To their broad bieafts, and fwift the galley flew. 
Upefprung a brifker breeze ; with freficring gales, 
The friendly Goddefs ftretch’d the {welling fails; 
re drop our ours; at eafe the pilot guides; 
he veifel light along the level glides, 
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When, rifing fad and fow, with penfive loot} 
Thus to the melancholy train I Poke: 

O friends, Oh ever partners of my woes, 
Attend while I what Heaven foredooms difclofe} 
Hear all! Fate bangs o’er all*® on you it lies 
To live, or perifh! to be fafe, be wife ! 

In flowery meads the fportive Sirens play, 
Touch the foft lyre, and tune the vocal lay ; 

Me, me alone, with fetters firmly bound, 

The Gods allow to heat the dangerous found. 
Hear and obey : if freedom I demand, 

Be every fetter ftrain’d, and added band to band. 

While yet I fpeak the winged galley flies, 
And, lo! the Siren thores like mitts arife. 

Sunk were at once the winds; the air above, 

And waves below, at once forgot to move ! 

Sume aioe calm’d the air, and f{mooth’d the 
eep, 

Hufh d the loud winds, and charm’d the waves te 

Now every {ail we furl, each oar we ply; [fMeep. 

Lath’d by the ftroke, the frothy waters fly. 

The duétile wax with bufy hands I mould, 

And cleft in fragments, and the fragments roll’d: 

Th’ gerial region now grew warm with day, 

The wax diffolv’d beneath the burning ray ! 

Then every earl barr’d againft the ftrain, 

And from acceis of phrenzy lock’d the brain. 

Now round the maft my mates the fetters roil'd, 

And bound me limb by Kmb, with fold on fold. 

Then, bending to the ftroke, the active train 

Plunge all at once their oats, and cleave the mains 

While to the fhore the rapid veffel flies, 

Our fwift approach the Siren quire defcries ; 
Celeftial mufic warbles from their tongue, 
And thus the fweet deluders tune the fong : 

Oh flay, O pride of Greece! Ulyffes, ftay ! 
Oh ceafe thy courfe, and liften to our lay ! 
Bleft is the man ordain’d out voice to hear, 
The fong inftructs the foul; and charms the ear, 
Approach ! thy foul hall into raptures rife: 
Approach ! and learn new wifdom from the wife! 
We know whate’er the kings of mighty name 
Atchiew'd at Ilion in the field of fame; 
Whate’er beneath the fun’s bright jontney lies, 
Oh ftay and Icarn new wifdom from thé wife ! 

Thus the fweet charmers warbled o’er the 

main; 
My foul takes wing to meet the heavenly ftrain ; 
I give the fign, and ftruggle to be tree; 
Swift row my mates, and fhoot along the fea: 
New chains they add, and rapid urge the way, 
Till, dy.ng off, the diftant founds decay : 

Then, fcudding fwiftly fiom the dangerous ground, 
The deafen’d car unlock'd, the chains unbound. . 
Now all at once tremendous fcenes unfold ; 
Thunder’d the deeps, the {moking billows roll’d ' 
Tumultuous waves embroil’d the bellowing flood, 

All trembling, deafen’d, and aghaft we ftood ! 

No more the vefiel plough’d the dreadful wave, 

Fear feiz’d the mighty, and unnerv‘d the brave ; 

Each dropp’d his oar: but fwift from man t 
man 

With looks ferene I tutn'd, and thus began : 

O friends! Oh often tried in adverfe ftorms ! 

With ills familiar in more dreadful forms ! 

Deep in the dire Cyclopean den you lay, 

Yet fafe return’d—Ulyiles led the way. 
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Learn courage hence! and in my care confide: 

Yo! ftill the fame Ulyffes is your guide ! 

Attend my,words! your oars inceffant ply ; 

Strain every nerve, and bid the veffel fly. 

Af from yon juftlingerocks and wavy war 

Jove fafety grants; he grants it to your care. 

And thou whofe guiding hand direéts our way, 

Pilot, attentive liften and obey ! [waves 

Bear wide thy courle, nor plough thofe angry 

Where rolls yon fmoke, yon tumbling ocean raves; 

Steer by the higher rock ; left whirl’d around 

We fink, beneath the circling eddy drown’d. 
While yet I {peak, at once their oars they feize, 

Stretch to the ftroke, and bruth the working feas. 

Cautious the name oP Scylla I fuppreft ; 

That dreadful found had chill’d the boldeft breaft. 
Mean time, forgetful of the voice divine, 

All dreadful bright my limbs in armour fhine ; 

Tigh on the deck I take my dangerons ftand, 

Two glittering javelins lighten in my hand : 

Prepar'd to whirl the whizzing fpea: I ftay, 

Till the fell fiend arife to feize her prey. 

Around the dungeon, ftudious to behold 

The hideous peft! my labouring eyes I roll’ds 

In vain! the difmal dungeon dark as night 

Veils the dire monfter, and confounds the fight. 
Now through the rocks, apall’d with deep dif. 


may, 
We bend our courfe, and ftem the defperate way ; 
Dire Scylla there a fcene of horror forms, 
And here Charybdis fills the deep with ftorms. 
When the tide rufhes from her rumbling caves 
The rough rock roars ; tumultuous boil the waves ; 
They tois, they foam, a wild confufion raife, 
Like waters bubbling o’er the fiery blaze ; 
Eternal mifts obicure th’ aérial plain, 
And high above the rock fhe fpouts the main ! 
When in her gulfs the rufhiing fea fubtides, 
She drains the ocean with the refluent tides: 
The rock rebellows with a thundering found ; 
Deep, wondrous deep below, appears the ground. 
Struck with delpair, with trembling hearts we 
view'd 
The yawning dungeon, and the tumbling flood : 
When, lo! fierce Scylla ftoop’d to f{eize her prey, 
Stretch’d her dire jaws, and {wept fix men away ; 
Chiefs of renown! loud-echoing flirieks arife: 
J turn and view them quivering in the fkies ; 
They call, and aid with out-ftretch’d arms im- 
plore : {more. 
In vain they call; thofe arms are ftretch’d no 
As, from fome rock that over-hangs the fluod, 
The filent filter calls th’ infidious tood, 
With fraudful care he waits the finny prize, 
And tudden lifts it quivering to the fkies 4 
So the foul monfter litts her prey on high, 
So pant the wretches, ftruggling in the iky ; 
In the wide dungeon fhe devours her food, 
And the flefli trembles while fhe churns the blood. 
Worn as I am with grieis, with care decay’d ; 
Never, I never, fcene {fo dire lurvey'd ; 
My fhivering blood, congeal’d, forgot to flow ; 
Aghatt I ftood, a monument of woe! 
Now from the socks the rapid veffel flies, 
And the boarte din like diftant thunder dies ; 
. To Sol’s bright ifle our voyage we purfue, _ 
And now the glittering mountains rile 10 view. 
DAANS. 
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There facred tothe radiant God of dav, 

Graze the fair herds, the flocks promi nous ftray ; 
Theh fuddenly was heard along the main 

To low the ox, to bleat the woolly train, ({vey’d 
Strdight to my anxious thoughts the found con- 
The words of Circe and the Theban fhade ; 
Warn’d by their awful voice theie fhores to fhun, 
With cautious fears oppreft, I thus begun: 

O friends ! Oh ever exercis’d in care ! 

Hear Heaven’s commands, and reverence what ye 
hear ! 

To fly thefe thores the prefcient Theban thade, 

And Circe warns! O be their voice obey’d : 

Some mighty woe relentle{s Heaven forbodes : 

Fly the dire regions, and revere the Gods! 

While yet I fpoke, a fudden forrow ran ; 

Through every breaft, and fpread from man wh 

Till wrathful thus Eurylochus began: (man, 

O cruel thou! fome fury fure has fteel'd 
That ftubborn foul, by toil untaught to yield ! 
From fleep debarr’d, we fink from woes to woes¢ 
And cruel envieft thou a fhort repofe ? 

Still muft we reftlefs rove, new feas explore, 

The fun defcending, and fo near the thore ? 

And, lo! the night begins her gloomy reign, 
And. doubles all the terrors of the main. 

Oft in the dead of night loud winds arife, 

Lafh the wild furge, and blufter in the fkies ; 
Oh! fhould the fierce fouth-weft his rage difplay, 
And tofs with rifing ftorms the watery way, 
Though Gods defcend from Heaven’s atrial plain 
To lend us aid, the Gods defcend in vein: 

Then while the night difplays her awtul fhade, 
Sweet time of flumber! be the night obey’d ? 
Hafte ye to Jand! and when the morning ray 
Shéds her bright beam, purfue the deftin’d way. 
A fudden joy in every bofom rote : 

So will’d jome demon, miniiter of woes ; 

To whom with grief—Oh ! {wilt to be undone, 
Conftrain’d I act what wifdom bids me thun. 
But yonder herds and yonder flocks forbear ; 
Atteft the heavens, and cull the Gods to hear: 
Content an mnocent repatt difplay, 

By Circe given, and fly the dangerous prey. 

Thus I: and while to fhore the veflel thes, 
With hands tuphited they atteft the tkies ; 

Then, where a fountains gurgling waters play, 

They rufh ta land, and cnd in feaits the day : 

‘They feed; they quaff; and uow (their hunger 
fed) (de.d. 

Sigh for their friends devour’d, and mourn the 

Nor ceafe the tears, till each in Mymber thares 

A {weet forgetfulneis of human cares. 

Now far the night advane’d her gloomy reign, 
And fetting ftars roll’d down the agute plain : 
When, at the vo.ce of Jove, wild whirtwinds rife, 
And clouds and double daikuels veil the ikies ; 
The moon, the ftars, the bright etherial hoit 
Seem as extinct, and all their iplendors loft ; 

The furious tempeft roars with drerdtul found : 
Air thunders, rolls the ocean, gruans the ground, 
All night it rag’d: when morning toile, to land 
We haul'd our bark, and moor’d 1t ou the ftrand, 
Where in @beauteous grotto’s cool recefs 

Dance the green Nereids of the ucighbouring feas. 

There while the wild wirds whiltled o’er the 
Thus carefyl'] addreft the liftening train: [mate 

- 
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O friends, be wife, nordare the flocks deftroy 
Of thefe fair paftures: if ye touch, ye die. 
Warn’d by the high commend of Heaven, be aw’d; 
Holy the flocks, and dreadful is the God ! 

That God who fpreads the radiant beams of light, 
And views wide earth and heaven's uhtheafur’d 
height. 

And now the moon had run her monthly round, 
The fouth-eaft bluftering with a dreadful found ; 
Unhurt the beeves, untouch’d the woolly train 
Low through the grove,or range the flowery plain: 
Then fail'd our food; then fifh we make our prey, 
Or fow! that {creaming hunt the watery way. 
‘Till now, from fea or flood no fuccour found, 
Famine and meagre want befieg’d us round. 
Penfive and pale ftom grove to grove I ftray’d, 
From the loud ‘torms to find a fylvan fhade ; 
There o’er my hands the living wave I pour ; 
And Heaven and Heaven’s immortal thrones a- 

dore, 
To calm the roarings of the ftormy main, 
And grant me peaceful to my realms again. 
Then o’er my eyes the Gods foft flumber thed, 
While thus Eurylochus arifing faid: 

O friends, a thoufand ways frail mortals lead 
To the cold tomb, and dreadful all to tread ; 

But dreadful mo, when by a flow decay 
Pale hunger waftesthe manly frength away. 
Why ceafe ye then t’ implore the Powers above, 
And offer hecatombs to thundering Jove ! 

Why feize ye not yor beeves, and fleecy prey ? 

Arife unanimous; arife and flay ! 

And, if the Gods ordain a fafe return, 

To Phoebus fhrines fhall rife, and altars burn. 

But, fhould the Fowers that o’er manlind pre- 
fide : 

Decree to plunge us in the whelming tide, 

Better to ruth at once to fhades below, 

Than linger life away, and nourifh woe! 

‘Thus he: the beeves around fecurely ftray, 
When fwift to ruin they invade the prey ; 

They feize, they kill !-but for the rite divine, 
The barley fail’d, and for libations wine. 

Swift from the oak they ftrip the fhady pride ; 
And verdant leaves the flowery cake fupply’d. 

With prayer they now addrefs th’ etheral train, 
Slay the felected beeves, and flay the flain: 

The thighs, with fat involv’d, divide with art, 
Strew'd o’er with morfels cut from every part. 
Water, inftead of wine, is brought in urns, 
And pour’d profancly a* the victim burns. 

The thighs thus offer’d, and the entrails dreft, 
They roaft the fragments, and prepare the feat. 

Twas then foft flunber fled my troubled biain; 
Back to the bark I fpeed along the main. 

When, lo! an cduur from the feaft eahales, 
Spreads o’er the coaft, and {cents the tainted gales; 
A chilly fear congeal’d my vital blood, 
And thus obtefting Heaven I mourn’d aloud : 
O Sire of men and gods, immortal Jove ! 
Oh, all ye blifsiul Powers that reign above ! 
Why were my cares beguil’d in fhort repofe ? 
© fatal flumber paid with lafling woes: 

A deed fo dreadful all the Gods alarms, 
Vengeance is on the wing, and Heaven in arms! 
Mean time Lampetie mounts th’ aerial way, 

Aad kindles into rage the God of Day; 
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Vengeance, ye powers, (he cries) and thou 
whofe hand : 
Aims the red bolt, and hurls the writhen band ! 
Slain are thofe herds which I with pride furvey, 
When oe the ports of Heaven I pour the 
a 


y: 
Or deep in Ocean plunge the burning ray. 
Vengeance, ye Gods! or I the tkies forego, 
And bear the lamp of Heaven to thades below. 
To whom the Thundering Power: O Source of 
Whole radiant lamp adorns the azure way, [Day! 
Still may thy beams through heaven’s bright por- 
tals rife, 
The joy of earth, and glory of the fkies ; 
Lo! my red arm I bare, my thunders guide, 
To dafh th’ offenders in the whelming tide. 
To fair Calypfo, from the bright abodes, 
Hermes convey'd thefe councils of the Gods. 
Mean time from man to man my tongue ex- 
claims, 
My wrath is kindled, and my foul in flames. 
In vain! I view perform’d the direful deed, 
Beeves, flain by heaps, along the occan bleed. 
Now Heaven gave figns of wrath ; along the 
ground 
Crept the raw hides, and with a bellowing found 
Roar'd the dead limbs; the burning entrails 
groan’d. 
Six guilty days my wretched mates employ 
In impious teafting, and unhatlow'd joy ; 
The feventh arofe, and now the Sire of Gods 
Rein’d Hs rough ftorms, and calm’d the toffing 
OOS 
With fpeed the bark we climb; the fpacious fails 
Loos’d ftom the yards invite th’ impelling gales, 
Paft fipht of fhore, along the furge we bound, 
And all above is fky, and ocean all around! 
When, lo! a murky cloud the Thunderer forms 
Full o’er our heads, and blackens heaven with 
ftorms. 
Night dwells c’er all the deep: and now outflies 
The gloomy Weft, and whiftles in the fkies. 
The mountain-billows soar! the furious blaft 
Flowls o’er the fhroud, and rendsit from the maft : 
The maft gives way, and, crackling as it bends, 
Tears up the deck; then all at onte defcends ; 
The pilot by the tumbling ruin flain, 
Dafh'’d from the helm, falls headlong in the main. 
Then Jove in anger bids his thunders roll, 
And foiky lightnings flath from pole to pole. 
Fierce at our heads his deadly bolt he aims, 
Red with uncommon wrath, and wrapt in flames : 
Full on the bark it fell; now high now low: 
Tofs'’d and retofs'd, it reel’d beneath the blow; 
At onee mto the main the erew it fhook : 
Sulphureous odours rofe, and fmouldering fmoke. 
Like fowl that haunt the floods, they fink, they 
rife, [cries ; 
Now loft, now feen, with fhriek’s and dreadful 
And firive to gain the Lark; but Jove denies. 
Firm at the helm I ftand, when fierce the main 
Rufh’d with dire nofe, and dafh’d the fides im 
Again impetuous drove the furious blaft, [twain ; 
Snap the ftrong helm, and bore to fea the maf. 
Firin to the mat with cords the helm T bind, 
And ride aloft, to Providence refigin’d, t 
Through tumbling billows, and a war of wind. 
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_ Now funk the Weft, and now a Southern breeze 
More dreadful than the tempeft, lath’d the feas ; 
For on the rocks it bore where Scylia raves, 
And dire Charybdis rolls her thundering waves. 
All night I drove ; Sand at the dawn af day; 
Faft by the rocks beheld the defperate way: 
Jui when the fea within her gulfs fubfides, 
And in the roaring whirlpools ruth the tides, 
Swift from the float { vaulted with a bound, 
The lofty fig-tree feiz'd, and clung around. 

So ta the beam the bat tenacious clings, 

And pendant round it clafps his leathern wings. 
High in the air the tree its boughs difplay’d, 
And o’er the dungceog caft a dreadful thade, 

All unfuttain’d between the wave and fky, 
Bencath my feet the whirling billows fy, 
What-time the judge forfakes the noify bar 

To take repaft, and stills the wordy war; 
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Charybdis rumbling from her-inmoft caves, 
The maft refunded on her refluent waves. 
Switt from the tree, the floating ma‘ to gain, 
Suddea I dropt amid the flathing hain ; 

Once more undaunted on the ruin rode. 

And oar’d with labouring arms along the flood. 
Unfeen I pafs'd by Scylla’s dire abodes : 

So Jove decreed (dread Sire of men and gods). 
Then nine long days I plough’d the calmer teas, 
Heav’d by the furge, and wafted by the breeze. 
Weary and wet th’? Ogygian fhores I gain, 
When the tenth fun defcended to the main. 
There, in Calypfo’s ever-fragrant bowers, 
Refrefh’d I lay, and joy beguil’d the hours. 

My following fates to thee, O King, are knowng 
And the bright partner of thy royal throne. 
Enough: in mifery can word, avail? 

And what fo tedious as a twice told tale ? 
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THE ARCUMEINT. 


The Arrival of Ulyffes in Ithaca. 


Ulyffes takes his leave of Alcinous and Arete, and embaris in the evening. Next morning the flip 
arrives at Ithaca; where the failors, as Ulyffes is yet fleeping, lay him on the thore with all his 


treafures, 


On their return, Neptune changes their ihip into a rak 
awading, knows not his native Ithaca, by reafon of a mitt which Pallas had caft round him. 


In the mean time Ulyffes, 
He 


breaks into loud lamentations; till the Goddets, appearing to him in the form of a thepherd, du- 


covers the country to him, and points out the particular places. 


He then tells a feigned ftory of 


his adventures, upon which fhe mamifetts herlelf, and they confult together of the meafures to Le 
taken to deftroy the fuitors. To conceal his return, and difguife his perfun the more effectualls, 
fhe changes him into the figure of an old beggar. 


He ceas‘d ; but left fo pleafing on their ear 
Wis voice, that liftening itil they feem’d to heat. 
A paute of filence hufh’d the thady rooms: 
The grateful conference then the king refumes : 
Whatever toils the great Ulyfics patt, 
Beneath this happy roof they end at lait ; 
No longer now trom thore to {hore to roam, 
Smooth teas and gentle winds invite him home. 
But hear me, princes! whom thefe walls enclofe, 
For whom my chanter fings, and goblet flows 
With wines unmix’d (an honour due to age, 
To cheer the grave, and warm the poet’ rage) ; 
Though labour'’d gold and many a dazzling veit 
Lie heap’d already for our godlike guett ;: 
Without new treafures let him not remove, 
Large, aud expreflive of the public love : 
Pach peer a tripod, each peer a vale beftow, 
A general tribute, which the ftate thall owe. 
This fentence pleas’d: then all their fteps addreft 
o feparate manfions, and retir’d to reff. 
Now did the rofy-finger’d morn arife, 
And fhed her facred light along the fkies. 
Down to the haven and the flips in hatte 
They bore the treafures, and in fafety plac’d. 
The king himfelf the vafes rang’d with care : 
Vbey bade his tollawers to the feaft repatr. 


. A victim ox beneath the facred hand : 
, Of great Alcinous falls, and flains the fand. 
, To Jove th’ Eternal (Power above all Powers ! 
Who wings the winds, and darkens Heaven wita 
fhowers ) 
The flames afcend : till evening they prolong 
Thy rites, moe facred made by heavenly fong 3 
For in the midit, with public honours grac’d, 
The lyre divine, Demudocus ! ways plac’d ; 
All, but Ulyifes, heard with fis’d delignt : 
He fate, and ey’d the fun, and wifh’d the night + 
Slow feem’d the {un to move, the hours to rall, 
His native home deep-imag’d in his foul. 
As the tir’d ploughman (pent with ftubborn toil, 
Whoie oxen long have torn the furrow’d foil, 
Sees with delight the fun’s declining ray, 
When home with teeble knees he bends his waz 
Yo late repaft (the day’s hard labour dune) : 
So to Ulyffes welcome {et the fun. 
Then inftant to Alcinous and the reft 
(The Scherian itates) he turn’d, aud thus addrefts 
O thou, the firft in merit and command ! 
And you the peers and princes of the land! 
May every joy be yours! nor this the leaft, ? 
When due libation fhall have crown’d the feat, '. 
Sefe to my home to fend Las; happy gueft, 5S 
1 
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Complete are now the bounties you have given, 
Be all thofe bounties but confirm'’d by Heaven! 
So may I find, when‘all my wanderings ceale, 
My confort blamelefs, and my friends in peace. 
On you be every blifs; and every day, 
In bome-felt joys delighted, roll away : 
Yourfelves, your wives, your long-defcending 
race, 
May every God enrich with every grace ! 
Sure fix’d un virtue may your nation ftand, 
And public evil never touch the land! 
His words, well weigh’d, the general voice ap- 
prov’d 
Benign, and inftant his difmiffion mov'd. 
he monarch to Pontonous pave the fign, 
o fill the goblet high with rofy wine : 
Great Jove the Father firft (he cry’d) implore ; 
‘Then iend the ftranger to his native fhote. 
The lufcious wine th’ obedient herald brought; 
Around the manfion fiow’d the purple draught : 
Each from his teat to each immortal pours, 
"Whom glory circles in th’ Olympian bowers. 
Ulyfles tole with air majeftic fands, 
‘The bow! prefenting to Arete’s hands ; 
‘Then thus: O Queen, farewell! be itil! poffeft 
Of dear remembrance, bleffing {till and blett ! 
Till age and death fhal! gently call thee hence, 
(Sure tate of every mortal excellence !) 
Farewell! and joys fucceffive ever {pring 
‘To thee, to thine, the people, and the king ! 
_ Thus he; then parting prints the fandy thore 
‘To the fair port: a herald march’d before, 
Sent by Alcinous; of Arete’s train 
‘Three clioten maids attend him to the main; 
‘This does a tunic and white veft convey, 
A various cafket that, of rich inlay, 
And bread and wine the thire. The cheerful 
mates 
‘Safe in the hollow poop difpofe the cates: 
Upon the deck ioft painted rubes they ipread, 
With linen cover’d for the hero’s bed. 
He climb’d the lofty ftern! then gently preft 
The {welling couch, and lay compos’d to reit. 
Now plac’d in order, the Phzacian train 
“Their cables loofe, and launch into the main: 
At once they bend, and {trike their equal oars, 
And leave the finking hills, and leffening fhores. 
While on the deck the chief in filence lies, 
And pleafing flumbers fteal upon his eyes. 
As fiery courfers in the rapid race 
Urg’d by fierce drivers through the dufty {pace, 
"Tofs their high heads, and fcour along the plain; 
Sp mount» the bounding veflel o’er the main. 
Back to the ftcrn the parted billows flow, 
And the black ocean foams and roars below. 
‘Thus with fpread fails the winged galley flies ; 
Lefs fwift an eagle cuts the liquid tkies ; 
Divine Ulyifes was her facred load, 
A man, in wifdom equal to a God! 
Much danger, long and mighty toils, he bdre, 
In ftorms by fea, and combats on the flore : 
All which foft fleep now banifh’d from his breaft, 
Wrapt in a pleafing, deep, and death-like reft. 
But when the worning ftar with eagly ray 
Vinm’d in the front of heaven, and promis’d day ; 
Like diflant clouds the mariner defcries 
Hair Uibaca’s curging hills arile, 
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Far from the town a [{pacious port appears, 

Sacred to Phorcys’ power, whole name it bears? 

Two craggy rocks projecting to the main, 

The roaring wind’s tempeftuous rage reftrain ; 

Within, the waves in fofter marmurs glide, 

And fhips fecure without their haliers ride; 

High at the head a branching olive grows, 

And crowns the pointed cliffs with fhady boughs. 

Beneath, a gloomy grotto’s cool rece{s 

Delights the Nereids of the neighbouring feas, 

Where bow!s and urhs were form’d of living fbone, 

And maffy beams in native marble fhone ; 

On which the labours of the nymph were rell’d, 

Their webs divine of purple mix’d with gold. 

Within the cave the cluttering bees attend 

Their waxen works, or from the roof depend, 

Perpetual waters o’er the pavement glide ; 

Two marble doors unfold on either fide ; 

Sacred the fouth, by which the Gods defcend ; 

But mortals enter at the northern end. 

. pu ea bent, and haul’d their fhip to 
and; 

(The crooked keel divides the yellow fand) ; 

Ulyfles fleeping on his couch they bore, 

Aad gently plac’d him on the rocky hore. 

His treafures next, Alcinous’ gifts, they laid 

In the wild olive’s unfrequented fhade, 

Secure from theft: then launch’d the bark again, 

Refum’d their oars, and meafur’d back the main. 

Nor yet forgot old Ocean’s dread firpreme 

The vengeance vow’d for ey elefs Polypheme. 

Before the throne of mighty Jove he ftood ; 

And fought the fecret countels of the God : 

Shall then no more, O Sire of Gods, be mine 
The rights and honours of a Power divine ? 
Scorn’d ev’n by man, and (oh! fevere difgrace !) 
By fott Phaaciats, my degencrate race ! 

Againft yon deftin’d head in vain I {wore, 

And menac’d vengeance, ere he reach'd his fhore; 
To reach his natal fhore was thy decree ; 

Mild I obey’d, for who fhall war with thee ? 
Behold him landed, carelefs and afleep, 

Frem all th’ eiuded dangers of the deep ! 

Lo! where he lies, amidtt a fhining ftore 

Ot brafs, rich garments, and refulgent ore : 

And bears triumphant to his native ifle 

A prize more worth than Tion’s noble fpoil. 

To whom the Father of th’ immortal Powers, 

Who {wells the clouds, and gladdens earth with 
fhowers : 

Can mighty Neptune thus of man complain ! 

Neptune, tremendous o’er the boundlefs main! 

Rever’d and awlul ev'n in heaven’s abodes, 

Ancient and great ' a God above the Gods! 

If thatdow race offend thy power divine, 

Weak, daring creatures !) is not vengeance thine * 

Go then, the guilty at thy will chattiie. 

He faid: the Shaker of the earth replies: 

This then I duom; to fix the gallant thip 

A mark of vengeance on the fable deep : 

Yo warn the thoughtlefs felf-confiding train, 

No more unlicens’d thus to brave the main. 

Full in their port a fhady hill Mall rife. 

If fuch thy will---We will it, Jove replies: 

Even when, with tranfport blackening all the 
ftrand, 

The {warming ocople hail their thip to land, 
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Fix her for ever, a memorial ftone : 

Still let her feem to fail, and feem alone ; 

The trembling crowds fhall fee the fudden thade, 

Of whelming mountains overhang their head ! 
With that the God, whofe earthquakes rock 

the ground, 

Fierce to Phzacia crofs’d the vaft profound. 

Swift as a fwallow fweeps the liquid way, 

"The winged pnnace fhot along the fea. 

‘The God arreits her with a fudden ftroke, 

And’roots her down an everlafting rock. 

Aghaft the Scherians ftand in deep furprife ; 

All prefs to fpeak, al] qneftion with their eyes. 

What hands unfeen the rapid bark reftrain ! 

And yet it fwims, or feems to fwim, the main ! 

Thus they, unconfcious of the deed divine : 

Till great Alcinous rifing own’d the fign. 

Behold the long predeftin’d day ! (he cries) 

Oh! certain faith of ancient prophecies ! 

Thefe ears have heard my royal fire difclofe 

A dreadful ftory, big with future woes ; 

How mov'd with wrath, that carelefs ye convey 

Promifcuous every guelt to every hay, 

Stern Neptune rag’d; and how by his command 

Firm rooted in the furge a fhip fhould fland 

(A monument ot wrath); and mound on mound 

Should hide our walls, or whelm beneath the 
ground. 

The Fates have follow’d as declar’d the feer. 
Be humbled, nations ! and your monarch hear. 
No more unlicens’d brave the deeps, no more 
With every ftranger pafs from fhore to fhove ; 
On angry Neptune now for mercy call: 

To his high name let twelve black oxen fail. 
So may the God reverte his purpos’d will, 
Nor o’er our city hang the dreadtul hull. 

‘The monarch fpoke: they trembicd and obey’d: 

Forth on the fands the vidtim oxen Iced: 
The gather’d tribes before the altar ftand, 
And chiefs and rulers, a majeflic hand. 
The King of Ocean all the tribes implore ; 

The blazing altars redden all the fhore. 

Mean while Ulyfics in fis country lay, 
Releas’d from fleep, and round hin might furvey 
The folitary fhore, and rolling fea. 

Yet had his mind through tedious abfence loft 
The dear remembrance of his native coat ; 
Befides, Minerva, to fecure her care, 

Diftus’d around a veil of thicken’d air: 

For fo the Gods ordain'd, to Keep nuieen 

His royal perfon from his friends and queen ; 
Till the proud fuitors tor their crimes afford 
Anample vengeance to their injur’d lord. 

Now all the land another protpect bore, 
Another port appear’d, another fhore, 

And long-continued ways, and winding floods, 
And unknown mountains, crown'd with unknown 
Penfive and flow with fudden grief oppreft [woods. 
The king arofe, and beat his careful breatt, 

Caft a long look o’er all the coaft and main, 

And fought around, his native realm in vain: 
Then with erected eyes ftood fix’d in woe, 

And, as he fpoke, the tears began to flow : 

Ye Gods! he cry’d, upon what barren coaft, 
In what new region, is Ulyffes toft ? 

Poffefs'd by wild barbarians, fierce in arms? 
Or men whofe bofam tender pity warms? 


aAF 
Where fhall this treafure now in fafety lie? 

And whither, whither, its fad owner fly ? 

Ah! why did I Alcinous’ grace implore ? 

Ah! why forfake Pheacia’s happy fhore ? 

Some jufter prince perhaps had entertain’d, 

And fafe reftor’d me to my nf&ttive land. 

s this the promis’d long-expected coatt, 

And this the faith Phzacia’s rulers boatft > 

O righteous Gods! of all the great how few 

Are juft to Heaven, and to their promife true ! 
But he, the Power to whofe all-leeing eyes 

The deeds of men appear without difguife. 

Tis his alone t’ avenge the wrongs I bear: 

For ftill th’ oppreft are his peculiar care. 

To count thefe prefents, and from thence to prove 
Their faith, is mine: the reft belongs to Jove. 

Then on the fands he rang’d his wealthy ftore, 
The gold, the vefts, the tripods, number’d o’er : 
All thefe he found, but fill in error loft 
Difconfolate he wanders on the coaft, 

Sighs for his conntry, and laments again 

To the deaf rocks, and hoarfe-refounding main. 

When, lo! the guardian Goddefs of the wife, 

Celeftiat Pallas, ttood before his eyes; 

In thow a youthfui fwain, of form divine, 

Who feem’d defcended from fome princely line, 

A gsracetul robe her flender body drett, 

Around hcr fhoulders hew the waving vet, 

Her decent hand a fhining javelin bore, 

And painted fandals on her fect fhe wore. 

‘To whom the king : Whoe’er of human race 

Thou ait, that wander’ft in this defert place ! 

With joy to thee, as to fome God, | bend, 

Tothece my treafures and myfelf commend. 

Ohg wcll a wretch in earle dvom’d to ftray, 

What air I breathe, what country I furvey ? 

Yhe feuitfal continent’s extremett bound, 

Or tome fair iffe which Neptune’s aims fur. 
round: [fame, 

From what fair clime (faid fhe) remote trom 
Arriv’ft thou here a ftranger to our name? 

Thou feesi an ifland, not to thofe nnknown 
Whofe hills are brighten’d hy the rifing fun, 
Nor thole that plac'd bencath his utmott reign 
Behold him finking in the weftern main, 

The rugged foil allows no level ipace 

For flying «hariots, or the rapid race ; 

Yet, not ungratetul to the peafant’s pain, 
Suffices fulnels to the {welling grain: 

The loaded trees their various truits produce, 
And cluftering grapes afford a generous juice : 
Woods crown our mountains, and in evcry grove, 
‘The bounding goats and frifking heifers rove : 
Suit rains and kindly dews refreth the field, 
And rifing {prings eternal verdure yield. 

Ev’n to thofe fhures is Ithaca renown’d, 

Where Troy’s majettic ruins ftrow the ground. 

At this the chief with tranfport was poffett, 
His panting heart exulting in his breaft : 

Yet, well diflembling his untimely joys, 
And veiling truth in plaufible difguiie, 
Thus, with an air fincere, in ficlion bold, 
His ready tale th’ inventive hero told : 

Oft havé I heard in Crete this ifland’s name ; 
For *twas from Crete my native foil 1 came, 
Self-banifli’d thence. I fail’d before the wind, 
And left my children and my friends behind. 
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From fieree Idomeneus’ revenge I flew, 

Whofe fon, the {wift Orfilochus, I flew, 

( With brutal force he feiz’d my ‘I'rujan prey, 
Due to the toils of many a bloody day). 

Unfeen I fcap’d; and, favour'd by the night, 

In a Phenician veffeltook my flight, 

Por Pyle or Elis bound: but tempelts toft 

And raging billows drove us on your coat. 

In dead of night an unknown port we gain’d, 
mpent with fatigue, and flept fecure on land. _ 
But here the roly morn renew’d the day, 
While in th’ embrace of pleating fleep I lay, 
Sudden, invited by aufpicious gales, 

They land my goods, and hoift their flying fails. 
Abandon’d here, my fortune 1 deplore, 

A haplets exile on a toréign fhore. 

Thus while he {poke, the blue-ey’d Maid began 
With pleafing {miles to view the godlike man: 
Then chang’d her form: and now, divinely 

bright, 
Jove’s heavenly daughter ftood confefs’d to fight ; 
Like a fair virgin in her beauty’s bloom, 
Skill'd in th’ iluttrious labours of the loom. 

Oh, fill the fame Ulvtles! the rejoin’d, 

Tn ufeful craft fuccef-tully refin’d ! t 

Artful in fpeech, in action, and in mind ! 

Sulfic’d it not, that, thy long labours paft, 

Secure thou feeft thy native ghore at laft ? 

But this to me? who, like thylelf, excel 

Tn atts of counfel, and diflembling well; 

"lo me, whole wit excceds the powers divine, 

No Icfs than mortals are furpafs’d by thine. 

Anow’ thou uot me? iho made thy life my 
cate, 

Through ten years wandering, and through ten 

Who taught thee arts, Alcimous to perfuady, ‘ 

‘To rane his wondcr, and engage his aid: 

And now appear thy treafures to protect, 

Conceal thy pesfon, thy dcfyns direct, 

And tell what inore thou mult from Tate expect. 

Domeitic woes far beavicr to be borne! 

The pride of fools, and flaves’ infulting {corn. 

But thou be filent, nor reveal thy ftate ; 

Yicld to the force of unrefifted fate, 

And bear unmov’d the wrongs of bafe man- 
kind, 

The latt, and hardeft, conqueft of the mind. 

Goddels of Wiidom ! Ithacus replies, 

He who difcerns thee muft be truly wife, 

So feldom view'd, and ever in difguife ! 

When the bold Argives led their warring powers, 

Againft proud Ihon’s well-defended towers ; 

Ulyfles was thy care, ccleftial Maid ! 

Grac’d with thy fight, and favour‘d with thy aid. 

But when the Trojan piics in athes lay, 

And bound for Gicece we plough’d the watery 
way; 

Our fleet difpers’d and driven from coaft to coatt, 

‘Thy facred prefence from that hour I loft: 

Till 1 beheld thy radiant form once more, 

And heard thy counfels on Phzeacia’s fhore. 

But, by th’ almighty author of thy race, 

Tell me, oh tell! 1s this my native place? 

For much J fear, long tra¢ts of land aud fea 

Divide this coaft froin diftant Ithaca : 

The fweet delufion kindly you impofe, 

To foothe my hopes, and mitigate my woes. 


[vears war: 
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Thus he. The blue-ey’d Goddefs thus re« 
lies . 
How prone to doubt, how cautious, are the wife! 
Who, vers’d in fortune, feur the flattering fhow, 
And tatte not half the blifs the Gods beftow. 
The more fhall Pallas aid thy juft defires, 
And guard the wifdom which herfelf infpires. 
Others, long abfent from their native place, 
Straight teek their home, and fly with eager 
pace (brace, 
To their wives’ arms, and children’s dear em- 
Not thus Ulyfes: he decrees to prove 
His fubjects’ taith, and queen’s fufpected love : 
Who mourn’d her lord twice ten revolving years, 
And waftes the days in gricf, the nights in teats. 
But Pallas knew (thy friends and navy loft) 
Once moie “twas given thee to behold thy coaft : 
Yet how could I with adverfe Fate engage, 
And mighty Neptune’s unrelenting rage? 
Now litt thy longing eyes, while I reftore 
The pleafing profpect of thy native fhore : 
Behold the port of Phorcys! fenc’d around 
With rocky mountains, and with olives ciown’d. 
Behold the gloomy grot ' whofe cool recels 
Delights the Nereids of the neighbouring teas! 
Whofe now neglected altars in thy reign 
Blufhi’d with the blocd of theep and oxen flain, 
Behold ! where Neritus the clouds divides, 
And fhakes the waving forefls on his fides. 

So fpake the Goddefs ; and the profpect clear’d, 
The mifts difpers’d, and al! the coaft appear d. 
‘The king with joy confefs’d his place of birth, 
And on his knees falutes his mother earth: 

‘Then, with his fuppliant hands upheld in air, 
Thus to the fea-green Sifters fends lis prayer : 

All hail! ye virgin-daughters of the main | 
Ye ftreams, beyond my hapes beheld again ! 

To you once more your own Ulyiles bows; 
Attend his tranfports, and receive his vows ! 
If Jove prolong my days, and Pallas crown 
The growing virtues of wy youthful fon, 

‘Lo you fliall rites divine be ever paid, 

And grateful offerings on your altars laid. 

Then thus Minerva: Fiom that anxious breaft 
Difmifs thofe cares, and leave to Heaven the icft. 
Our tafk be now thy treaiur’d {tores to fave, 
Deep in the clofe recefles of the cave : 

Then future means confult---flie fpuke, and trod 
The fhady grot that brighten’d with the God. 
The clofeit caverns of the grat fhe fought ; 

rhe gold, the brafs, the robes, Ulyfes brought ; 
Thefe in the fecret gloom the chief difpos’d, 
The entrance with a rock the Goddcts clos’d. 

Now, feated in the olive’s facied thade, 

Confer*the hero and the Martial Maid. 

‘The Goddcls of the azure eyes began: 

Son of Laertes ! much-expenenc’d man ! 

‘The fuitor-train thy earlieft care dum ind, 

Of that luxurious race to rid the land: 

Three years thy houfe their lawlefs rule has feen, 
And proud addreffes to the matchlefs queen. 
But fhe thy abfence mourns from day to day, 
And inly bleeds, and filent waftes away : 
Elufive of the bridal hour, the gives 
Fond hopes to all, and all with hopes deceives.’ 

Vo this Ulyffes: O, celeftial maid ! 

Prais’d be thy counfel, and thy fimely aid: 
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Elfe had Z fcen my native walls in vain, 

Like great Atrides juft reftor’d and flain. 

Vouchfafe the means of vengeance to debate, 

And plan with all thy arts the fcene of fate. 

Then, then be prefent, and my foul infpire, 

As when we wrapp’d Troy’s heaven-built walls 
in fire. {ftand, 

Though leagued againft me hundred heroes 

Hundreds fhall fall, if Pallas aid my hand. 

She anfwer’d: in the dreadful day of fight 
Know, I am with thee, ftrong in all my might. 
If thou but equal to thyfelf be found, 

What gafping numbers then fthall prefs the 
ground ? 
What human victints ftain the feaftful floor ! 
How wide the pavements float with guilty gore ! 
It fits thee now to wear a dark difguile, 
And fecret walk unknown to mortal eyes. 
For this, my hand fhall wither every grace, 
And every elegance of form and face, 
O'er thy finooth fkin a bark of wrinkles {pread, 
Turn hoar the auburn honours of thy head, 
Disfigure every limb with coarfe attir$, 
And in thy eyes extinguifh all the fire ; 
Add all the wants and the decays of life; 
Eftrange thee from thy own; thy fon, thy 
wife ; 
From the loath'd object every fight fhall turn, 
And the blind fuitors their deftruCtion fcorn. 
Go firft the mafter of thy herds to find, 
‘True to his charge, a loyal {wain and kind: 
For thee he fighs ; and to the royal heir 
And chafte Penelope extends his care. 
At the Coracian rock he now refides, 
Where Arethufa’s fable water glides; 
‘The fable water and the copious maft 
Swell the fat herd ; luxuriant, large repatt! 
With him, reft peaceful in the rural cell, 
Ang all you afk his faithful tongue fhall tell; 
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Me into other realms my cares convey, 
To Sparta, till with female beauty gay : 
For Know, to Sparta thy lov’d offspring came, 
To learn thy fortunes from the voice of Fame. 
At this the father, with a father’s care. 
Mutt he too fuffer? he, O Goddefs ! bear t 
Of wanderings aud of woes a wretched thare? 
Through the wild ocean plough the dangerous 


way, 
And leave his fortunes and his houfe a prey ? 
Why would’tt not thou, O all enlighten’d Mind f 
Inform him certain, and protect him, kind ? 
To whom Minerva: Be thy foul at reft ; 
And know, whatever Heaven ordains, is beft. 
To fame I fent him, to acquire renown : 
To other regions is his virtue known : 
Secure he fits, near great Atrides plac’d ! 
With friendfhips ttrengthened, and with honours 
But Jo ! an ambuth waits his paflage o’er ; [yrac’d. 
Fierce foes infidious intercept the fhorc: 
In vain! for fooner all the murtherous brood 
This injur’d land hall fatten with their blood. 
She {pake, then touch’d him with her powers 
ful wand : 
The fkin fhrunk up, and wither’d at her hand « 
A fwift old age o’er all his members {pread ; 
A fudden froft was fprinkled on his head ; 
Nor longer in the heavy eye-ball fhin’d 
‘The glance divine, forth-bearning from the mind, 
His robe, which fpots indelible befmear, 
In rags difhonett dstters with the air : 
A ftag’s torn hide is lapp’d around his reins 5 
A rugged ftaff his trembling hand fuftains ; 
And at his fide a wretched fcrip was hung, 
Wide-patch’d, and knotted to a twifted thong. 
S8 look’d the chief, fo mov'd, to mortal eyes 
Object uncouth ! a man of imiferies ! 
While Pallas, cleaving the wide field of air, 
To Sparta fles, Telemachus her care. 


XIV. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Converfation with Eumeuse 


Ulyffes arrives in difguife at the houfe of Eumzeus, where he is received, entertained, and lodged, 
with the utmoft hofpitality. The feveral diufcourfes of that faithful old fervant, with the feigned 
ftory told by Ulyifes to conceal himfelf, and other converfations on various fubjects, take up this 


entire Book. e 


Burt he, decp-mufing, o’er the mountains ftray’d 
Through mazy thickets of the woodland thade, 
And cavern’d ways, the fhaggy coait along, 
With cliffs and nodding forefts over-hung. 
Eumeus at his fyivan lodge he fought, 

A faithful fervant, and without a fault. 

Ulyffes found him bufied, as he fate 

Before the threfhold of his ruftic gate ; 

Around the manfion in a circle fhone 

A rural portico of rugged ttone. 

(In abfenc. of his Lord, with honeft toil 

His own induffrous hands had rais‘d the pile). 


The wall! was ftone from neighbouring quarries 
borne, 
Encircled with a fence of native thorn, 
And itrong with pales, by many a weary ftroke 
df ftubborn labour hewn from heart of vak ; 
frequent and thick. Within the fpace w 
rear'd 
I'welve ample cells, the lodgment of his herde 
Full fifty®pregnant females each contain’d ; 
the males without (a imaller race) remain 5 
Dooin’d to iupply the tuztors’ wafletul featt, 
& itock by daily luxury decrcas’d ! 
P ily 
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Now fearce four hundred left, Thefe to defend, 
Four favage dogs, a watchful guard, attend. =” 
Here fate Eumeeus, atid his cares apply'd 

To form flrong bufkins' of well-feafon'd hide. 

Of four affitaats who his labour fhare, 

Three now were abfent on the rural care ; 

The fourth drove victims to the fuitor train: 

But he, of ancient faith, a fimple {fwain, 

Sigh’d, while he furnifh’d the luxyrious board, 
And weary’d Heaven with wifhes for his lord. 

Soon as Ulyffes near th’ enclofure drew, 

With open mouths the ‘furious maftiffs flew : 
Down fate the fage, and cautious to withftand, 
Let fall th’ offenfive truncheon from his hand. 
Sudden, the matter runs; aloud he calls; 

And from his hafty hand the leather falls; 

With fhowers of ftones he drives them far away ; 
The fcattering dogs around at diftance hay. 

Unhappy ftranger ! (thus the faithful fwain 

Regan with accent gracious and humane) 
What forrow had been mine, if at my gate 
Thy reverend age had met a shameful fate! 
Enough of woes already have I known; 
Enough my mafter’s forrows and my own. 
While here (ungrateful tafk !) his herds I feed, 
Ordain’d for lawleis rioters to bleed ; 
Pcthaps, fupported at another’s board, 

Far trem his ccuntry roams my haplefs lord ! 
Or figh’din exue forth his lateft breath, 
Now cover’d with th’ eternal {hade of death! 

But enter this my homely roof, and fee 
Aur woods not void of hofpitality. 

‘Then tell me whence thou art? and what the 
fhare 
Cf woes and wanderings thou wert born to bear? 

He fad, and, feconding the hind requef, 
With friendly Rep precedes his nnknown guett. 
A thaggy goat's loft hide beneath him fpread, 
And with frefh rufhes heap’d an ample bed: 

Joy touch’d the hero’s tender foul, to find 

So juft receptien from a heart fo kind: 

And oh, ye Gods! with all your bleffings grace 
(He thus broke forth) this friend of human race! 

The fwain reply’d: It never was our guife 
To flight the poor, or aught humane defpife ; 
For Jove unfolds our hofpitable door, 
°Tis Jove that fends the ftranger and the poor. 
Little, alas! is all the good I can ; 

A man opprefis’d, dependent, yet a man: 
Accept fuch treatment as a fwain affords, 

Slave to the infolence of youthful lords! 

Far hence is by unequal Gods remov’d 

‘That man of bounties, loving and belov'd ! 

To whom whate’er his flave enjoys is ow'd, 
And more, had Fate allow’d, had been beftow’d: 
Rut Fate condemas him to a foreign fhore ; 
Much have I forrow’d, but my mafter more. 
Now cold he lies, to death's embrace refign’d: 
Ah, perth Helen! perifh all her kind ! 

For whofe curs’d caufe, in Agamemnon’s name, 
He trod fo fatally the paths of Fame. 

His veft fuccinét then girding round his waif, 
Forth rufh’d the fwain with hoipitable hafte, 
Straight to the lodgements of his herd He run, 
Where the fat porkers flept beneath the fun; 

Of tvp, his cutlas launch’d the {pouting blood ; 
Thete quartc:’d, fing'd, and fia'd on forks of wood, 
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All hafty on the hiffing coals he threw ; 

And {moking back the tafteful viands drew, 
Broachers and all; then on the board difplay’d 
The ready meal, before Ulyffes laid 

With flour imbrown’d ; next” mingled wine yet 
And lufcious as the bees nectareous dew: [new, 
Then fate companion of the friendly feaft, 

With open look ; and thus befpoke his gueft: 

Take with free welcome what our hands prea 
Such food as falls to fimple fervants fhare ; [pare, 
The beft our Lords confume; thofe thoughtlefs 

peers, 
Rich without bounty, guilty without fears! 
Yet fure the Gods then impinus acts detett, 
And honour juftice and the righteaus breatt. 
Pirates and conquerors, of harden’d mind, 
The foes of peace, and f{courges of mankind, 
To whom offending men are made a prey 
When Jove in vengeance gives a land away ; 
Even thefe, when of their 1ll-got fpoils poffels’d, 
Find fure tormentors in the guilty breatt : 
Some voice of God clofe wifpering from within, 
“ Wretch! this is vilany, and this is fin.” 
But thefe, no doubt, fome oracle explore, 
That tells, the great Ulyffes is no more. 
Hence fprings their confidence, and from our fighs 
Their rapine ftrengthens, and their riots rife : 
Conftant as Jove the night and day beftows, 
Bleeds a whole hecatomb, a vintage flows. 
None match’d this hero’s wealth, of all who reign 
O’er the fair iflands of the neighbouring main. 
Nor all the monarchs whofe far-dreaded {way 
The wide extended continents obey : 
Firft, on the main land, of Ulyffes’ breed 
Twelve herds, twelve flocks, on ocean’s margin 
feed; 
As many ftalls for fhaggy goats are rear'd ; 
As many lodgements toi the tufky herd ; 
Thofe foreign keepers guard: and here are feen 
Twelve herds of goats that graze our utmoft green; 
To native paftors is their charge affigu’d ; 
And mine the care to feed the brifly kind: 
Each day the fatteft bleeds of either herd, 
All to the fuitors wafteful board preferr’d. 

Thus he, benevolent: his unknown gueft 
With hunger keen devours the favoury featt ; t 
While fchemes of vengeance ripen in his breatt. 
Silent and thoughtful while the board he ey’d, 
Eumezus pours on high the purple tide ; 

The king with fmiling looks his joy exprefs’d, 
And thus the kind iaviting host addrete’d : 

Say now, what man is he, the man deplor’d 
So rich, fo potent, whom you ftyle your lord ; 
Late with fuch affluence and poffeilions bleft, 
And no® in honour’s glory’s bed at rett? 
Whoever was the warrior, he muft be 
To Fame no ftranger, nor perhaps to me; 

Who (fo the Gods, and fo the Fates ordain’d) 
Have wander’d many a fea, and many a land. 

Small is the faith, the prince and queen afcribe 
(Reply’d Eumzus) to the wandering tribe. 

For needy ftrangers ftill to flattery fly, 

And want too oft betrays the tongue to lie. 
Each vagrant traveller that touches here, 
Deludes with fallacies the royal ear, 

To dear remembrance makes his image rife 
And calls the ipringing forrows frum her eyes, 


ODYSSEY, Boox XIV. 


Guch thou may'ft be. But he whofe name you 
“Moulders in earth, or welters on the wave, [crave 
Ur food for fith or dogs his relicks lie, 
Or torn by birds ag catter’d through the fy. 
So perifh’d he: and left (for ever loft) 
Much woe to all, but fure te me the moft. 
So mild a mafter never thall I find ; 
Lefs dear the parents whom I left behind, t 
Lefs foft my mother, Jefs my father kind. 
Not with fuch tranfport would my eyes run o’er, 
Again to hail them in their native thore ; 
As lov’d Ulyffes ance more to embrace, 
Reftor’d and breathing in his natal place. 
That name for ever dread, yet ever dear, 
Even in his abfence I pronounce with fear ; 
In my refpect, he bears a prince’s part ; 
But lives a very brother in my heart. 

Thus fpoke the faithful fwain; and thus re- 

join’d 

The mafter of his grief, the man of patient mind : 
Ulyffes, friend ! fhall view his old abodes 
(Diftruftful as thou art); nor doubt the Gods. 
Nor tpeak I rafhly, but with faith averr'd, 
And what I ipeak, attefting Heaven has heard. 
If fo, acloke and vefture be my meed ; 7 
Till his return, no title fhall I plead, 
Tho’ certain be my news, and great my need. af 
Whom want itfelf can force untruths to tell, 
My foul detefts him as the gates of hell. 

Thou fir be witnefs, hotpitable Jove ! 
And every God infpiring focial love ; 
And witnefs every houfehold power that waits 
Guards of thefe fires, and angel of thefe gates ! 
Ere the next moon increafe, or this decay, 
His ancient realms Ulyffes fhall furvey, 
In blood and duft each proud oppreflor mourn, 
And the loft glories of his houfe return. 

Nor shall that weed be thine, nor ever more 
Shall lov’d Ulyffes hail this happy fhore 
(Replied Eumaus): to the prefent hour 
Now turn thy thonghts, and joys within our 
From fad reficction let my foul repofe: [power. 
The name of him awakes a thouland woes, 
But guard him, Gods! and to thefe arms reftore ! 
Not his true confort can defire him more ; 
Not old Laertes, broken with defpair: 

Not young ‘l'elemachus, his blooming heir. 
Alas, Telemachus! my torrows flow 

Atrefh for thee, ny fecond caufe of wue ! 
Like fome fair plart fet by a heavenly hand, 
He grew, he flourifh’d, and he bleft the land ; 
In all the youth the father’s image fhin’d, 
Bright in his perfon, brighter in his mind. 
‘What man, or God, deceiv’d his better fenfe, 
Far on the fwelling feas to wander hence ? 

To diftant Pylos hapleis is he gone, 

To feek his father’s fate and find his own! 
For traitocs wait his way, with dire defign 

To end at once the great Arceftan line. 

But ict us leave him to their wills above ; 
The fates of men are in the hand of Jove. 
And now, my venerable gueft ! declare 

Your name, your parents, and your native air. 
Sincere from whence begun your courfe relate, 
And to what fhip I owe the friendly freight ? 

Thus he: argl thus (with prompt luvention 
The cantious chief his ready Rory told: — [bold) 
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On dark referve what better can prevail, 

Or from the fluent tongue produce the tale, 

Than when two friends, alone, in peaceful place 

Confer, and wines and cates the table grace ; 

But moft, the kind inviter’s cheerful face ? 

Thus might we fit, with focial goblets crown’d, 

Till the whole circle of the year goes round: 

Not the whole circle of the year would clofe 

My long narration of a life of woes. 

But fuch was Heaven's high will! Know then, f 

came 

From facred Crete, and from a fire of fame: 

Caftor Hylacides (that name he bore) 

Belov’d and honour’d in his native fhore ; 

Blef: in his riches, in his children more. 

Sprung from a handmaid, from a bought embrace, 

I fhar’d his kindnefs with his lawful race : 

But when that fate, which all mutt undergo, 

From earth remov’d him to the fhades below; 

The large domain his greedy fons divide, 

And each was portion’d asthe lots decide. 

Little, alas; was left my wretched fhare, 

Except a houfe, a covert from the air : 

But what by niggard fortune was denied, 

A willing widow’s copious wealth fupplied. 

My valour was my plea, a gallant mind 

That, true to honour, never lage’d behind 

(The fex is ever to a foldier kind). 

Now wafting years my former ftrength confound, 

And added woes have bow'd me to the ground ; 

Yet by the ftubble you may guefs the grain, 

And mark the ruins of no vulgar man. 

Me, Pallas gave to lead the martial ftorm, 

And the fair ranks of battle to deform: 

Ma, Mais infpir’d to turn the foe to flight, 

And tempt the fecret ambuhh of the night. 

Let ghaftly death in all his forms appear, 

1 faw him not, it was not mine to fear, 

Before the reft I rais’'d my ready fteel ; 

The firft I met, he yielded, or he fell. 

But works of peace my foul difdain’d to bear, 

The rural labour, cr domeftic care. 

To raile the matt, the miffile dart to wing, 

And fend {wilt arrows from the bounding ftring, 

Were arts the Gods made grateful to my mind); ' 

Thofe Gods, who turn (to various ends defi mal 

The various thoughts and talents of mankind. 

Before the Grecians touch’d the Trojan plain, 

Nine times commander or by land or main, 

In foreign fields I {pread my glory far, 

Great in the praife, rich in the {poils of war : 

Thence charg’d with riches asincreas’d in fame, 

To Crete return’d, an honourable name. 

But when great Jove that direful war decreed, 

Which rous’d all Greece, and made the mighty 

Our ftates myfelf and Idomen employ [bleed ; 

To lead their fleets, and carry death to Troy. 

Nine years we warr’d; the tenth {aw Ilion fall; 

Homeward we fail’d, but Heaven difpers’d us all. 

One only month my wife enjoy'd my ftay; 

So will’d the God who gives and takes away. 

Nine fhips I mann’d, equipp’d with ready (ores, 

Intent to vpyage to th’ Aegyptian fhores ; 

In feaft and facrifice my chofen train 

Six days confum’d; the feventh we plough'd the 

Crete’s ample fields diminifh to our eye; [maia, 

Before the Boreal blasts the vetfels fly ; 
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Safe through the level feas we {weep our way : 

The fteer-man governs, and the fhips obey. 

"The fifth fair morn we ftem th’ A°gyptian tide : 

And tlting o’er the bay the veffels ride: 

To anchor there my fellows I command, 

And {pies commiffian to explore the land. 

But, tway’d by luft of gain, and headlong will, 

The coafts they ravage, and the natives kill, 

The fpreading clamour to their city flies, 

And horfe and foot in mmgled tumult rife. 

The reddening dawn reveals the circling fields, 

Horrid with biifly {pears, and glancing fields. 

Jove thunder’d on their fide. Our guilty head 

We turn’d to flight; the gathering vengeance 

{pread [dead. 

On all parts round, and heaps on heaps lie 

1 then explor’d iny thought, what courte to prove ; 

(And ture the thought was dictated by Jove, 

Oh! had he lett me to that happier doom, 

And fav'd a lite ef miferies to come!) 

"Fhe radiant helimct tom my brows unlac’d, 

Aud low on earth my fhyeid and javelin caf, 

I met the monarch with a tuppliant’s tace, 

Approach his chatot, an] his knees embrace. 

He heard, he fav’d, he plac’d me at his fide; 

My itate he pity’d, and my tears he dried, 

Reatrain d the rage the vengetul foe exprefy’d, 

Aud turd the deadly weapons from my bieaft. 

Pious! to guard the hoipituble rite, 

And teatug Jove, whom mercy’s works delight. 
In .t.yypt thus with peace and plenty bleit, 

Tliv’d (aud happy tull had liv’d) a guett, 

On feven bright years fuccellive biethngs wait ; 

"The next chang’d all the colour of my tate. 

A talte Phoenician, of ufidious mind, 

Vers'din vile arts, and toe to human kind, 

With temblauce fair invites me to his home ; 

J iviz'd the protier (ever fond to roam) 

Domeiuc in his farthiefs root T ftay'd, 

Till the iwatt fun his annual circle made. 

To Lybia then he meditates the way ; 

With gruletul art a ftranger to betray, 

And fell to bondage in a toreign land : 

Much doubting, yet compell d, I quit the ftrand. 

"Through the mid feas the nimble pinnace fails, 

Aloot of Ciete, from the northern gales: 

But when remote her chalky cliffs we loft, 

And far tiom ken of any other coait, 

When al] was wild expanfe of fea and air; 

Then doom'd high Jove due vengeance to pre- 

ure. 

He dine a night of horrors o’er their head 

(‘ihe fhaded ocean blacken’d as it fpread) ; 

Jie launch’d the fery bolt; from pole to pole 

Broad burit the lightnings, deep the thunders roll; 

In giddy rounds the whurling fhip is toft, 

And all in clouds of {mothering fulphur loft. 

As from a hanging rock’s tremendous hespht, 

"The fable crows with intercepted flight —_ hue: 

Drop headlong: fcarr’d and black with fulph’rous 

So trom the deck are hurl’d the ghaitly crew. 

Such end the wicked found ! but Jove’s intent 

Was yet to fave th’ opprefs'd and innocent 

Plac’d on the maft (the lait 1ecourfe M& life) 

With winds and waves 1 held unequal ftrife; 

For nine long days the billows tilting o’er, 

The tenth fott wafts me to Thefprotia’s fhore. 
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The monarch’s fon a fhipwreck'd wretch reliewd, 
The fire with hafpitable rites receiv’d, eo 
And in his palace like a brother plac’d, 
With gifts of price and gorgeous garments grac’d, 
Whilc here I fojourn’d, oft I Keard the fame 
How late Ulyffes to the country came, 
How lov'd, how honour‘d, in this court he ftay’d, 
And here his whole collected treafure lay’d ; 
I faw mylelf the yaft unnumber’d ftore 
Of fteel elaborate, and refulgent ore, 
And brafs high heap‘d amidft the regal dome; 
Immenfe fupplies for ages yet to come ! 
Mean time he voyag’d to explore the will 
Of Jove, on high Dodona’s holy hill, 
What means might beft his lafe return avail, 
lo come in pomp, or bear a fecret fail! 
Full oft has Phidon, whilft he pour’d the wine, 
Attefting folemn all the Powers divine, 
Yhat foon Ulyfes would return, declar’d, 
The failors waiting, and the thips prepar’d, 
But firft the king difmifs’d me from his fhores, 
For fair Dulichium crown’d with fruitful ftores ; 
To good Acattus’ friendly care confign’d : 
But other counfels pleas’d the failors mind: 
New frauds were plotted by the faithleis train, 
And mifery demands me once again. 
Soon as remote from fhore they plough the wave, 
With ready hands they ruth to {cize their flave ; 
Then with thele tatter’d rags they wrapp’d me 
round, 
(Stripp’d of my own) and to the veffel bound. 
At eve, at Ithaca’s delightful land 
The thip arriv’d: forth ifluing on the fand 
They fought repait; while tu th’ unhappy kind, 
The pitying Gods themtelves my chains unbind. 
Soft 1 defcended, to the fea applied 
My naked breaft, and thot along the tide. 
Soon pafs’d beyond their fight, I left the flood, 
And took the {preading thelter of the wood. 
Their prize efcap’d the faithlels pirates mourn’d ; 
But decm’d inquiry vain, and to their fhip re- 
turn’d. 
Screen’ by protecting Gods from hoftile eyes, 
They led me to a gocd man and a wile, 
To live beneath thy hofpitable care, 
And wait the wocs Heaven dooms me yet to bear. 
Unhappy gueft! whole forrows touch my mind { 
(Thus good Eumeus with a figh rejoin’d) 
For real fuflerings fince I grieve fincere, 
Check not with tallacies the f{pringing tear ; 
Nor turn the paffion into groundlets joy 
For him, whom Heaven ha» deftin’d to deftroy. 
Oh! had he perifh’d on fome well-fought day, 
Or in his friend’s embraces died away ! 
That grateful Greece with ftreaming eyes might 
raife 
Hiftoric marbles, to record his praife : 
His praife, eternal on the faithful ftone, 
Had with tranfmiffive honours grac’d his fon. 
Now fnatch’d by harpies to the dreary coat, 
Sunk 1s the hero, and his glory loft! 
While penfive in this folitary den, 
Far from gay cities and the ways of men, 
I linger lite ; nor to the court repair, 
But when the conftant queen commands my care;. 
Or when, to talte her hoipitable board, 
Some gueft arrives, with rumouts of her lord ; 
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And thefe indulge their want, and thofe their 
woe, 
And here the tears, and there the goblets flow. 
By many fuch I have been warn’d; put chief 
By one Atolian ro@b’d of all belief, 

hofe hap it was te this our roof to roam, 
For murder banifh’d from his native home, 
He {wore, Ulyffes on the coaft of Crete 
Staid but a feafon to refit his fleet; 
A few revolving months fhould waft him o’er, 
Fraught with bold warriors, and a boundlefs ftare. 
© thou! whom age has taught to underitand, 
And Heaven has guided with a favouring hand ! 
On God or mortal tq obtrude a hie 
Forbear, and dread to flatter as to die. 
Not for fuch ends iny hanile and heart are free, 
But dear refpect to fove, and charity. 

And why, O twain of unbelieving mind ! 
(Thus guick reply’d the wifett of mankind) 
Noubt you my oath? yet more my faith to try, 
A tolemn compact Jet us ratify, t 
And witnefs every Power that rules the fky ! 
dt here Ulytfes from his labours ret, 

Be then my prize a tunic and a vet; 

And, where my hopes invite me, ftraight tranfport 
In fafety to Dulichium’s friendly court. 

But, it he greets not thy defiring eye, 7 
Furl me from yon dread precipice on hich ; 

The due reward of traud and perjury if 

Doubtleis, O gucit! great laud and praite 

were mine 
(Reply’d the fwain for fpotlefs faith divine) 
If, alter focial rites and pitts bettow’d, 
1 tuin’d my hofpitable hearth with blood, 
How wonld the Gods my nghteous tuils tuccecd, 
And blefs the hand that made a ftrancer bleed ? 
No more=tl? approaching hours of filent night 
Firft claim refe€tion, then to reft invite ; 
Bencath our humble cotrage let us hatte, 
And here, unenvy’d, rural dainties tafe. 
Thus commun’d thefe; while to their lowly 
dome 
The full-fed {wine return’d with evening home ; 
Compeli’d, reluctant, to the fevcral tties, 
With din obitreperous, and ungrateful cries. 
‘Then to the flaves --Now fiom the heid the bef 
Select, in honour of our torcipn gueft : 
With him let us the genial banquet thare, 
For gieat and many are the griefs we bear: 
While thofe who from our labours heap their 
board, 
Blafpheme their feeder, and forget their lord. 

‘hus {peaking, with dilpat hful hand he took 
A weighty axe, and cleft the fold oak ; 

This on the earth he pil’d; a boar full féd, 

Of five years age, before the pile was led: 

The fwain, whom acts of piety delight, 
Obfervant of the Gods, begins the rite ; 

Firft fhears the torehead of the briftly boar, Uv 
And fuppliant flands, invokiug every Power 

To fpeed Ulyfles to his native shore. 

A knotty ftake then aiming at his head, 

Down dropp’d he groaning, and the {puit fled. 
The f{corching flames climh round on every fide: 
Then the fing’ members they with ikill divide ; 
On thefe, in rolls of fat involv’d with art, 

The choiceft morfele lay from every part. 
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Sume in the flames, beftrow'd with flour, they 
threw : 
Some cut in fragments, from the forks they drew 
Thefe while on teveral tables they difpofe, 
As prieft himfelf the blameleis ruftic rofe ; 
Expert the deftin’d victim to difpart 
In feven ju& portions, pure of hand and heart, 
One facred to the nymphs apart they lay; 
Another to the winged fon of May : 
The rural tribe in common fhare the reft, 
The king the chine, the honour of the featt, 
Who fate delighted at his fervant’s board ; 
Phe faithful tervant joy’d his unknown lord. 
Oh! he thou dear (Ulyfles cry’d) to Jove, 
As well thou claim’ft a grateful ftranger’s love ! 
Be then thy thanks (the ‘bounteous {wain res 
ply’d 
Enjoyment of the good the Gods provide. 
From God’s own hand defcend our jays and woes; 
Thefe he decrees, and he but fuffers thofe ; 
Ail power is his, and whatfoe’er he wills, 
‘Uhe will itfelf, omnipotent, fulfils. 
Thuis faid, the firft fruits to the Gods he gave ; 
Then pour d of offer’d wine the fable wave : 
In great Ulyffes’ hand he plac’l the bowl, 
He fate, and fweet refection cheer'd his foul. 
The bread from caniters Mefaulius gave, 
umzeus proper treaiure bought this flave, 
And led from Taphos, to attend his board, 
A fervant added to his abfent lord) 
His tafk it was the wheaten loaves to lay, 
And trom the banquet take the bowls away. 
And now the rage of hunger was reprefs’d, 
And each betake: him to his couch to reft. 
prow came the night, aud daiknefs cover'd o’es 
The face of things; the winds began to roar: 
‘Lhe diving ttorm the watery weft wind pours, 
And Jove defcends in dcluges of thowers. 
Stud.ous of relt and warmth, Ulyil@s lies, 
Foreleeing fiom the firft the ftorm would rife ; 
In mere neceffity of coat and cloak, 
With artful preface to his hoit he {poke : 
Hear me, my triends' who this good banquet 
grace ; 
*Tis {weet to pliy the fool in time and place, 
And wane can os their wits the wie beguile, 
Make the fage frolss, and the ferrous tmile, 
The grave ws met.y mealures tritk about, 
And inany a lung-repented word bring out. 
Since tu be talkative I now commence, 
Let wit caft off the fullen yoke of fenic. [days ! 
Once I was {trong (would Heaven refiore thofe 
And with my betters claim’d my fhare of praife. 
Ulyfles, Menelaus, led forth a band, 
And join’d me with them (’twas their own com~ 
mand); 
A deathtul ambufh for the foe to lay, 
Beneath Troy’s walls by night we took our way: 
Lhere clad in arms, along the marfhes tpread, 
We made the ozier-fringed bank our bed. 
Full foon th’ inelemency of Heaven I feel, 
Nor had thefe fhousdeis covering but of fteel, 
Sharp blew the north; {now whitening all the 
fiefs (fhields. 
Froze with the blaft, and gathering glaz’d our 
There all but I, well fene’d with cloak and vctt, 
Lay cover’d by their ample fhields at reft. 
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Fool that I was! I left behind my own; 
The fkill of weather and of winds unknown, 
And trufted to my coat and fhield alone! 
When now was wafted more than half the mght, 
And the ftars faded at approaching light ; 
Sudden I jogg’d Ulyfies, who was laid 
Faft by my fide, and thivering thus I faid : 
Here longer in this field I cannot lie; 
The winter pinches, and with cold I die, 
And die afham'd (O wifeft of mankind) 
The only fool who left his cloak behind. 
He thought, and anfwer’d: hardly waking yet, 
Sprung in his mind the momentary wit 
(That wit, which, or in council or in fight, 
Still met th’ emergence, and determin’d right). 
Huh thee, he cry*d, (foft-whifpering in my ear) 
Speak not a word, left any Greek may hear-.- 
And then (fupporting on his arm his head) 
Hear me, companions? (thus aloud he faid) 
Methinks too diftant from the fleet we he: 
Ev’n now a vifion ftood before my eye, t 
And fure the warning vifion was from high: 
Let frgm among us fome fwift courier rife, 
Hafte to the general, and demand fupplies. 
Upfttarted Thoas ftraight, Andrazmon’s fon, 
Nimbly he refe, and caft his garment down ; 
Inftant, the racer vanifh’d off the ground ; 
That inftant in his cloak I wrapp’d me round: 
And fafe I flept, till brightly dawning fhone 
The morn con{picuous on her golden throne. 
Oh, were my ftrength as then, as then my age! 
Some friend would fence me from the winter’s 
rage. 
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Yet, tatter’d as I look, I challeng’d then 
The honours and the offices of men: 
Some matter, or fome fervant, would allow 
A cloak and veft---but Iam nothing now! 
Well haft thou fpoke (refoin'd th’ attentivg 
fwain) 
Thy lips let fal] no idle word or vain! 
Nor garment fhalt thou want, nor aught befide, 
Meet for the wandering fuppliant to provide. 
But in the morning take thy clothes again, 
For here one veft fuffices every fwain ; 
No change of garments to our hinds is known: 
But, when return’d, the good Ulyffes’ fon 
With better hand fhall grace with fit attires 
His guetft, and fend thee where thy foul defires. 
The honeit herdfman rofe, as this he faid, 
And drew before the hearth the ftranger’s bed : 
The fleecy {poils of theep, a goat’s rough hide 
He {preads; and adds a mantle thick and wide ; 
With ftore to heap above him, and below, 
And guard each quarter as the tempefts blow. 
There lay the king and all the reft {upine ; 
All, but the careful mafter of the fwine: 
Forth hafted he to tend his briftly care : 
Well arm’d, and fenc’d againft nocturnal air ; 
His weighty tanichion o’er his fhoulder tied : 
His fhaggy cloak a mountain goat fupplied ; 
With his broad fpear, the dread of dogs and men, 
He iccks his lodging in the rocky den. 
There to the tufky herd he bends his way. 
Where, fcreen’d from Boreas, high o’er-arch’d 
they lay. 


BOOK XV. 


THE ARGUMENT, 


the Return of Telemachus. 


‘The Coddefs Minetva commands Telemachus in a vifion to return to Ithaca. 


Pififtratus and he take 


leave of Menelaus, and arrive at Pylos, where they part; and Telemarhus fets fail, atter having re- 
ceived on board Theoclymenus the foothfayer. The fcene then changes to the cottage of Eumzus, 


who entertains Ulyffes with a recital of his adventures. 


In the mean time Telemachus arrives on 


the coait, and, fending the veffel to the town, proceeds by himfelf to the lodge of Eumzus. 


Now had Minerva reach’d thofe ample plains, 
Fam’d for the dance, where Menelais reigns ; 
Anxious fhe flies to great Ulyffes’ heir, 

Flis inftant voyage challeng’d all her care. 
Beneath the royal portico difplay’d, 

With Neftor’s fon, Telemachus was lay’d; 

In fleep profound the fon of Neftor lies ; 

Not thine, Ulyffes ! Care unfeal’d his eyes : 
Reftlefs he griev’d, with various fears opprefs’d, 
And all thy fortunes roll’d within his breatt. 
‘When, O Telemachus! (the Goddefs faid) 
‘Too long in vain, too widely haft thou ftray’d. 
‘Thus leaving carelefs thy paternal rg‘nt 

The robber’s prize, the prey to lawlefs might. 
On fond purfuits negie&tful while you roam, 
Ev'n now the hand of rapine facks the dome. 


Hence to Atrides ; and his leave implore 

‘Fo launch thy veffel for thy natal fhore; 

Fly, whilft thy mother virtuous yet withftands 
Her kindred’s wifhes, and her fire’s commands ; 
Through both Eurymachus purfues the dame, 
And with the nobleft gifts afferts his claim. 
Hence, therefore, while thy ftores thy own remain; 
Thou know’ ft the practice of the female train: 
Loft in the children of the prefent {poufe 

They flight the pledges of their former vows; 
Their love is always with the lover paft; 

Still the fueceeding flame expels the lait. 

Let o’er thy houfe fome chofen maid prefide, 
Till Heaven decrees to blifs thee in a bride. 
But now thy more attentive earg incline, 
Obierve the warnings of a Power divine s 
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For thee their fnares the fuitor lords fhall lay 
In Samos’ fands, or ftraits of Ithaca: 
To feize thy life fhall lurk the murderous band, 
Ere yet thy footfteps prefs thy native land. 
No---fconer far the® riot and their luft 
All-covering earth fhall bury deep in duft ! 
Then diftant from the fcatter’d iflands fteer, 
Nor let the night retard thy full career ; 
‘Thy heavenly guardian fhall inftract the gales, 
To fmooth thy paffage, and fupply thy fails: 
And when at Ithaca thy labour ends, 
Send to the town thy veftel with thy friends ; 
But feek thou firft the mafter of thy fwine 
(For ftill to thee his Joyal thoughts incline): 
"There pafs the night: while he his courle purfues 
To bring Penelope the wifh’d-for news, 
That thou, fafe failing from the Pylian ftrand, 
Art come to blefs her in thy native land. 
Thas fpoke the Goddefs, and refum’d her flight, 
To the pure regions of eternal light. 
Mean while Pififtratus he gently fhakes, [wakes : 
Aed with thefe words the flumbering youth a- 
Rife, fon of Neftor ! for the road prepare, 
And join the harnefs’d courfers to the car. 
What caufe, he cried, can juftify our flight, 
To tempt the dangers of forbidden night ? 
Here wait we rather, till approaching day 
Shall prompt our fpeed, and point the ready way. 
Nor think of flight, before the Spartan king 
Shall bid farewell, and bouuteous prefents bring ; 
Gifts, which, to diitant ages fafely ftor'd, 
The facred a& offriendfhip fhall record. _[eaft, 
Thus he. But when the dawn beftreak’d the 
The king from Helen rofe, and fought his gueft. 
As foon as his approach the hero knew, 
Vhe fplended mantle round him firft he threw, 
Then o’er his ample fhoulders whirl’d the cloak, 
Refpectful met the monarch, and befpoke : 
Hail great Atrides, favour’d of high Jove! 
Let not thy friends in vain for licence move. 
Swift let us meafure back the watery way, 
Nor check our fpeed, impatient or delay. 
If with detire fo {trong thy bofom glows, 
Ill, faid the king, fhould I thy with oppofe ; 
For oft in others freely I reprove 
The ill-tim’d etlorts of officious love ; 
Who love too much, hate inthe like extreme, 
And both the golden mean alike condemn. 
Alike he thwarts the hofpitable end, 
Who drives the free, or ftays the hafty friend ; 
True friendfhip’s laws are by this rule exprefs’d, 
Welcome the coming, fpeed the parting guett. 
Yet ftay, my friends, and in your chariot take 
The nobleft prefents that our love can make ; 
Mean time commit we to our women’s cafe, 
Some choice domettic viands to prepare ; 
‘The traveller, rifing from the banquet gay, 
Eludes the labours of the tedious way. 
Then ifa wider courfe thall rather pleafe 
Through fpacious Argos, and the realms uf Greece, 
Atrides to his chariot fhall attend ; 
Himfelf thy convoy to each royal friend. 
No prince will Ict Ulyffes’ heir remove 
Without fome pledge, fome monument of love ; 
Thefe will the caldron, thefe the tripod give, 
From thofe the well-pair’d mules we fall recive 
Or bow] embofs'f whofe golden figures live. 
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Towhom the youth, forprudence fam’d, replied : 
O monarch, care of Heaven! thy people’s pride ! 
No friend in Ithaca my place fupplies, 

No powerful hands are there, no watchful eyes: 
My ftores expos’d and fencelets houfe demand 
The fpeedieft fuccour from my guardian hand ; 
Left, in a fearch too anxious and tvo vain 

Of one loft joy, I lofe what yet remain. 

His purpofe when the generous warrior heard, 
He charg’d the houfehold cates to be prepar‘d. 
Now with the dawn, from his adjoining home, 
Was Boetheedes Eteonus come ; 

Swift asthe word he forms the rifing blaze, 

And o’er the coals the {moking fragments !ays. 
Mean time the king, his fon, and Helen, went 
Where the rich wardrobe breath’d a coftly fcent. 
The king felected from the glittering rows 

A bowl; the prince a filver beaker chofe. 

The beauteous queen revolv’d with careful eyes 
Her faireft textures of unnumber’d dyes, 

And chofe the largeft: with no vulgar art 

Her own fair hands embroidcr’d every part : 
Beneath the reft it lay divinely bright, 

Like radiant Hefper o'er the gems of night. 
Then with each gift they haften’d tc their gueft, 
And thus the king Ulyffes’ heir addrefs’d : 

Since fix’d are thy refolves, may thundering Jove 
With happicft omens thy defires approve ! 

This filver bowl, whofe coftly margins fhine 
Enchas’d with gold, this valued gitt be thiue ; 
To me this prefent of Vulcanian frame, 
From Sidon’s hofpitable monarch came ; 

To thee we 10w confign the precious load, 
The pride of kings and labour of a God. 

‘Rhen gave the cup; while Megapenthe brought 
The filver vafe with living fculpture wrought. 
The beauteous qucen, advancing next, difplay’d 
‘The fhining veil, and thus endearing faid : 

Accept, dear youth, this monument of love, 
Long fince, in better days, by Helen wove : 

Safe in thy mother’s care the vefture lay, 

To deck thy bride, and grace thy nuptial day. 
Mean time may’ft thou with happieft {peed regain 
Thy itately palace, and thy wide domarn. 

She faid, and gave the veil; with grateful look 
The prince the variegated prefent took. 

And now, when through the royal dome they 
pafs’d, 

High on a throne the king each ftranger plac’d. 

A golden ewer th’ attendant damfel brings, 

Repiete with water from the cryftal {psings : 

With copious ftreams the thining vafe fupplhes 

A filver laver of capacious fize. 

They wath. ‘The tables in fair order {pread, 

The glittering canilters are crown’d with breads 

Viands of various kinds allure the tafte, 

Of choiceft fort and favour; rich 1c patt ! 

Whilft Eteonus portions out the thares, 

Atrides’ fon the purple dranght prepares. 

And now (cach fated with the genial featt, 

And the thort rage of thirft and hunger ceas’d) 

Ulyfles’ fon, with his illuitrious friend, 

The horfes join’d, the polifh’d car afcend. 

Along the dart the tery fteeds rebound, 

And the widc portal echoe, .o the found. 

The king precedes ; a bowl with fragrant wine 

(Libation deflin’d to the powers divine) 
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His right-hand held: before the fteeds he ftands, 
"hen, mix'd with prayers, he utters thefe com- 
mands 

Farewell, and profper, youths ! let Neftor know 
‘What grateful thoughts {till in this bofom glow, 
For all the proofs of his paternal care, 

Through the long dangers of the ten years war. 
Ah! doubt not our report (the prince rejoin’d) 
Of all the virtues of thy generous mind. 

And oh! return’d might we Ulyfics meet ! 

‘To him thy prefents fhow, thy words repeat : 
How will cach fpeech his grateful wonder raife ! 
How will cach gift indulge usin thy praife ! 

Scarce ended thus the prince, when on the right 
Advanc’d the bird of Jove: aulpicious light ! 

A milk-white fowl his clinching talons bore, 
With care domeftic pamper'd at the floor. 
Peafants in vain with thre atenine cries purtue, 
In folemn {peed the bird miayjeftic flew 

Full dexter to the car: the profpcrons fight 
Till’d every’ breaft with wonder and delight. 

But Neltur’s fon the chcerrul filence broke, 
And in thefe words the Spartan chief befpoke. 
Say, ifto us the Gods theie omens fend, 

Or fates peculiar to thyfelf portend ? 
Whillt yet the nionarch paus’d with doubt: op- 
prefs'd, 
The beautcous queen seliev'd his labonting breaft. 

Hear me, the cried, to whom the Gods have gi- 

ven 
To read this fign, and myftic fenfe of Heaven. 
As thus the plumy fovercign of the air 
Left cn the mountain’s brow his callow care, 
And wander’d throagh the wide ethereal way 
To pour Ins wrath on yon luxurious prey ; 
So fhall thy godlike futher tof’d in vain a 
Through all the dangers of the Loundlefs main, 
Arrive (or is perchance already «ome) 
From flaughter’d gluttons te releafe the dome. 

Oh ' if this promis’d blus by thundering Jove 
(The prince 1eplied) ftand fix’d in fate above ; 
"fo thee, as to fome Cod, Fill temples raife, 

And crowa thy alters with the coftly blaze. 

He fad; and, bending o’er his chariot, flung 
Athwart the fiery ftecds the {marting thong ; 
The hounding fhafts upon the harnets play, 

Till night detcending intercepts the way. 

To Diocles, at Pherx, they repair, 

Whoie boaiied fire was facred Alpheus’ heir ; 
With him all night the youthful ttrangers ftay’d, 
Wor found the hofpitable rites unpay’d. 

But foon as morning from her orient bed 

Had tiug’d the mountains with her earheft red, 
‘Fhey join’d the fteeds, and on the charict fprung ; 
The brazen portals in their paflage rung. 

To Pylos foon they came; whcn thus begun 

"To Neftor’s heir Ulyiles’ godlike fou: 

Let not Pififtratus in vain be preft, 

Nor unconfenting hear his fricnd’s requeft ; 
Fis friend by long hereditary claim, 

In toils his equal, and in years the fame. 

Wo farther from our veffel, 1 implore, 

The courfers drive: but laf them to the thore. 
‘Too lonz thy father would his frrends detain ; 
Ldrcad his proffer’d kindnefs urg’d im vam. 

‘The hero paus’d, and ponder’d this requeft, 
Wiis love and duty wair'd within his picatt. 
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At length refolv’d, he turn'd his ready hand, 
And lath’d his panting courfers to the ftrand. 
Chere, while within the poop with care he ftor’d 
The regal prefents of the Spartan lord ; 

With {peed begone (faid he) ;¢call every mate, 
ere yet to Nettor [the tale relate: 

Tis true, the fervour of his generous heart 
Brooks no repulie, nor could thou foon depart ; 
“dimfelf will {eek thee here, nor wilt thou find, 
In word alone, the Pylian monarch kind. 

But when, arriv’d, he thy return fhall know, 
How will his breaft with honett fury glow ! 

This faid, the founding ftrokes his horfes fire, 
And foon he reach’d the palace of his fire. 

Now (cried Telemachus) with fpeedy care 
Hoilt every fail, and every oar prepare. 

Swift as the word his willing mates obey, 
And feize their feats, impatient for the fea. 

Mean time the prince with facrifice adores 
Minerva, and her guardian aid implores ; 

When, lo! a wretch ran breathlefs to the fliore, 
New from his crime, and reeking yet with gore. 
Ateer he Was, from great Melampus fprung, 
Melumpus, who in Pylos flourith’d long, 

Till, urg’d by wrongs, a foreign realm he chofe, 
Var tion the hateful caufe of all his woes. 

Neleus his treatvres one long year detains 
Ay» long, be groan’d in Philacus’s chains: 
Meantime, what anguiih, and whatrage, combin'd, 
For lovely Pero rack’d his labouring mind ! 

Yet ’icapd Le death; and vengeful of his wrong 
To Pylos drove the lowing herds along : 

Then (Neleus vanquifl’d, and confign'd the Fair 
To Bias’ arms) he fought a foreign air; 

Argos the 1ich for his retreat he chofe, 

There torm’d his empire; there his palace rofe. 
From him Antiphites and Mantius came: 

The tirfl begot Or lus great in fame, 

And he Amphiaraus, immortal name ! 

The people's favieur, and divinely wife, 

Belov’d by Jove, and him who gilds the fkies, { 
Yetfhert his date of life! by female pride he dies. 
Viom Mantius Clitus, whom Aurora’s love 
Snatch’d for his beauty to the thrones above ? 
And Polyphidcs on whom Phebus fhone 
With fulleft rays, Amphiarars now pone ; 

In Hypercfia’s groves he made abede, 

And taught mankind the counfels of the God. 
From him {prung Theoclymenus, who found 
(The facred wine yet foaming on the ground) 

Lelemachus: whom, asto Heaven he prefi'd 
Hi: ardiant vows, the ftranger thus addicfv’d : 

O thou: that doft thy happy courfe prepare 
With pure libations, and with folemn prayer ; 
By th&t dread Power to whom thy vows are 

P aid : 

By all ine lives of thefe; thy own deat head, 
Declare fincerely to no toe’s demand 
I'hy name, thy lineage, and paternal land. 

Prepare then, faid Telcemachus, to know 
A tale from falfehood free, not free from woe, 
From Ithaca, of royal birth, | came, 

And great Ulyffes (ever honour’d name !) 

Was once my fire: though now for ever loft 
In Stvgian gloom he glides a penfive ghott ! 
Whole fate tnquirig through the world we rove ; 
Lae left, the wretched, proof of*filial love. 
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The ftranger then: Nor fhall I aught conceal, 
But she dire fecret of my fate reveal. 
Of my own tribe an Argive wretch I flew ; 
Whofe powerful friends the lucklefs deed purfue 
With unrelenting rage, and force from home 
The bloed-ftain’d exile, ever doom’d to roam. 
But bear, O bear me o’er yon azure flood; 
Receive the fupphant ! {pare my deftin’d blood ! 
Stranger (replied the prince) fecurely rett 
Affianc’d in our faith ; herceforth our gueft. 
Thus affable, Ulyffes’ godlike heir 
Takesfromthe ftranger’s hand the glittering (pear: 
He climbs the thip, afcends the ftern with hatte, 
And by his fide the gueft accepted plac’d. 
The chief his orders fives: tl’ obedient band 
With due ebfervance wait the chief's command ; 
With {peed the matt they rear, with {peed unbind 
The {pacious fheet, and ftretch it to the wind, 
Minerva calls; the ready gales obey 
With rapid {peed to whirl them o’er the fea. 
Cranus they pafs’d, next Chalchis roll’d away, 
When thickening darknefs clos’d the doubttul day ; 
The filver Pheea’s glittering rills they oft, 
And fkimm’d along by Elis’ facred coatt. 
Then cautious through the rocky reaches wind, 
And, turning fudden, fhun the death defign’d. 
Mean time the king, Eumzus, and the reft, 
Sate in the cottage, at their rural feaft: 
The bang:iet pait, and fatiate every man, 
To try his hoft, Ulyfles thus began : 
Yet one night more, my friends indulge your 
guett ; 
The latt I purpofe in your walls to reft 
To-morrow for myfelf I muft provide, 
And only afk your counfel, and a guide: 
Patient to roam the ftreet, by hunger led, 
And blcfs the friendly hand that gives me bread. 
There in Ulyffes’ roof 1 may relate 
Ulyffes’ wanderings to his royal mate; 
Or, mingling with the fuitors’ haughty train, 
Not uudeferving fome fupport obtain. 
Hermes to me his various gifts imparts, 
Patron of induftry and manual arts: 
Few can with me in dextrous works contend, 
The pyre to build, the ftubbern oak to rend; 
To turn the tafteful viand o’er the flame ; 
Or foam the goblet with a purple ftream. 
Such are the talks of mcn ot mean eftate, 
Whom furtune dooms to ferve the rich and great. 
Alas! (Eumaus with a figh rejoin’d) 
How {prung a thought fo monftrous in thy mind ! 
If on that godlefs race thou would’ft attend, 
Fate owes thee fure a miferable end ! 
Their wrongs and blaf{phemies afcend the fky, 
And pull defcending vengeance from on hgh. 
Not fuch, my friend, the fervants of their featt ; 
A blooming train in rich embroidery drett, 
With earth’s whole tribute the bright table bends, 
And fmiling round celeftial youth attends. 
Stay then: no eye afkance beholds thee here: 
Sweet isthy converfe to each focial ear; 
Well-pleas’d, and pleafing, in our cottage reft, 
Till good Telamachus accepts his gueft 
With genial gifts, and change of fair atures, 
And fafe conveys thee where thy foul defires. 
To him the man of woes: O gracious Jove ! 


Reward this ftratger’s hofpitable love ! 
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Who knows the fon of forrow to relieve, 
Cheers the fad heart, nor lets affliction grieve. 
Of all the illsunhappy mortals know, 
A life of wanderings is the greateft woe : 
On all their weary paths wait care and pain, 
And pine and penury, a meagre train. 
T'ofuch a man fince harbour you afford, 
Relate the farther fortunes of your lord ; 
What cares his mother’s tender breaft engape, 
And fire forfaken on the verge of age ; 
Beneath the fun prolong they yet their breath, 
Or range the houfe of darknefs and of death? 
To whom the fwain: Attend what you inquire g 
Laertes lives, the miferable fire 
Lives, but implotes of every Power to lay 
The burden down, and withes for the day. 
Torn from his offspring in the eve of life, 
Torn from th’ embraces of his tender wife, 
Sole, and all comfortlefs, he waftes away 
Old age, untimely pofting ere his day. 
She tuo, fad mother! for Ulyffes loft 
Pin’d out her bloom, and vanifli’d to a ghoft. 
(So dire a fate, ye righteous Gads! avert, : 
From every friendly, every feeling heart '} 
While yet the was, tho” clouded o’er with grief, 
Her pleating converfe minifter’d relief: 
With Ctimene, her youngeft daughter, bred, 
One roof contain’d us, and one table fed. 
But when the foftly-fealing pace of time 
Crept on from childhood into youthful prime, 
To Samos’ ifle the fent the wedded fair ; 
Me to the fields, to tend the rural care ; 
Array’d in garments her own hands had wove, 
Nor lefs the darling object of her love. 
Her haplefs death my brighter days o’ercaft, 
Yet Providence deferts me not at lat; 
My prcfent labours food and drink procure, 
And more, the pleafure to relieve the poor. 
Smallis the comfort from the queen to hear 
Unwelcome news, or vex the royal car; 
Black and difcountenanc’d the fervants ftand, 
Nor dare to queftion where the proud commane ? 
No profit fprings bencath ufurping powers : 
Want feeds not there, where luxury devours, 
Nor harbours charity where tiot reigns : 
Proud are the lords, and wretched are the fwains. 
The fuffering chief at this began to melt; 
And, O Eumzus! thou (he cries) haft felt 
The {pite of fortune too! her cruel hand 
Snatch'd thee an infant from thy native land ¢ 
Suatch’d from thy parent’s army, thy parents’ eves, 
To early wants! a man of miferies ! 
‘hy whole {ad ttory, from its firft, declare 
Sunk the fair city by the rage of war, 
Where once thy parents dwelt? or did they keen, 
In humbler lite, the lowing herds and fheep? — 
So left perhaps to tend the fleecy train, 
Rude pirates feiz’d, and fhipp’d thee o’er the 
main? 
Doom’d a fair prize to grace fome prince’s board, 
The worthy purchafe of a foreign lord. 
If then my fortunes can delight my friend, 
A ftory fruitful $f events attend : 
Another's ferrows may thy car enjoy, 
And wine the lengthen’d intervals employ. 
Long nights the now declining year beitows ; 
A. part we confecrate to {vit repofe, 
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¢ part in pleafing talk we entertain ; 
‘or too much reft itfelf becomes a pain. 
Let thofe, whom fleep invites, the call obey, 
‘Their cares refuming with the dawning day : 
Here let us featt, and to the feaft be join’d 
Difcourfe, the fweeter banquet of the mind; 
Review the feries of onr lives, and tafte 
The melancholy joy of evils paft : 
For he who much has fuffer’d, much will know; 
And pleas’d remembrance builds delight on woe. 
Above Ortygia lies an ifle of fame, 
Far hence remote, and Syria is the name 
(There curious eyes inicrib’d with wonder trace 
The fun’s diurnal, and his annual race) ; 
Not larye, but fruitful; ttor’d with grafs, to keep 
‘The bellowing oxen, and the bleating theep ; 
Her floping hills the mantling vines adorn, 
And her rich valleys wave with golden corn. 
No want, no famine, the glad natives know, 
Nor fink by ficknefs to the thades below ; 
But when a length of years unnerves the ftrong, 
Apollo comes, and Cynthia comes along. 
‘They bend the filver bow with tender fkill, 
And, void of pain, the filent arrows kill. 
‘T'wo equal tribes this fertile land divide, 
Where two fair cities rife with equal pride. 
But both in conftant peace one prince obey, 
And Ctefius there, my father, holds the fway. 
Freighted, it feems, with toys of every fort 
A fhip of Sidon anchor’d in our port ; 
‘What-time it chanc’d the palace entertain’d, 
Skill'd in rich works, a woman of their land : 
‘This nymph, where anchor’d the Phoenician train 
‘To wath her robes defcending to the main, 
A f{mooth-tongued failor won her to his mind 
(For love de-eives the beft of woman-kind). 
A fudden truft from fudden liking grew ; 
She told her name, her race, and al] fhe knew. 
¥ too (fhe cried) from glorious Sidon came, 
My father Arybas, of wealthy fame ; 
But, {natch’d by pirates from my native place, 
‘The Taphian’s fold me to this man’s embrace. 
Hafte then (the falfe defigning youth reply’d) 
Hafte to thy country; love flall be thy guide ; 
afte to thy father’s houfe, thy father’s breatt, 
For ftill he lives, and lives with riches bleft, 
“ Swear firft (the cry’d) ye failors ! to reftore 
** A wretch in fafety to her native fhore.” i 
Swift as the afk’d, the ready {ailors fwore. 
She then proceeds: Now let our compact made 
Be nor by fignal nor by word betray’d, 
Nor near me any of your crew defcried 
By road frequented, nor by fountain fide. 
Be filence ftill our guard. The monarch’s {pies 
(For watchful age 1s ready to furmife) 
Are ftill at hand; and this, reveal’d, muft be 
Death to yourfelves, eternal chains to me. 
Your veftel loaded, and your traffic pat, 
Difpatch a wary mefienger with hatte : 
‘Then gold and coftly treatures will I bring, 
And more, the infant offspring of the king. 
Him, child-like wandering forth, ll lead away, 
(A noble prize !) and to your fhip convey. 
Thus {poke the dame, and homeward took the 
A year they traffic, and their veffel load, road. 
Their ftores complete, and ready now to weigh, 
A fpy was feat theur fummons to convey: 
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An artift to my father’s palace came, 

With gold and amber chains, elaborate frame ¢ 

Each female eye the glittering links employ, 

They turn, review, and cheapen every toy. 

He took th’ occafion as they fkood intent, 

Gave her the fign, and to his veffel went. 

She ftraight purfued, and feiz’d my willing arm; 

I follew’d fmiling, innocent of harm. 

Three golden goblets in the porch fhe found 

(The guefts not enter’d, but the table crown’d ; 

Hid in her fraudful bofom, thefe fhe bore : 

Now fet the fun, and darkened all the hore, 

Arriving then, where tilting on the tides 

Prepar’d to launch the freighted veffel rides ; 

Aboard they heave us, mount their decks, and 
{wee 

With level oar along the glaffy deep. 

Six calmy days and fix {mooth nights we fail, 

And conftant Jove fupplied the gerttle gale. 

The pia the fraudful wretch, (no caufe def- 
crie 

Touch’d by Diana’s vengeful arrow, died. 

Down dropp’d the caitiff-corfe, a worthlefs load, 

Down to the deep; there roll’d, the future food 

Of fierce fea-wolves, and monfters of the flood. § 

An helplefs infant, I remain’d behind ; 

Therice borne to Ithaca by wave and wind; 

So.d to: Laertes by divine command, 

And now adopted to a foreign land. 

‘ro him the king: Reciting thus thy cares, 
My fecret foul in all thy forrows fhares : 

But one choice bleffing (fuch is Jove’s high will) 
Has {weeten’d all thy bitter draught of ill: 

Torn from thy country to no haplefs end, 

The Gods have, in a matter, given a friend. 
Whatever trugal nature needs is thine, 

(For the needs little) daily bread and wine. 
While I, fo many wanderings paft and woes, 
Live but on what thy poverty bellows. 

So pafs’d in plealing dialogue away 7 
The night; then down to fhort repofe they lay; 
Till radiant rofe the meffenger of day, 5 
While in the port of Ithaca, the band 
Of young Telemachus approach’d the land ; 
Their fails they loos’d, they laih’d the 

afide, 
And caft their anchors, and the cables tied ; 
Then on the breezy fhore defcending join 
In grateful banquet o’er the rofy wine. 
When thus the prince : Now each his courfe pur- 
I to the fields, and to the city you. (fue 5 
Long abfent hence, I dedicate this day 
My fwains to vifit, and the works furvey. 
Expect me with the morn, tu pay the fkies 
Our d@bt of fafe return, in feaft and facrifice. 
Then Theoclymenus: But who fhall lend, 
Mean time, protection to thy ftranger-friend ? 
Straight to the queen and palace fhall I fly, 
Or, yet more diltant, to fome lord apply ? 

The prince return’d: Renown’d in days of yore 

Has ftvod our father’s hofpitable door ; 

No other roof a ftranger fhould receive, 

No other hands than ours the welcome give. 
But in my abience riot fills the place, 

Nor bears the modeft queen a ftranger’s face 3 
From nosfeful revel far remote fhe flies, 

But rarely feen, or feen with weeping eysy 
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No-.-let Eurymachus receive my guett, 

Of nature courteous, and by far the bef ; 

He wooes the queen with more re{pectful flame, 
Ard emulates ber former hufband’s fame : 

With what tuccefs,gtis Jove’s alone to know, 
And the hop’d nuptials turn to joy or woe. 

Thus fpeaking, on the right up-foar’d in air 
The hawk, Apoilo’s fwift-wing’d metfenger ; 
His deathful pounces tore a trembling dove ; 
The clotted feathers, featter’d from above, 
Between the hero and the veffel pour 
Thick plumage, mingled with a fanguine fhower. 

Th’ obferving augur took the pritice afide, 
Seiz’d by the hand, and thus prophetic cried : 
Yon bird that dexter*cuts th’ aérial ruad, 

Rofe ominous, nor flies without a Gad; 

No race but thine fhail Ithaca obey, 

To thine, for age}, Heavgn decrees the fway. 
Succeed the omen, Gods! (the youth rejoin’d) 
Soon thall my bounties {peak a grateful mind, 
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And foon each envied happinels attend 
The man, who calls Telemachus his friend. 
Then to Peirgeus--Thou whom time has provd 
A faithful fervant, by thy ptince belov'd ) ; 
Till we returning thall our gueit demand, 
Accept this charge with honouwt at our hand. 

To this Peireus: Joyfull obey, 
Well pleas’d the hofpitable rites to pay, 
The preience of thy gueft thall’beft reward 
(if long thy ftay) the abfence of my lord. 

With that their anchors be commands to weigh, 
Mount the tall bark, and launch into the fea. 
All with obedient hafte forfake the fhores, 
And, plac’d in order, {pread their equal oars. 
Then from the deck the prince his fandals takes; 
Pois’d in his hand the pointed javeltu fhakes. 
They part; while leffening from the hero’s view, 
Swift to the town the well-row'd galley flew z 
The hero trod the margin of the main, 
And reach’d the maafion of his faithful fwain, 
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THE ARGUMENT. ¥ 


The Difcovery of Ulyffcs to Telemachus. 


Tclemachus arriving at the lodge of Eummus fends him to carry Penelope the news of his return. Mis 
neiva appearing to Ulyfles, commands him to difcover himfelf to Kisfon. The princes, who had lain 
in ambufh to intercept Telemachus in his way, their project being defeated, return to Ithaca. 


Soon as the morning bluth’d along the plains 

Wlyfles and the monarch of the {wains 

Awake the flecping fires, their meal prepare, 

And forth to pafture fend the briftly care. 

The princes near approach the dogs de(cry, 

And fawning round his feet confe{s their joy. 

Their gentie blandifliment the king furvey’d, 

Heard his refounding ftep, and inflant faid : 

Some well known friend, Eumatus, beads this 

His fteps Thear; the dogs familiar play. [way; 
While vet be fpoke, the prince advancing drew 

Nigh to the lodge, and now appear'd in view. 

Tranfported from his feat Eumgus fprung, 

Dropp’d the full bowl, and round his bofom hung; 

Kiffing his cheek, his hand, while from his eye 

The tears rain’d copiousin a fhower of joy. 

As fome ford fire, who ten long winters grieves, 

From foreign climes an only fon receives, 

(Child of his age) with ftrong paternal joy 

Forward he {prings, and clafps the favourite boy: 

oround the youth his arms Eume#us {pread, 

As if the gtave had given him from the dead. 
And is it thou! my ever-dear delight ! 

Oh, art thu come to blefs my longing fight © 

Never, I‘hever hr. »'d to view this day, 

When o’er the waves you plough'd the defperate 


way. 

Enter, my child! beyond my hopes reftor’d, 

Oh give thefe eyes to feaft upon their lord ° 

Enter, oh feldom feen { for lawlefs powers 

Too much detain thee fum thy fylvan bowers, 
TTANS, 


The prince replied: Eumzus, I obey ; 
To feek thee, friend, I hjther took my way. 
But fay, 1f in the court the qucen refide, 
Severely chafte, or if commenc’d a bride ? 

Thus he: and thus the monarch of the {wains > 
Severely chafte Penelope rematns ; 
But, loft to every joy, the wastes the day 
In tedious cares, and weeps the night «way, 

He ended ; and (receiviug as they pats 
The javelin, pointed with a ftar of bra(s) 
They reach’d the dome; the dome with marble 
His feat Ulyffes tothe prisce reign’d. = [fhun’d. 
Not fo—-(exclaimi’d the prince with decent grace) 
For me, this houte fhall find an humbler place: 
T’ ufurp the honours due to filver hairs 
And reverend ftrangers, modeft youth forbears. 
luftant the fwain the {pouls of peatts tupphes, 
And bids the rural throne with oviers re. 
There fate the prince: the feaft Zum eus fpread, 
And heap’d the thining canitters with bread. 
Thick o’er the hoard the plentcous v ands lay, 
Che frugal remnants of the foie: day. 
Then in a bowl he tempers generous wines, 
Around whole verge a mins ivy twines. 
And now, the rage of thirft and hunger fled, 
Thus young Ulyfies to Eumzuy faid : 

Whence, father, from what fhore this ftran 
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What velfel hore him o'er the watery way ? 
To human Rep our land impervious lies, 


_ And round the coat circumfluent oceans rife. 
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The fwain returns: A tale of {orrows hear : 

In {pacious Crete he drew his natal air, 
Long doom’d to wander o’er the land and main, 
For Heaven has wove his thread of life with pain. 
Half-breathlefs"{caping to the land he flew 
From rhefprot mariners, a murderous crew. 
To thee, my fon, the fuppliant I refign, 
I gave him my protection, granthim thine. —+ 

Hard tafk, he cries, thy virtue gives thy friend, 
Willing to aid, unable to defend. 

Can ftrangers fafely in the court refide, 
>Midft the fwell’d infolence of luft and pride ? 
Ev’n [ unfafe: the queen in doubt to wed, 
Or pay due honours to the nuptial bed : 
Perhaps fhe weds regardlefs of her fame, 
Deaf to the mighty Ulyffzan name. 
However, flranger, from our grace receive 
Such honours as befit a prince to give; 
Sandals, a {word, and rubes, refpect to prove, 
Aud fafe to fail with ornaments of love. 

Till then, thy gueft amid the rural train, 

Far from the court, from danger far, detain. 
?Tis mine with food the hungry to fupply, 
And clothe the naked from th’ inclement fky. 
Here dwell in fafety from the fuitors wrongs, 
And the rude infulis of ungovern'd tongues. 
For fhouldil thou fuffer, powerlefs to relieve, 
X muft behold it, and can only grieve. 

The brave encompafs’d by an haftile train, 
O'erpower'd by numbers, is but brave in vain. 

To whom, while anger in his bofom glows, 
With warmth replies the man of mighty woes: 
Since audience mild 1» deign’d, permit my tongue 
At once to pity and refent thy wrong. 

My heart weeps blood to fee a foul fo brave 

Live to bate infolence of power a flave. e 

But tell me, doft thou, prince, doft thou behold, 

And hear, their midnight revels uncontrol’d? 

Say, do thy fubjects in bold fasion rile, 

Or priefts in fabled oracies advile? 

r are thy brothers, who fhouid aid thy power, 

Turn’d mean deferters in the needfut hour ? 

Oh! that I were from great Ulyfles fprung, 

Or that thefe wither’d nerves like thine were 
ftrung ; 

Or, Heavens! might he return! (and foon appear 

Hie fhall, 1 truft: a hero fcorns defpair !) 

Might he return, f yield my life a prey’ 

‘Vo my wortt foe, if that avenging day 

Be not their latt: but thould I lofe my life 

Opprefs’d by numbers in the glorious ftrife, 

I choofe the nobler part, and yield my breath, 

Rather than bear difhonour, worfe than death; 

Than fee the hand ot violence invade 

‘The reverend ranger, and the fpotlefs maid ; 

Than {ee the wealth of kings confum’d in wafte, 

The durnkard revel, and the gluttons feat. 

‘Lhus he, with anger flafhing from his eye; 
Sincere the youthful hero made reply : 
Nor leagued in factious arms my fiiedls rife, 
Nor priefts in fabled oracles advife ; 

Nor are my brothers who fhould aid my power 
Turn’d mean deferters in the needful hour. 

Ah me! I boatt ng brother ; eecee King 
Gives from our ftock an only branch to fpring, 
Alone Laertcs reign’d Arcefius’ heir, 

filone Ulyfles drew the vital air, 
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Aud I alone the bed connubial grac’d; 
An unbleft offspring of a fire unbleft t 
Each neighbourmg realm, conducive to our woe, 
Sends forth her peers, and every peer a foe: 
The court proud Samos and Wulichium fills, 
And lofty Zacinth crown’d with fhady hills, 
Ev’n Ithaca and all her lords invade 
Th’ imperial fceptre, and the regal bed: 
The queen,-averfe to love, yet aw’d by power, 
Seems half to yield, yet flies the bridal hour ! 
Mean time their licence uncontrol’d J bear ; 
Ev’n now they envy me the vital air: re} 
But Heaven will fure revenge, and Gods there 
But go, Kumeus! to the queen impart 
Our fafe return, and eafe a fother’s heart. 
Yet fecret go; for numerous are my foes, 
And here at leaft I may in peace repofe. 
To whom the fwain: I hear, and I obey: 
But old Laertes weeps his life away, 
And deems thee loft: hall I my fpeed employ 
To blefs his age; a meffenger of joy ? 
Phe mournful hour that tore his fon away 
Sent the fid fire in folitude to ftray ; 
Yet, bufied with his flaves to eafe his woe, 
He drefs'd the vine, and bade the garden blow, 
Nor food nor wine refus’d: but fince the day 
That you to Pylos plough’d the watery way, 
Nor wine nor food he taftes; but funk in woes, 
Wild fprings the vine, no more the garden 
blows : 
Shut from the walks of men, to pleafure loft, 
Penfive and pale he wanders, half a ghoft. 
Wretched old man! (with tears the prince ree 
turns) 
Yet ceafe to go—what man fo bleft but mourns * 
Were every wifh indulg’d by favouring fkies, 
This hour fhould give Ulyffes to my eyes. 
But to the queen with {peed difpatchful bear 
Our fafe return, and back with fpeed repair : 
And let fome handmaid of her train refort 
To good Laertes in his rural court. 
While yet he {poke, impatient of delay, 
He brac’d his fandals on, and ftrode away : 
Then from the Heavens the Martial Goddels flies 
Throwgh the wide fields of air, and cleaves the 
In form a virgin in foft beauty’s bloom, __[{kies ; 
Skill’d in th’ illuftrious labours of the loom. 
Alone to Ithacus fhe ftood difplay’d, 
But unapparent as a viewlefs fhade 
Efcap'’d Telemachus (the Pewers above, 
Seen or unfeen, o’er earth at pleafure move) ¢ 
The dogs intelligent confefs the tread 
Of power divine ; and, howling, trembling, fled. 
The Goddefs, beckoning, waves her deathlefs 
ehands; 
Dauntlefs the king before the Goddefs ftands. 
‘Then why (the faid) © favour'd of the thies ! 
Why to thy godlike fon this long difguife? 
Stand forth reveal’d: with him thy cares employ 
Againft thy foes; be valiant, and deftroy! 
Lo! I defcend in that avenging hour, 
To combat by thy fide, thy guardian Power. 
She a dnd o’er him waves her wand of 
gold ; 
Imperial robes his marly limbs infold ; 
At once with grace divine his frame improves ¢ 
At once with majefty enlarg’d he moves : 
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Youth flufh’d his reddening cheek, and from his 


rows 
A length of hair in fable ringlets flows ; 
His blackening chin receives a deeper fhade ; 
Then from his eyes gp{prung the Warrior Maid. 
The hero re-afcends : the prince o’er-aw’d 
Scarce lifts his eyes, and bows as to a God. 
Then with furprife (furprife chaftis’d by fears) 
How art thou chang’d ! (he cry’d) a God appears! 
Far other vefts thy limbs majeftic grace, 
Far other glories lighten from thy face ! 
If Heaven be thy abode, with pious care 
Lo! I the ready facrifice prepare : 
Lo ! gifts of labour’d gold adorn thy fhrine, 
To win thy grace: ch fave us, Power Divine ! 
Few are my days, Ulyffes made reply, 
Nor I, alas! defcendant of the fky. 
Iam thy father. Oh my fon! my fon! 
That father, for whofe fake thy days have run 
One fcene of woe ; to endlefs cares confign'd, 
And outrag’d by the wrongs of bafe mankind. 
Then ruthing to his arms, he kifs’d his boy 
With the ftrong raptures of a parent’s joy. 
Tears bathe his cheek, and tears the ground be- 
dew : 
He ftrain’d him clofe, as to his bremt he grew. 
Ah me ! (exclaims the prince with fond defire) 
Thou art---no, thou can’{t not be my fire. 
Heaven fuch illufion only can impofe, 
By the falfe joy to aggravate my woes. 
Who but a God can change the general doom, 
And give to wither’d age a youthful bloom ? 
Late, worn with years, in weeds obicene you 
trod ; 
Now, cloth’d in majefty, you move a God ! 
Forbear, he cry’d; for Heaven referve that 
Give to thy father, but a father’sclaim: [name, 
Other Ulyffes thalt thou never fee, 
Iam Ulyffes, I (my fon) am he. 
Twice ten fad years o’er earth and ocean toft, 
*Tis given at length to view my native coaft. 
Pallas, unconquer’d Maid, my frame furrounds 
With grace divine ; her power admits no bounds: 
She o’er my limbs old age and wrinkles fhed ; 
Now, ftrong as youth, magnificent I tread. 
The Gods with eafe frail man deprefs or raife, 
Exalt the lowly, or the proud debafe. 
He {poke, and fate. The prince with tranfport 
flew, {dew : 
Hung round his neck, while tears his cheek be- 
Wor lefs the father pour'd a focial flood ! 
They wept abundant, and they wept aloud. 
As the bold eagle with fierce forrow ftung, 
Or parent vulture, mourns her ravifh’d young; 
They cry, they fcream, their unfledg'd brood a 
rey 
To tine rude churl, and borne by ftealth away ; 
So they aloud : and tears in tides had run, 
Their grief unfinifh’d with the fetting fun: 
But checking the full torrent in its flow, 
The prince thus interrupts the folemn woe. 
What thip tranfported thee, O father, fay, “ 
And what blefs’d hands have oar’d thee on the 
All, all (Ulyifes.inftant made reply) = [way? 
I tell thee all, my child, my only joy ! 
Pheacians bore me to the port affign’d, 
A nation ever tothe ftranger kind; 
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Wrapp’d in th’ embrace of fleep, the faithful train 
O’er feas convey’d me to my native reign: 


' Embroider’d veftures, gold, and brafé, are laid 


Conceal’d in caverns in the fylvan fhade. 
Hither, intent the rival rout to flay, 
And plan the fcene of death, I bend my way: 
So Pallas wills---but thou, my fon, explain 
The names and numbers of th’ audacious train s 
’*Tis mine to judge if better to employ 
Affiftant force, or fingly to deftroy. (name, 
O’er earth (returns the prince) refounds thy 
Thy well-tried wifdom, and thy martial fame, 
Yet at thy words I ftart, in wonder loft; 
Can we engage, not decades, but an hoft ? 
Can we alone in furious battle ftand, 
Againft that numerous and determin’d band ? 
Hear then their numbers: from Dulichium came 
Twice twenty-fix, all peers of mighty name, 
Six are their menial train: twice twelve the boatt 
Of Samos; twenty from Zacgnthus’ coatt : 
And twelve our country’s pride : to thefe belong 
Medon and Phemius fkill’d in heaveniy tong. 
Two fewers from day to day the revels wait, 
Exact of tafte, and ferve the feaft in ftate. 
With fuch a foe th’ unequal fight to try, 
Were by falfe courage unreveng’d to die. 
Then what affiftant powers your boaft, relate, 
Ere yet we mingle in the ftern debate. 
Mark well my voice, Ulyffes ftraight replies = 
What necd of aids, if favnur’d by the fkies ? 
If fhielded to the dreadful fight we move, 
By mighty Pallas, and by thundering Jove. 
Sufficient they (Telemachus rejoin’d) 
Againt the banded powers of all mankind : 
They, high enthron’d above the rolling clouds; 
Witier phe ftrength of man, and awe the Gods. 
Such aids expeét, he cries, when ftrongin might 
We rife terrific to the tafk of fight. 
But thou, when morn falutes th’ aerial plain, 
The court revifit and the Jawlefs train : 
Me thither in difguife Eumzus leads, 
An aged mendicant in tatter’d weeds. 
‘Uhere, if bafe fcorn infult my reverend age ; 
Bear it, my fon! reprefs thy rifing rage. 
If outrag’d, ceafe that outrage to repel; 
Bear it, my fon! howe’er thy heart rebel. 
Yet ftrive by prayer and counfel to reftrain 
Their lawleis infults, though thou ftrive in wain ¢ 
For wicked cars are deaf to ‘Wifdom’s call, 
And vengeance ftrikes whom heaven has doom’d 
to fall. [fpires 
Once more attend : When ¢ fhe whole power in- 
The thinking mind, my foul to vengeance fires ; 
I give the fign: that inftant, from beneath, 
Aloft convey the inftruments of death, 
Armour and arms; and if miftruft arife, 
Thus veil the truth in plaufible difguife : 
a bere glittering weapons, ere he fail’d to 
“we roy, 
Ulyffes view'’d with ftern heroic joy: [fhone: 
Then, beaming o'er th’ illumin’d wall they 
Now dutt difhonours, all their luftre gone. 
“ I bear them hence ,fo Jove my foul infpires) 
“ From the pollution of the fuming fires ; 
* Left, when-the bow! inflames, in vengéful mood 
“* Ye rufh to arms, and ftain the feaft with blood: 
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“ Oft ready fwords in lucklefs heur incite 
“ The hand of wrath, and arm it for the fight.” 
Such be the plea, and by the plea deceive : 
For Jove infatuates all, and all believe. 
Yet leave for each of us a fword to wield, 
A pointed javelin, and a fenceful fhield. 
But by my blood that in thy bofom glows, 
By that regard, a fon his father owes ; 
The fecret, that thy father lives, retain 
Lock’d in thy bofom from the houfehold train ; 
Hide it from all; even from Eumeus hide, 
From my dear father, and my dearer bride. 
One care remains, to note the loyal few 
Whofe faith yet lafts among the menial crew; 
And, noting, ere we rife in vengeance, prove 
Tho loves his prince; tor {ure you merit love. 
To whom the youth : To emulate I aim 
‘The brave and wife, and my great father’s fame. 
But re-confider, fince the wifeft err, 
‘Vengeance refolv’d, "tis dangerous to defer. 
What length of time muft we confume in vain, 
Too curious to explore the menial train ? 
While the proud foes, induftrious to deftroy 
' Thy wealth in riot, the delay enjoy. 
Suffice it in this exigence alone 
To mark the damfels that attend the throne: 
Difpers’d the youth refides ; their faith to prove 
Jove grants henceforth, if thou haft fpoke from 
ove, 
whit. in debate they wafte the hours away, 
‘Th’ affociates of the prince repafs’d the bay ; 
With {peed they guide the veffel to the fhores ; 
With fpved debarking land the naval ftores; 
Then, faithful to their charge, to Clytius bear, 
And truft the prefents to his friendly care. 
Swift to the queen a herald flies t? impart 
Her fon's return, and eafe a parent’s heart ; 
Left, a fad prey to ever-mufing cares, 
Pale prief dettroy what time a while forbears. 
Th’ uncautious herald with impatience burns, 
And cries aloud: Thy fon, O Queen, returns: 
Eumecus fage approach’d th’ imperial throne, 
And breath'd his mandate to her ear alone, 
Then meafur'd back the way---The fuitor band, 
Stung to the foul, abafh’d, confounded, ftand ; 
And iffuing from the dome, before the gate, 
With ionten looks, a pale affembly fate. 
At length Eurymachus: Our hopes are vain; 
Telemachus in triumph fails the main. 
Hafte, rear the maft, the {welling fhroud dif- 
play ; 
Hafte, to our ambuth’d friends the news convey. 
Scarce had he {poke, when, turning to the 
ftrand, 
Amphinomus furvey’d th’ affociate band ; 
Full to the bay within the winding fhores 
Witlr gather’d fails they ftuod, and lifted oars. 
© friends ! he cry'd, elate with rifing joy, 
See to the port fecure the veffel fy! 

Some God ‘has toid them, or themfelves furvey 
The bark efcap’d ; and meafure back their way. 
Swift at the word defcending to the thores, 

They moor the vefle] and unlade the ftores: 
Then moying from the ftrand, apart they fate, 
And full and frequent, form’d a dire debate. 
Lives then the boy? he lives (Antinous cries) 
‘The care of Gods and favourite of the fkies, 
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All night we watch'd, til with her orient 
wheels 

Aurora flar’d above the eaftern hills, 

And from the lofty brow of rocks by day 

Took in the ocean with a brand furvey : 

Yet fafe he fails! the Powers celeftial give 

To fhun the hidden fnares of death, eg hve. 

But die he hall, and thus condemn’d to bleed. 

Be now the tcene of inftant death decreed : 

Hope ye fuccefs ? undaunted crufh the foe. 

Is he not wife ? know this, and ftrike the blow. 

Wait ye, till he to arms in council draws 

The Greeks, averfe too juftly to our caufe ? 

Strike ere, the ftates conven’d, the foe betray 

Our murderous ambufh on the watery way. 

Or choofe ye vagrant from their rage to fly 

Outcafts of earth, to breathe an unknown fky ? 

The brave prevent misfortune ; then be brave, 

And bury future danger in his grave. 

Returns he? ambuth’d we'll his walk invade, 

Or where he hides in folitude and fhade : 

And give the palace to the queen a dower, 

Or him fhe bleffes in the bridal hour. 

But if fubmiffive you refign the fway, 

Slaves to a boy; go, flatter and obcy. 

Retire we inftént to our native reign, 

Nor be the wealth of kings confum’d in vain; 

Then wed whom choice approves: the queen be 
given [ven. 

To fome blef prince, the prince decreed by Hea- 

Abath'd, the (uitor train his voice attends ; 
Till from his throne Amphinomus afcends, 
Who o’er Dulicium ftretch’d his fpacious reign, 
A land of plenty, bleft with every grain: 
Chief of the numbers who the queen addrefs’d, 
And though difpleafing, yet difpleafing leatt. 
Soft were his words ; his actions wifdom fway'ds 
Graceful a while he paus’d, then mildly faid : 

O friends, forbear! and be the thought with. 

ftood : 

’Tis horrible to fhed imperial bloed ! 
Confplt we Grit th’ all-feeing powers above, 
And the fure oracles of righteous Jove. 
If they aflent, ev’n by this hand he dies; 
If they forbid, I war not with the tkies. 

He faid: The rival train his voice approw’d, 
And rifing inftant to the palace mov’d. 

Arriv’d, with wild tumultuous noile they fate, 
Recumbent on the fhining thrones of fate. 

The Medon, confcious of their dire debates, 
The murderous council to the queen relates. 
Touch'd at the dreadful ftory fhe defcends: 

Her hafty fteps a damfel.train attends. 

Full where the dome its fhining valves expands, 
Sudde# before the rival powers fhe ftands: 
And, veiling decent with a modeft fhade : 
Her cheek, indignant to Antinous faid : 

O void of faith ! of all bad men the wort ! 
Renown’d for widdom, by th’ abufe accurs’d ! 
Miftaking fame proclaims thy generous mind ! 
Thy deeds denote thee of the bafeft kind. 
Wretch ! to deftroy a prince that friendihip gives, 
While in his sueft his murderer he receives: 

Nor dread fuperior Jove, to whom belong 
The caufe of iuppliants, and revenge of wrong. 
Haft thou forget (ingratefol as thou art) 
Who fav'd thy.father with a friendly part? 
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Lawlefs he ravag’d with his martial powers 
The Taphyan pirates on Threfputia’s thores ; 
Enrag’d, his life, his treafures they demand ; 
Ulyfies fav’d him from Ae avenger’s hand. 
And would’f thou evil for his good repay ? 
His bed difhonour, and his houfe betray ? 
Afflict his queen? and with a murderous hand 
Deftroy his heir ?——-but ceafe, tis I command. 
Far hence thofe fcars, (Kurymachus reply’d) 
O prudent princefs! bid thy foul confide. 
Breathes there a man who dares that hero flay, 
While I behold the golden light of day ? 
No: by the righteoug Powers of Heaven I {wear, 
His blood in vengeance f{mokes upon my fpear. 
Ulyffes, when my infant days I led, 
With wine fuffic’d me, and with dainties fed : 
Mg generous foul abhors th’ ungrateful part, 
And my friend’s fon lives deareft tomy heart. 
Then fear no mortal arm; if Heaven deftroy, 
We mutt refign : for man is born to die. [fpir'd : 
Thus fmooth he ended, yet his death con- 
Then forrowing, with fad ftep the queeh retir’d, 
With ftreaming eyes all comfortlefs deplor’d, 
Touch’d with the dear remembrance of her lord : 
Nor ceas’d till Pallas bid her forrows fly, 
And in foft flumber feal’d her flowing eye. 
And now Eumeus, at the evening hour, 
Came late returning to his {ylvan bower. 
U!yffes and his fon had drefs’d with art 
A. yearling boar, and gave the Gods their part. 
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Holy repaft ! That inftant from the fkies 

The Martial Goddefs to Ulyfles fics : 

She waves her golden wand, and re .afflumes 

From every feature every grace that blooms; 

At once his veftures change; at once fle thedg 

Age o’er his limbs, that tremble as he treads; 

Left to the queen the fwain with tranfport fly, 

Unable to contain th’ unruly joy. {claim 

When near he drew, the prince breaks forth : Pro. 

What tidings, friend ? what {peaks the voice of 

Fame? 

Say, if the fuitors meafure back the main, 

Or ftill in ambuth thirft for blood in vain? 
Whether, he cries, they meafure back the flood, 

Or fill in ambufh thirft in vain for blood, 

Ef ap’d my care: where lawlefs fuitors fway, 

Thy mandate borne, my foul difdaind to ftay. 

But from th’ Hermwan height I caft a view 

Where to the port a bark high bounding flew ; 

Her freight a fhinning band: with martial air 

Each pois’d his fhield, and each advanc’d his {pear : 

And, if aright thefe fearching eyes furvey, 

Th’ eluded fuitors ftem the watcry way.  [wiles, 
The prince, well pleas’d to difappoint their 

Steals on his fire a glance, and fecret {miles. 

And now, a fhort repaft prepar’d, they fed, 

Till the keen rage of craving hunger ficd, 

Shen to repofe withdrawn, apart they lay, 

Aad in fott deep forgot the cares of day. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


Telemachus returning to the city relates ta Penelope the fum of his travels. Ulyffes is conducted hy 
Eumeus to the palace, where his old dog Argus acknowledges his mafter, after an abience of twen- 


ty years, and dies with joy. _ 
ors, whofe behaviour is deicribed. 


Soon as Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 
Sprinkled with rofeate hght the dewy lawn ; 
In hatte the prince arufe, prepar’d to part ; 
His hand impatient gratps the pointed dart; - 
Fair on his feet the politl’d fandals thine, 
And thus he greets the mattcr of the fwine: 
My friend, adieu ; let this fhort ftay fuffice ; 
{hafte to meet my mother’s longing eyes) { 
And end her tears, her forrows, and her fighs. 
But thou, attentive, what we order heed ; 
This haplefs ftranger to the city lead ; 
By public bounty let him there be fed, 
And blefs the hand that ftretches forth the bread. 
To wipe the tears from all afflicted eyes, 
My will may covet, but my power denies. 
If this raife anger in the ftranger’s thought, 
The pain of anger punifhes the fault : 
The very truth I undifguis’d declare ; 
For what fo eafy as to be fincere ? 

To this Ulyff3: What the prince requires 
Of fwift removal, feconds my defires, 


Eum@eus returns into the country, and Ulytles remains among the fuit- 


To want like mine the peopled town can yield 
More hopes of comfort than the lonely field 
Nor fits my age to till the labour’d lands, 
Or ftoop to tatks a rural lord demands, 
Adieu ! but, fince this ragged garb can bear 
So ill th’ inclemencics of morning air, 
A few houts fpace permit me here to ftay ; 
My fteps Eumaus {hall to town convey, i 
Wuh riper beams when Phebus warms the day. 
Thus he: nor aught Telemachus reply’d, 
But left the manfion with a lofty ftride : 
Schemes of revenge his pondering breaft elate, 
Revolving deep the fuitors fudden fate 
Arriving now before th’ imperial hall ; 
He props his {pear againft the pillar’d wall; 
Then like a lion o’er the threfhald bounds ; 
The marblepavement with his {tep refounds ; 
His eye firft glanc’d where Euryclea {preads 
With furry {poils of beafts the fplendid beds : 
She faw, fhe wept, fhe ran with eager pace, 
And reach’d her maiter with along craviace. 
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All crowded round the family appears 
With wild entrancement, and ecftatic tears 
Swift from above defcends the royal fair 
(Her beauteous cheeks the blufhof Venus wes, 
Chaften'd with coy Diana’s penfive air) ; 
Hangs o'er her fon ; in his embraces dies ; 
Rains kiffes on his neck, his face, his eyes ; 
Kew words fhe fpoke, though much fhe had to fay ; 
And fcarce thofe few, for tears, could force their 
way. el 
Light of my eyes! he comes! unhop'd-for joy ! 
Has Heaven trom Pylos brought my lovely boy ? 
So f{natch’d froto all our carcs!---Tell, hatt thou 
known 
Thy father’s tate > and tell me all thy own. 
O deareti, mott rever’d of womtn kind ! 
Ceafe with thofe tears to melt a manly mind 
(Replied the prince): nor be our fates deplor’d, 
From death and treafon to thy arms rettor’d. 
Go bathe, and, rob’d in white, afcc nd the towers; 
With allthy hau@maidsthank the um tal powers ; 
To every God vow hecatombs to blecd, 
And call Jove’s ven: cance on their guilty deed. 
While to th’ affembled council [ repair ; 
A itranger fent by Heaven attends me there; 
My new-accepted guett i hafte to find, 
Now to Pirzus’ honour’d charge confgn’d. 
The matron heard, nor was his word In vain. 
She bath'd; and, rubb’d in white, with all her 
train, 
‘To every God vow’d hecatombs to bleed, 
And call'd Jove’s vengeance on the guilty deed. 
Aun’d with his lance, the prince then pafs’d the 


ate 5; 
Two igs behind, a faithful guard, await; © 
Pallas his form with grace divine improves ; 
The gazing crowd admires him as he moves: 
Him, gathering round, the haughty fuitors greet 
With femblance fair, but inward deep deceit. 
Their falfe addretles generous he denied, 
Pafs’d on, and fate by faithful Mentor’s fide ; 
Wuh Antiphus, and Halitherfes fage 
(His father’s counfellors, rever’d for ape). 
@t his own foitunes, and Ulyilis’ fame, 
Mech afk’d the feniors; till Pirzus came, 
‘The ftranger-; uelt purfued him clofe behind ; 
Whom when ‘Yelemachus beheld, he join’d, 
He (when Pirzus afk’d for faves to bring 
The gifts and treasures of the Spartan king) 
Thus thoughtful anfuer’d: Thofe we fhall not 
"nove, 
Dark and unconfcious of the will of Jove; 
We know not yet the full event of all: 
Sfabb'd in his palacg if your prince muft fall, 
Us, and our houfe, if tieafon muft o’erthrow, 
Better a friend poficfs them, than 4 foe: 
If death to thefe, and vengeance Heaven decree, 
Ri. hes are welcome then, not effe, to me. 
Till then retain the gifts.---The hero faid, 
And in his hand the willing ttranger Jed. 
Then dif-array'd, the fhining bath thev fought. 
(With unguents fmooth) of polifi’d marble 
‘ wrought; ‘ 
Obedient handmaids with affiftant toil 
Supplv the limpid wave, and fragrant oil : 
Then c’cr their limbs refulgent robes they threw, 
And icelh from bathing to their feats withdrew, 
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The golden ewer a nymph attendant brings, | 
Replenith’d from the pure tranflucent fprings 
With copious ftreams that golden ewer fupplies 
A filver laver of capacious ia: 

They wafh: the table, in fair order {pread, 

Is pil’d with viands and the ftrength of bread. 


‘Full appofite, before the folding gate, 


The penfive mother fits in humble ftate ; 
Lowly the tate, and with dejected view 

The fleecy threads her ivory fingers drew. 

‘The prince and ftranger fhar'd the genial feaft, 
Till .ow the rage of thirft and hunger ceas’d. 

When thus the queen; My fon! my only friend! 
Say, to nry mournful couch fhall I afcend ? 

( he couch deferted now a length of years ; 
Vhe couch for ever water’d with my tears!) 
Say. wilt thou not (ere yet the fuiter-crew 
Return, and ritt fhakes our walls anew) 
Say, wilt thou not the Jeaft account aftord ? 
The Jeaft glad tidings of my abfent lord? 

To her the youth: We reach’d the Pylian plains, 
Where Neftor, {hepherd of bis people, reigns. 
All arts of tendernets to him are known, 

Kind to Ulyffes’ race as to his own ; 

No father with a fonder gralp of joy 

Strans to his bofom his long-abfent boy. 

But all unknowuy, if yet Ulyfles breathe, 

Or ghde a {pectre in the realms beneath ; 
For tarthcr fearch, his rapid fteeds tranfport 
My lengthen’d journey to the Spartan court. 
There Argive Helen | beheld, whole charms 
(So Heaven decreed) engug’d the great in urms.- 
My caufe of coming told, he thus rcjourd ; 
And ftill his words live pertect in my mind. 

Heavens ! would a foft, inglonous, daftard train 
An abfcnt hero’s nuptial joys protane ! 

So with her young, amid the woodland fhades, 

A timorous hind the lion’s court invades, 

Leavesin that fatal lair her tender fawns, 

And climbs the cliff, or feeds along the lawns ; 

Mean time returning, with remorfele{s {way 

The monaich favage rends the panting prey : 

With equal tary, and with cqual fame, 

Shall great Ulyffes re-aflert his claim. 

O Jove! Supreme! whom men and Gods revere ; 

And thou whofe luftre gilds the rolling {phere * 

With power congenial juin’d, propitious aid 

The chief adupted by the Martial-Maid ! 

Such to our wifh the warrior foon reftore, 

As when, contending on the Lefbian thore, 

His prowels Philomelides confeis’d, 

And loud-acclaiming Greeks the victor blefs’d : 

Then foon th’ invaders of his bed and throne 

Their leve prefumptuous fhall by death atone ; 

Now’what you queftion of my ancient friend, 

With truth I anfwer; thou the truth attend. 

Learn what I heard the * fea-born feer relate, 

Whofe eyes can pierce the dark recefs of fate. ' 

Soie in an jfle, imprifon'd by the main, 

The fad furvivor of his numerous train, 

Ulyffes lies; detain’d by magic charms. 

And prefs’d unwilling in Calypfo’s arms. 

No failors there, no veffels to convey, 

Nor oats to cut th’ immeafurable way-~ 

This told Atrides and he told no mare, 

Thente fafe I voyag’d to my nativt hore. 
Proteus. ~ 
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He ceas’d; nor made the penfive queen reply, 
But droop’d her head, and drew a fecret figh. 
When Theolclymenus the feer began: 

O fuffering confort,of the fuffering man! 

What human knowledge could, thofe kings might 

But I the fecrets of high Heavenreveal. , [tell; 

Before the firft of Gods be this declar'd, 

Before the board whofe bletlings we have fhar’d : 

Witnefs the genial rites, and witnefs all 

This houfe holds facred in her ample wall! 

Ev’n now this inftant, great Ulyfics lay’d 

Ad reft, or wandering in his country’s fhade, 

Their guilty deeds, in hearing and 1n view, 

Secret revolves; arfl plans the vengeance due. 

Of this {ure auguries the Gods beftow’d, 

When firft our veflel anchor’d in your road. 

¢ succeed thofe omens, Heaven! (the queen re. 
join’d) 

Sq fhall our bounties {peak a grateful mind ; 

And every envied happineis attend 

The man, who calls Penelope his friend. 

Thus commun’'d they: while in the marble court 
(Scene of their infulence) the lords refort ; 
Athwart the fpacious {quare cach tries his art, 
To whirl the difk, or aim the miffile dart. 

Now did the hour of {weet repaft artive, 

And from the field the vidliim flocks they drive ; 
Medon the herald (one who pleas’d them bett, 
And honour’d with a portion of their feat) 

To bid the banquet, interrupts their pay. 

Swift to the hall they hafte; afide they lay t 
Their garments, and, fuccin¢t, the victims flay. 
Then fheep and goats, and briftly porkers bled, 
And the proud tteer was o’er the marble f{pread. 

While thus the copious banquet they provide ; 
Along the road converfing fide by fide, 

Proceed Ulyffes and the faithful {wain: 
When thus Eumzus, generous and humane : 

To town, obfervant of our lord’s behett, 

Now let usipeed: my friend, nomore my gueft ! 
Yet like mytelf I with’d thee here preferr’d, 
Guard of the flock or heeper of the herd. 

But much to raife my maitter’s wrath I fear ; 

The wrath of princes ever is fevere. 

Then heed his will, and be our journey made 7 
While the broad beams of Phoebus are difplay’d, 
Or cre brown evening {preads he: chilly fhade. S 

Juit thy advice, (the prudent chief rejain’d) 
And fuch asfuits the dictate of my mind. 

Lead on: but help me tu fome ftaff, to ftay 
My feeble ftep, fince rugged is the way. 

Acrofs his thoulders then the fcrip he flung, 
Wide-patch'd, and faften’d by a twilted thong. 
A ftuff Eumseus gave. Along the way 
Cheerly they fare: behind, the keepers fay : 
Thefe with their watchful dogs (a conftant guard) 
Supply his abfence, and attend the herd. 

And now his city ftrikes the monarch’s eyes, 
Alas! how chang’d! a man of miferies; 
Propp’d on a ftaf, a beggar old and bare, 

In rags difhoncit fluttering with the air! 

Now pafs’d the rugged road, they journey down 
The cavern’d way defcending to the town, 
Where, trom the rock, with liquid Japfe diftils 
A limpid fount ; that, fpreads in parting rills, 
Jts cu.rent’thance to ferve the city brings: 

Ag ufetul wok adora’d by ancient kings. 


Neritus, Ithacus, Polyétor, there, 
In {culptur’d ftone immortaliz’d their care, 
In marble urns receiv'd it from above, 
And fhaded with a green, furrounding grove ; 
Where filver alders, in high arches twin’, 
Drink the cold ftream, and tremble to the wind, 
Beneath, iequefter'd to the nymphs, is feen 
A moffy altar, deep embower’d in green ; 
Where conftant vows by travellers are paid, 
And holy horrors folemn ze the fhade. 
Here with his goats (not vow'd to facred flame, 
But pamper’d luxury) Melanthius came: 
Two groomsattend him. With an envious look 
He ey’d the ftranger, and impcrious {poke : 
The good old proverb how this pair fulfil! 
Oue rogue is ufher to another ftill. 
Heaven with a fecret principle endued 
M.nkind, to feek their own fimilitude. [gueft ? 
Where oes the fwine-herd with that ill-look’d 
Chat giant glutton, dreadtul at a feat? 
Full many a polt have thofe broad fhoulders worn, 
From every great man’s gate repuls’d with fcorn; 
To no brave prize afpir’d the worthlefs fwain, 
{was but for {craps he afk’d, and afk’d in vain. 
lo beg, than work, he better underftands ; 
Or we perhaps might take him off thy hands, 
For any othce could the flave be good, 
Io cleanfe the fold, or help the kids to food ; 
If any labour thofe big joints could learn, 
Some whey, to wath his bowels, he might earn. 
To cringe, to whine, his idle hands to fpread, 
Is all, by which that gracelefs maw is fed. 
Yet hear me! if thy impudence but dare 
Approach yon walls, 1 prophefy thy fare: 
Deaily, full dearly, thalt thou buy thy bicad 
With many a tootttool thundering at thy head. 
He thus: no: infolent of word alone, 
Spurn’d with his ruftic heel his king unknown ; 
Spurn’d, bur not mov'd: he like a pillar ftvod, 
Nor ftirr’d an inv h, contemptuous, from the road : 
Doubtful, or with his ftaff to ftrike him dead, 
Or greet the pavement with his worthlefs head. 
Short was that doubt; to quell his rage inur’d, 
The hero ttood felf-conquer'd, and endur’d. 
But, hateful of the wretch, Eumzus heav'd 
His hands obtefting, and this prayct conceiv’d : 
Daughters of Jove! who from th’ ethereal bowers 
Defcend to {well the fprings, and feed the flowers ! 
Nymphs of this fountain: to whole facred names 
Our rural victims mount in blazing flames ! 
To whom Ulyffes’ piety preferr'd 
The ycarly tirftlings of his flock and herd ; 
Succeed my wifh; your votary reftore: 
Oh, be fome God his convoy to our fhore ! 
Due pains fhall punith then this flave’s offence, 
And humble all his airs ot infolence, 
Wha, proudly ftalking, leaves the herds at large, 
Cominences courtier, and neglects his charge. 
What mutters he? (Melanthius fharp rejoins) 
This crafty mifcreant big with dark deligns ! 
The day thall come; nay, "tis already near, 
When, flave ! to {cll thee at a price too dear, 
Mutt be my care; and hence trantport thee o’er, 
(A load fhd {candal to this happy fhore). 
Oh! that as furely gicat Apollo’s dart, 
Or fome brave fuitor’s fword, might pierce tla 


heart ; 
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Of the proud fon; as that wé ftand this pour 
Tn lafting fafety from the father's power ! 

So {poke the wretth, but, thunning farther 

fray, : ‘Iway. 

Turn'd his proud &ep, and left thein on their 
Straight to the feaftfl palace he repair’d, 
Familiar enter’d, and the banquet fhar’d; 
Beneath Eurgmachus, his patron lord, 
He took hisplace, and plenty heap’d the board. 

Mean time they heard, foft-circling in the iky, 
Sweet airs aicend, and heavenly minftrelfy 
(For Phemius to the lyre attun’d the Rrain) : 
Ulyfles hearken’d, thert addre(s’d the {wain : 

Well may this palace admiration claim, 
Great, and refpondent to the mafter’s fame ! 
Stace above ftage th’ imperial ftrudure ftands, 
Holds the chief honours, and the town commands : 
High walls and battlements the courts enclofe, 
And the ftrong guefts defy an hoft of foes 
Far other cares its dwellers now employ ; 

The throng'd ailembly, and the feaft of joy : 
1 fee the fmokes of facritice aipire, 
‘And hear (what graces every feaft) the lyre. 

Then thus Eumzus: fudge we which were bef; 
Amidft yon revellers a tudden gueft 
Choofle you to mingle, while behind I ftay ? 

Or I firft entering introduce the way ? 

Wait for a {pace withont, byt wait not long ; 
This is the houfe of violence and wrong: 
Some rude infulr thy reverend age may bear; 
For like thei: lawlefs lords the feivants are. 

Jutt is, O friend’? thy caution, and addrefs'd 
(Replied the chiet) to no unheedful brea tt; 

The wrongs and injuries of bafe mankind 
Fref to my fenie, and always in my mind. ‘ 
The bravely-patient to no fortune yields : 

On rolus x oceans, aud in fighting fields, 

Storms haye I pafs’d, and many a ftern debate ; 

And now in humbler fcene fubmit to Fate. 

What cannot Want? The bleft fhe will expofe, 

And I am learn’d in all her train of woes; 

She fills with navies, hofts, and loud alarms, 

The fea, the land, and thakes the world with 
arms ! 

Thus, near the gates conferring as they drew, 
Argus, the dog, his ancient mafter knew ; 
He, not uncenicious of the voice and tread, 
Lifts to the found his ear, and rears his head ; 
Pred by Ulyiles, nourifli'd at his board, 
Dut, ah! net fated long to pleafe his lord ! 
To him, bis {wiftnets and his ftrength were vain; 
‘The voice of glory call’d him o’er the main. 
T.llthen in every fylvan chafe renown'd, 
With Argus, Argus, rung the woods around ; 
With h m the youth purit’d the coat or fawn, 
Or trac’d the niazy leveret o’er the lawn. 
Now left to man’s ingratitude he lay, 
Unhous'd, neglected in the public way ; 
And where cu heaps the rich manure was fpread, 
Obfcene with reptiles, took his folid bed. 

He knew his lord; he kuew, and ftrove to 
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Ta vain he ftrove tu crawl, and kifs his feet ; 
Yet (all he could) his tail, his ears, his eyes, 
Salute his mefter, and confefs his joys. 
Soft pity touch’d the mighty muafter’s foul; 
Adown his cheek a tear unbidden ftole, 
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Stole ees he turn'’d his head, aad 
ry’ 
The drop humane: then thus impaffion’d cry'd s 

What noble beaft in this abandon’d ftate 

Lies here all helplefs at Ulyffes’ gate ? 

His bulk‘and beauty fpeak no vulgar praife ; 

If as he feems he was in better days, 

Some caie his age deferves: or was he pria’d 

For worthlefs beauty ! therefore now defpis'd? 
Such dogs and men there arg, mere things of ftate, 
And always cherifh’d by their fiiends, the Great. 

Not Argus fo (Eumseus thusrejoin’d) = =a 

But ferv'd a mafter of a nobler kind, 

Who never, never fhall behold him more ! 

Long, loug fince perifh’d on a diitant thore ! 

Oh! had you feen him, vigorous, bold, and young, 
Swift as a ftag, and as a lion ftrong ; 
Him no fell favage on the plain withflood, 

None ‘fcap’d him, bofom’d in the gloomy wood ; 
His eye how piercing, and his {cent how true, 

To wind the vapour in the tainted dew ! 

Such, when Ulyffes left his natal coat; 

Now years unnerve him, and his lord is loft ! 

The women keep the generous creature bare, 

A fleek and idle race 1s all their care: 

The matter gone, the fervants what reftrains ? 
Or dwells humanity where riot reigns? 

Jove fix’d it certain, that whatever day 

Makcs man a flave, takes half his worth away. 

This faid, the honeft herdfman ftrode before ; 

The muting monarch paufes at the door: 
The dog, whom Fate had granted to behold 
Wis lord, when twenty tedious years had roll’d 
Takes a laft look, and, having feen him, dies ; 
So clos‘d for ever faithful Argus’ eyes ! 
And now Telemachus, the firfi of all, 
Obfery’d Eumzus entering in the hall; 
Uiftant he faw, acrafs the fhady dome ; 
Then gave a fign, and beckon’d him tu come : 
There ttood an empty feat, where late was plac‘d, 
In order due, the fteward of the feat 
(Who now was bufied carving round the board) ; 
Eumzus took, end plac’d it near hus lord. 
Betore him inftant was the banquet f{pread, 
And the bright bafket pil’d with joaves of bread. 

Next came Ulyfles, lowly at the door, 

A figure defpicable, old, and pour, 

in iqualid vets, with many a gapiug rent, 
Propp'd on a ftaff, and trembling as he went, 
Then, refting on the threfhold ot the gate, 
Againft a cypre(s pillar lcan’d his weight 
(Smooth'd by the workman to a polifh’d plain) 5 
The thoughtful fon beheld, and call’d lis twain: 

Thefe wands, and this bread, Eumzus! bear, 
And let yon medicant dur plenty thare : 

Then let him circle round the fuitor's board, 
And try the bounty of each gracious lord : 
Bold let him act, encourag’d thus by me; 
How ill, alas! do want and fhame agree ! 

His lord’s command the faithful fervant bea s; 
The feeming beggar anlwers with his prayers. 
Bleft be Telemachus? in every deed 
Infpire him, Jove ! in every with fucceed ! 
his faid, the portion from his fon convey’d 
With {miles receiving on his {crip he lay’d. 
Long as the minftrel {wept the founding wire, 
He fed. and ceas’d when filence held the lvre. 
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Soon as the fuitors from the banquet role, 
Minerva prompts the man of mighty woes 
To tempt their bounties with a dupp!iant’s art, 
And learn the genergus from th’ ignoble heart 
(Not but his foul, refentful as humane, 
Dooms to full vengeance all the offending ttain) ; 
With {peaking eyes, and voice of plaintive found, 
Humble he moves, imploring all around. 
The proud feel pity, and relief beltow, 
With fuch an image touch’d of human woe ; 
Inquiring all, their wonder they confefs, 
And eye the man, majeftic in diftrefs. 
While thus they gaze and queftion with their 
eyes, 
The bold Melanthius te their thought replies : 
My lords! this ftranger of gigantic port 
The good Eumzus ufher’d to your court. 
Full well I mark‘d the features of his face, 
‘Though all unknown his clime, or noble race. 
And 1s this prefent, fwineherd ! of thy hand ? 
Bring’ft thou thefe vagrants to infeft the land ? 
(Returns Antinous with retorted eye) 
Objects uncouth : to check the genial joy. 
Enough of thefe our court already grace, 
Of giaut fromach, and of famith’d face. 
Such guefts Eumeus to his country brings, 
To thare our feaft, and lead the life of kings. 
To whom the hofpitable fwain rejoin’d : 
Thy paffion, prince, belies thy knowing mind. 
Who calls, from diftant nations to his own, 
The poor, dittinguinh’d by their wants alone? 
Round the wide world are fought thofe men di- 
vine 
Who public ftructures raife, or who defign ; 
Thole to whole eyes the gods their ways reveal, 
Or blefs with falutary arts to heal; 
But chiet to poets fuch refpedt belongs, 
By rival nations courted for their fongs ; 
Thefe ftates invite, and mighty kings admire, 
Wide as the fun difplays his vital fire. 
It is not fo with want! how few that feed 
A wretch unhappy, merely for his need ! 
Unjuft to me and all that ferve the ftate, 
To love Ulyffes is to raife thy hate. 
For me, fuffice the approbation won 
Of my great miftrefs, and her godlike fon. 
To him Telemachus: No more incenfe 
The man by nature prone to intolence : 
Fnjurious minds juft anfwers but provoke--- 
Then turning to Antinous, thus he {poke : 
Thanks to thy care! whofe abfolute command 
Thus drives the ftranger from our court and land. 
Heaven blefs its owner with a better mind | 
From envy free, to charity inclin’d. : 
This both Penelope andI afford : 
Then, prince ! be bounteous of Ulyffes’ board. 
To give another’s is thy hand fo flow ? 
So much more {weet, to f{poil, than to beftow ? 
Whence, great Telemachus ! this lofty ftrain? 
(Antinous cries with infolent difdain) 
Portions like mine if every fuitor gave, _—[flave. 
Our walls this twelvemonth fhould not fee th’ 
He fpoke, and litting high above the board 
His ponderous footftool, thook it at his lord. 
The reft with equal hand conferr’d the bread ; 
He fill’d his fcripPand to the threfhold {ped ; 
Burt firft hefure Antinous ftonn’d and faid : 
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Beftow, my friend! thou doft not feem the work 

Of all the Greeks, but prince-like and the firtt ; 

Then, as in dignity, be firft in worth, 

And I fhail praife thee through the boundlefs 

Once I enjoy’d in luxury of fate [earth { 

Whate’er gives man the envied name of great ; 

Wealth, fervants, friends, were mine in better 

And hofpitality was then my praife ;} [days ; 

In every forrowing foul I pour’d delight, 

And poverty ftood fmiling in my fight. 

But Jove, all-governing, whofe only will 

Determines fate, and mingles goed with ill, 

Sent me (to punifh my purfuit of gain) 

With roving pirates o’er th’ Egyptian main ; 

By Egypt’s filver flood our ships we moor ; 

Our {pies commiffion’d ftraight the coaft explores 

But, impotent of mind, with lawlefs will 

The country ravage, and the natives kill. 

The {preading clamour to their city flies, 

And horife and foot in mingled tumult rife: 

The reddening dawn reveals the hoftile fields, 

Horrid with briftly fpears, and gleaming fhields: 

Jove thunder’d on their fide: our guilty head 

We turn’d to flight; the gathering vengeance 
fpread {dead. 

On all parts round, and heaps on heaps lay 


Some few the foes in fervitude detain ; 
Death ill-exchang’d for bondage and for pain ! 
Unhappy me a Cyprian tovk a-voard, 

And gave to Demetor, Cyprus’ haughty lord : 
Hither, to "icape his chains, my courfe I fteer, 
Still curs’d by fortune, and iniulted here ! 

To whom Antinous thus his rage exprefs’d : 
What god has plagu’d us with this gormand gueft? 
Unlefs at diftance, wretch! thou keep behind 
Another ifle, than Cyprus more unkind ; { 
Another Egypt, fhalt thou quickly find. 

From all thou begg’ft, a bold audacious flave ; 
Nor all can give io much as thou can crave. 

Nor wonder I, at fuch profufion fhown; = [own. 
Shamelefs they give, who give what’s not their 

The chiet, retiring: Souls like that in thee 

Ill fuit fuch forms of grace and dignity. 

Nor will that hand to utmoft eed afford 

The {mallet portion of a wafteful board, 

Whole luxury whole patrimonies {weeps 5 

Yet ftarving Want, amidit the riot, weeps. 

The haughty {uitor with refentment burns, 

And, fourly fmiling, this reply returns : 

Take that,ere yet thou quit this princelythrong: 

And dumb forever be thy flanderous tongue ! ‘ 

He faid, and high the whirling tripod flung. 

His fhoulder-blade receiv'd th’ ungentle fhock ; 

He food, and mov'd not, like a marble rock ; 

But fhook his thoughtful head, nor more com- 

Sedate of foul, his character fuftain’d, [plain’d, 

And inly form'd revenge : then back withdrew ; 

Before his feet the well-fill’d fcrip he threw, 

And thus with femblance mild addrefs’d the 
crew : 

May what I fpeak your princely minds approve, 

Ye peers and rivals in this noble love : 

Not for the Rurt I grieve, but for the caufe. 

If, when the {word our country’s quarrel draws, 

‘Or if, defending what is juftly dear, 

From Mars impartial fome broad wound vel 

The generous motive dignifies the fear. [bear : 
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But for mere want, how hard to fuffer wrong ! 
Want brings enough of other ills along ! 
Yet, if iujuttice never be fecure, 
If fiends revenge, and Gods affert the poor, 
Death thall lay low the proud aggreffor’s head, 
And make the duft Antinous’ biidal bed. 
Peace, wretch! and eat thy bread without of- 
fence, 
(The fuitor cry’d) or force fhall drag thee hence, 
Scourge thro’ the public ttreet, and caft thee there, 
A. mangled carcafe for the hounds to tear. 
His furious deed the general anger mov’d, 
All, ev’n the worft, condemn and fome reprov’d. 
Was ever chief for wars like thefc renown'd ? 
31] fits the stranger and the poor to wound. 
Unbhlett thy hand; fin this low dfguife 
‘Wander, perhaps, fome inmate of the fkies ; 
They (currous oft’ of mortal actions) deign 
In torms like thefe, to round the earth and main, 
Juft aud unjuft recording 1 their mind, 
And with fure eyes infpecting all mankind. 
‘Lelemachus, abforpt, in thought fcvere, 
WNourih’d deep angus, thongh he fhed no tear ; 
But the daik brow ot filent forrow thuok : 
While thus his mother to hur virgins {poke : 
* On him and i+ may the bright God of day 
“ ‘That bale, unhofpitable blow repay !” 
The nari¢ replies: “ It Jove receives my prayer, 
“ Not one furyives to breathe to-morrow’s air.” 
Ali, allare toes, and mufclief 1 their end ; 
Antinous moti to cicomy death a frend ; 
(Replies the queen) the ftranger begg’d their 
grace, 
And meiting pity fofter.’d every face ; 
From «very other hard redrefs he found, 
But cll Antinous anfwei’d with a wound. 
Awodfi he: maids thus {pole the prudent queen, 
Then bade hunzus call the pilgim in. 
Muck of the’ eapenenc’d inan f long to hear, 
Tt or his certain eye, or Jiftening ear, 
Have learn’a the tortunes of my wandering lord ? 
Thus ihe, and goud En:zus took the word 
A private audience if thy grace impart, 
The itranger’s words may eale thy royal heart. 
His tacied eloquence in balm diitils, 
And the footh’d heart with fecret pleafure fills. 
Three days have ipent their beams, thiee nights 
have run 
Their filent journey, fince his tale begun, 
Unfinifh’d yet ! and yet 1 thirit to hear, 
As when fume Heaven-taught poet charinsthe ear, 
(Sufpending forrow with celeftial train. 
Breath’d from the gods to foften human pain) 
Time fteais away with unregarded wing, 
And the foul hears him, though he ceafe to fing. 
Ulyffes late he faw, on Cretan ground, 
(His father’s gueft)) for Minos’ buth renown’d. 
He now but waits the wind, to waft him o’er, 
With boundles treature, from Thefprotia’s fhore. 
To this the queen: ‘The wanderer let me hear, 
While yon luxurious race indulge their cheer, 
Devour the grazing ox and browzing goat, 
And turn my g: nerous vintage dowmtheir throat. 
For where's an arm, like thine, Ulyfles! Qrong, 
To curb wild riot, and to punith wrong? 
She Spoke. ‘Lelemachus then {necz’d aloud ; 
@onfirain’d, his noftril echo’d through the crowd. 
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The fmiling queen the happy omen blefe'd : 

*¢ So may fete impious fall, by fate opprefs‘d |” 
Then to Eumsus: Bring the ftranger, fy ! 

And if my queftions meet a true reply, 

Grac'd with a decent robe he fhall retire, 

A gift in feafon which his wants require. 

Thus fpoke Penelope. Eumeeus flies 

In duteous hafte, and to Ulyfies cries: 

The Queen invites thee, venerable guett ! 

A fecret inftinét moves her troubled breaft, 
Of her long abfent lord from thee to gain 
Some light, and foothe her foul’s eternal prim 
If true, if faithful thou; her grateful mind 
Of decent robes a prefent has defign’d: 

So finding favour in the royal eye, 

Thy other wants her fubject thall fupply. 

Fair truth alone (the patient man reply’d) 
My words fhall dictate, and my lips fhall guide. 
To him, to me, one common lot was given, 

In equal woes, alas! involv’d by Heaven. 
Much of his fates 1 know ; but check’d by feat 
I ftand: the hand of violence 1s here : 

Her boundlefs wiongs the ttarry tkies invade, 
And injur’d fuppliants feek in vain tor aid, 

Let for a fpace the penfive queen attend, 

Nor claim my ftory till the fun defcend ; 

Then in fuch robes as fuppliants may require, 
Compos'd and cheertul by the genial fire, 
When loud uproar and lawlefs riot ceafe, 

Shall her pleas’d ear receive my words in peace. 

Swiit to the queen returns the gentle fwain: 
And tay, (the cries) does tear or fhame, detain 
‘The cautious ftrangér? With the begging kind 
Shame {uits but ill Eumeus thus rejoin’d: 

He only aiks a more psopitious hour, 

And fhuns (who would not?) wicked men in 
power ; 

At evening mild (meet feafon to confer) 

By turns to qneftion, and by turns to hear. 

Whoe’er this gueit (the prudent queen replies) 
His every itep and every thought is wile: 

Lor men like thefe on earth he fhall not find 
In all the mifcreant 1ace of human kind. 

(hus the: s.umezus ail her words attends, 
And, partin,, to the fuitor powers defcends 5 
There feeks Telemachus, and thus apart 
In whilpers breathes the tondnefs of his heart s 

rhe time, my lord, invites me to repair 
Hence to the lodve ; my charge demands my care. 
Thefe fons of nurder thirft thy life to take; 

Ob guardit, guaid it tor thy fervant’s fake! 
T oe to my friend, he cries; but now the 
our 
Of nig&t draws on, go feek the rural bower : 
But firft refreth: and at the dawn ef day 
Hither a victim to the gods convey. 
Uurlife to Heaven’s immortal Powers we truft, 
Safe in their care, for heaven protects the juft, 

Obfervant of his voice, Eumaus fate 
And fed recumbent on a chair of ftate. 

Phen inftant rofe, and as he mov'd along 

Twas rot all amid the fuitor throng, ° 

1 hey a , they dance, and raife the mirthful 
ong. 

Till now, Seainine toward the clofe of day, 

The fun opliquely thot his dewyeray. 
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THE ARGUMENT 


The Fight of Ulyfes and Irus. 


The beggar Irus infults Ulyffes; the fuitors promote the quarrel, in which Trus is worfted, and mifer. 
ably handled. Pomelope defcends, and receives the preients of the fuitors. The dialogue of Ulyfics 


with Eurymachus. 


Ware fix’d in thought the penfive hero fate, 
A mendicant approach’d the royal gate ; 
A turly vagrant of the giant kind, 
The {tain of manhood, of a coward mind : 
From teau to feat, mfatiate to devour 
He flew, attendant on the genial houn 
Him on his mother’s knees when babe he lay, 
She nam’d Arnaus on his natal day : 
But Irus his aflociates cail’d the boy, 
Pra¢tis’d the common metic nger to fly 5 
Trus, a name exprefhve of th’ employ. 
From his own rooi, with meditated blows, 
He ftrove to drive the man of mighty woes. 
Hence, dotard, hence! and timely fpeed thy 
way, 
Left dragp’d in vengeance thou repent thy ftay ; 
See how with nods affent yon princely train ! 
But, honouring age in meicy I refrain | 
In peace away ! leit, if perfuafions tail, 
This arm with blows more eloquent prevail. 
To whom, with ftern regard: Oh infolence, 
Indecently to rail without offence ; 
What bounty gives, without a rival fhare ; 
J alk, what harms not thee, to breathe this air: 
Alike on alms we both precartous live : 
And canft thou envy when the great relieve ? 
Know, from the bounteous Heavens all riches 
flow, 
And what man gives, the Gods by man beflow; 
Proud as thou art, henceforth no more be pruud, 
Lett J imprint my vengeance in thy blood ; 
Old as 1 am, fhould once my fury burn, = [turn? 
How would’ft thou fly, nor ev’n in thought re- 
Mere woman-glutton: (thus the churl reply’d) 
A tongue fo flippant, with a throat fo wide ! 
Why ceafe I, Gods! to dath thofe teeth away, 
Like fome wild boar’s, that, greedy of his prey, 
Uprovts the bearded corn? Rife, try thefight, 
Gird well thy loins, approach and feel my might: 
Sure of defeat, before the peers engage ; 
as ae fight! when youth contends with age ! 
hus in a wordy war their tongues difplay 
More fierce intents, preluding to the fray ; 
Antinous hears, and, in a jovial vein, 
Thus with loud laughter to the fuitor-train : 
This happy day in mirth, my friends, employ, 
And, lo! the Gods confpire to crown our joy. 
See ready for the fight, and hand to hand, 
Yon furly mendicants contentious ftand ; 
Why urge we got to blows? Well pleas’d they 
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To whom Antinous: Lo! enrich’d with blood, 
A kid’s well-fatted entrails (taftcful food) 
On glowing embers lie; on him beltow 
The choiceft portion who fubdues his foe ; 
Grant him unrivali’d in thefe walis to itay, 
The fole aitendant on the gemal day. 
The tords applaud: Ulyiles then with art, 
And tears well teign’d, difguis’d his dauntlefg 
heart: 
Worn as J‘am with age, decay’d with woe, 
Say, is it bafenefs to decline the toc ? 
Hard conflict! when calamity and age 
With vigorous youth, unknown te cares, engage! 
Yet, feartul of diigrace, to try the day 
imperious hunger bids, and I obey; 
But (wear, impartial arbiters of nght, 
Swear to tland neutral, while we cope in fight. 
The pecrs affent: when ftraight his facred 
Tegemachus uprais'’d, and fternly faid : [head 
Stranger, if prompted to chaitife the wrong 
Of this bold iniolent ; confide, be ftrong ! 
Th’ injurious Greck, that dares attempt a blow, 
That inftant makes Telemachus lus foe ; 
And thefe my friends {| fhall guard the facred 
Of hofpitality, for they are wile. {ties 
Then, girding his {trong loins, the king prepares 
To clofe in combat, and his body bares; 
Broad fpread his fhoulders, and his nervous thighs 
By jutt degrees, like well-turn’d columns, rife : 
Ample his cheft, his arms are round and long, 
And each ftrong joint Minerva knits more ftrong. 
(Attendant on her chief): the fuitor-crowd 
With wonder gaze, and gazing {peak aloud : 
irus! ulas! fhall Irus be no more ? 
Black fate impends, and this th’ avenging hour! 
Gods! how his merves a matchlefs ftrength 
proclaim, {frame ? 
Swell o'er his well-ftrung limbs, and brace his 
Then, pale with fears, and fickening at the 


fight, 

They drege'd th’ unwilling Irus te the fight; 
Froin his blank vifage fled the coward blood, 
And his flefh trembled as aghaft he ftood. 

Oh, that fuch gafenefs fhould difgrace the light! 
O hide it, Death, in everlatting night ! 
(Exclaims Antinous) can a vigorous foe 
Meanly deqjine to combat age and woe? 
But hear me, wretch! if recreant in the fray, 
That huge bulk yield this ill-contefted day, 
Inftant thou fail'ft, to Echetus refign’d ; 
A tyrant, fierceft of the tyrant kind, 
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Who cafts thy mangled ears and nofe a prey 
To hungry drogs, and lops the man away. 

While with indignant fcorn he fternly {poke, 
In every joint the trembling Irus thook ; 

Now front to front each frowning champion ftands, 

And poifes high in air his adverfe hands. 

‘The chief yet doubts, or to the fhades below 

To fell the giant at one vengeful blow, 

Or fave his fife and foon his life to fave 

The king refolves, for Mercy fways the brave. 

"That inftant Irus his huge arm extends, 

Full on the fhoulder the rude weight defcends; 

The fage Ulyffes, fearful to difclofe 

The hero Jatent in the man of woes, 

Check’d half his might; yet rifing to the ftroke, 

His jaw-bone dath’d, the crafhing jaw-bone 
broke : {wound ; 

Down dropp’d he ftupid from the ttunning 

His feet, extended, quivering beat the ground; 

His mouth and noftrils fpout a purple flood ; 

His teeth, 211 fhatter’d, ruth inmix’d with blood. 

The peers tranfported, as outftretch’d he lies, 
With burfts of laughter rend the vaulted fkies ! 
Then drage’d along. all blceding from the wound, 
His length of carcale trailing prints the ground ; 
Rais’d on his feet, again he reels, he falls, 

‘Till propp’d, reclining on the palace walls: 
‘Then to his hand a ftaff the victor gave, 
And thus with ha reproach addrefs’d the flave: 

There, terrible, affright the dogs, and reign 
A dreaded tyrant o’er the beattial train ! 

But mercy to the poor and ftranger fhow, 
Left Heaven in vengeance fend fome mightier woe. 

Scornful he {poke, and o’er his fhoulder flun¢ 
The broad-patch’d (crip; the {ciip in tatters 

hun ‘ 
Til-join’d, and knotted to a twifted thong. 
Then, turning thort, difdain’d a further ftay ; 
But to the palace meafur’d back the way. 

There as he refted, gathering inaring  [king: 
‘The peers with fmiles addrefs’d their unknown 
Stranger, may Jove and all th’ aerial Powers, 

With every bleffing crown thy happy hours! 
Our freedom to thy prowefs’d aim we owe 
From bold intruiion of thy coward foe: 
Inftant the flying fail the flave fhall wing 
To Echetus, the monfter vf a king. 

While pleas’d he hears, Antinous bears the food, 
A kid’s well-fatted entrails, rich with blood: 
The bread from canifters of fhining mold 
Amphinons; and wines that laugh in gold: 
And, ch! (he mildly cries) may Heaven difplay 
A beam of glory o’er thy future day! 
Alas! the brave too oft is doom’d to bear 
‘The gripes of poverty, and ftings of care. 

To ses with thought mature the king re-~ 

ies: 
The tongue {peaks wifely, when the foul is wife; 
Such was thy father! in imperial ftate, 
Great without vice, that oft attends the great : 
Nor from the fire art thou, the fon, declin'd ; 
Then hear my words, and, grave them in thy 
mind ! 

Of all that breathes, or groveling creeps on earth, 
Mof vain is man! calamitous by birth ; 
‘To-day, with power elate, in ftrength he blooms; 
The haughty creature on that power prefumes : 
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Anon from Heaven a fad reverfe he feelss 
Macrae bear, ’gainft Heaven the wretch ree 
bels. 


For man is changeful, as his tiifs or woe; [low. 
Too high when proiperous, when diftrefs'd too 
There was a day, when with the fcornful great 
I {well’d in pomp and arrogance of ftate ; 

Proud of the power that to high birth belongs ; 
And us’d that power to juftify my wrongs. 

Then let not man be proud; but, firm of mind, 
Bear the beft humbly, and the worft refign’d : 
Be dumb when Heaven efflicts! unlike yon train 
Of haughty fpoilers, infolently vain ; 

Who make their queen and all her wealth a prey; 
But vengeance and Ulyfles wing their way. 

Oh may’ ft thou, favour’d by fome guardian Power, 
Far, far be diftant in that deathful hour ! 

For fure Tam, if ftern Ulyffes breathe, 

Thefe lawlefs riots end in blood and death. 

Then to the Gods the rofy juice he pours, 

And the drein’d goblet to the chief reftores. 

Stung to the foul, o’ercaft with holy dread, 

He fhook the graceful honours of his head ; 

Fis boding mind the future woe foreftalls ; 

In vain! by great Telemachus he falls, 

For Pallas feals his doom: all fad he turns 

To join the peers; refumes his throne, and 
mourns. 

Mean while Minerva with inftin@tive fires 
Thy foul, Penelope, from Heaven in{pires: 

With flattering hopes the {uitors to betray, 

And feem to meet, yet fly, the bridal day: 

Thy hufband’s wonder, and thy fon’s, to raife ; 
And crown the mother and the wife with praife. 
Then, while the ftreaming forrew dims her eyes, 
Thus with a tranfient fmile the matron cries: 

Eurynomé! to go where riot reigns 
I feel an impulfe, though my fou! difdains ; 

To my lov’d fon the {nares of death to fhow, 

And in the traitor-friend unmatk the foe ; 

Who, fmooth of tongue, in purpofe infincere, 

Hides fraud in {miles, while death is ambufh’d 
there. 

Go, warn thy fon, nor be the warning vain, 
(Reply’d the fageft of the royal train) 

But bath’d, anointed, and adorn’d, defcend ; 
Powerful of charms, bid every grace attend ; 
The tide of flowing tears awhile fupprefs ; 
Tears but indulge the forrow, not reprefs. 
Some joy remains: to thee a fon is given, 
Such as, in fondnefs, parents afk of Heaven. 

Ah me! forbear, returns the queen, forbear ; 
Oh! talk not, talk not of vain beauty’s eare; 
No more I bathe, fince he no longer fees 
Thofe charms, for whom alone I with to pleafe. 
The day that bore Ulyffes from this coatt, 
Blafted the little bloom thefe cheeks could boatt. 
But inftant bid Autonoé defcend, 

Inftant Hippodameé our fteps attend ; 
Ill fuits it female virtue to be feen 
Alone, indecent, in the walks of men. 

Then, while Eurynomé the mandate bears, 
From heaven Minerva fhoots with guardian cares; 
O’er all her fenfes, as the couch fhe prefs’d, 

She pours a pleafing, deep, and deathlike reff, 
With every beauty every feature arms, ‘ 
Bids her cheeks glow, and lights up all her charms, 
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In her love darting eyes awakes the fires, 
(Immortal gifts t to kindle foft defires) 

From limb to limb an air majeltic fheds, 

And the pure ivory o’er her bofom {preads, 

Such Venus fhines, when with a meafur’d bound 
She fmoothly gliding fwims th’ harmonious round; 
When with the Graces in the dance fhe mbves, 
And fires the gazing Gods with ardent loves. 

Then to the fkies her flight Minerva bends, 
And to the quecn the damiel.train defcends ; 
Wak'd at their fteps, her flowing eyes unclofe ; 
The tear fhe wipes, and thus renews her woes: 

Howe’er ’tis well; that fleep awhile can free, 
With foft forgetfulnefs, a wretch like me ; 

Oh! were it given to yield this tranfient breath, 
Send, O Diana, fend the fleep of death ; 

Why mutt I wafte a tedious life in tears, 

Nor bury in the filent grave my cares? 

O my Ulyfles! ever honour’d name ! 

For thee I mourn, till death diffolves my frame. 

Thus wailing, flow and fadly fhe defces us, 

On either hand a damfel-train attends, 

Full where the dome its fhining valves expands, 
Radiant before the gazing peers the itands; 

A veil, tranflucent o’er her brow difplay’d, 
Her beauty feems, and only feems, to fhade: 
Sudden fhe lightens in their dazzled eyes, 

And fudden flames in every bofom rife ; 

They fend their cager fouls with every look, 
Till filence thus th’ imperial matron broke : 

Oh why! my fon, why now no more appears 

That warmth of foul that urg’d thy younger 
years? 

Thy riper days no grewing worth impart, 

A nian in ftature, ftill a boy in heart ! 

Thy well-knit frame unprofitably ftrong, 

Speaks thee an hero from an hero iprung; 

But the juft Gods in vain thofe pifts beftow, 

Oh wife alone in form, and brave in fhow ! 

Heavens! could a ftranger feel oppreffion’s hand 

Beneath thy roof, and could’ft thou tamely ftand? 

if thou,the ftranger’s righteous caufe decline, 

His is the fufferance, but the fhame is thine. 

To whom, with filial awe, the prince returns : 
That generous foul with juft refentment burns ; 
Yet, taught by time, my heart has learn’d to 
For others’ good, and melt at others’ woe: [glow, 
But, impotent thefe riots to repel, 

1 bear their outrage, though my foul rebel: 

Helplefs amid the fnares of death I tread, 

And numbers leagued in impious union dread ; 

But now no crime is theirs: this wrong proceeds 

From Iras, and the guilty Irus bleeds. 

Oh would to Foye! or her whofe arms difplay 

The thield of Jove, or him who rules theday ! 

‘That yon proudefiutors, who licentious tread 

Thefe courts, within thefe courts like Irus bled : 

Whote cane head tottering, as with wine op- 
reis'd, 

Obliquely drops, and nodding knocks"his breatt ; 

Powerlefs to move, his ftaggering feet deny 

The coward wretch the priylege to fly. 

Then to the queen Earymachus replies’? 

Oh juftly Jov'd, and not more fair than wife: 

Should Greece through all her hundred ftates fur- 
vey {fway ; 

Thy finuh'd chfrms, all Greece would own thy 


653 
In rival crowds conteft the glorious prize, ° * 
pens realms to gaze upon thy eyes < 
O woman! lovelieit of the lovely kind, 
Iu body perfect, and complete in mind ! 

Ah me! returns the queen, when from tha 

fhore 

Ulyffes fail’d, then Leauty was no more! 
The Gods decreed thefe eyes no morc fhould keep 
Their wonted prace, but only ferve to weep. 
Should he return, whate’er my beauties prove, 
My vitues left; my brighteft charm 1s love. 
Now, grief, thou all art mine ! the Gods o’ercaft 
My foul with woes, that long ! ah long muff lak! 
Too faithfully my heart retains the day 
That fadly tore my royal lord away : 
He grafp’d my hand, and, O my {poufe ! I leave 
Thy arins, (he cried) perhaps to find a ptave - 
Fame {peaks the ‘Trojans bold; they buat the fiat 
To give the teather’d arrow wings to «ail, 
To dart the fpear, and guide the rufhing car 
With dreadful inroad through the walks of war. 
My jentence is gone forth, and ’tis decreed 
Peiliepe by righteous Heaven that I muft bleed ! 
My father, mother, all I truft to thee ; 
To then, to them tronsfer the love of me: 


‘ But, when my fon grows man, the royal iway 


Refign, and happy be thy bridal day ! 

Such were his words; and Hymen now prepares 
To light his torch and give me up to cares; 

Th’ afflictive hand of wrathful Jove to bear: 

A wretch the moft complete that breathes the air! 
Fall’n ev’n below the rights to woman due ! 
Carelefs to pleafe, with infulence ye woo ! 

The generous lovers, ftudious to facceed, 

Bid their whole herds and flacks in banquets bleed; 
By precious gifts the vow fincere difplay : 

You, only you, make her ye love your prey. 

Well-pleas'd Ulyffes hears his queen deceive 
The fuitor train, and raife a thirft to give : 

Falfe hopes fhe kindles, but thofe hopes betray, 
And promife, yet elude, the bridal day. 

While yet the {peaks, the gay Antinons cries 
Offspring of kings, and more than woman wife > 
’Tis right ; "tis man’s prerogative to give, 

And cuftom bids thee without fhame receive; 
Yet never, never from thy dame we move, 
Till Hymen lights the torch of {paufal love. 

The peers difpatch their heralds, to convey 
The gifts of love; with {peed they take the way. 
A robe Antinous gives cf fhining dyes, 

The varying hues in gay confufion rife 

Rich from the artifts hand! ‘Twelve claips of gold 
Clofe to the leflening loins the veft infold ; 

Down from the {welling wait the veft unbound 
Floats in bright waves redundant o’er the grouad, 
A bracelet rich with gold, with amber gay, 
That fhot effulgence like the folar ray, 
Eurymachus prefents: and ear-rings bright, 
With triple ftars, that caft a trembling light. 
Pifander bears a necklace wrought with ait: 
And every peer, expreffive of his heart, 

A gift beftows : this done, the queen alcends, 
Axd flaw behind her damfel-train attends, 

Then tothe dance they form the vocal ftraing 
Till Hefperus leads forth the ftarry train; 

And now he raifes, as the day-light fades, 
His golden circlet in the deepening thadess 
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Three vafes heap'd with copious fires difplay 
O’er all the palace a fictitious day ; 
From fpace to fpace the torch widé-beaming 


burns, 
And {prightly damfels trim the rays by turns. 
To whom the king : Ill fuits your fex to ftay 
Alone with men! ye modeft maids, away ! 
Go, with the.queen the fpindle guide ; or cull 
(The partners of her cares) the filver wool; 
Be it my tafk the torches to fupply, 
Ev'n till the morning lamp adorns the fky ; 
Ev’n till the morning, with unwearied care, 
Sleenlefs I watch; for I have learn’d to bear. 
Scornful they heard : Melantho, fair 
young, 
(Melantho from the loins of Dohius fprung, 
Who with the queen her years an infant fed, 
With the foft rondnefs of a daughter bred) 
Chiefly derides: regardlefs of the cares 
Her queen endures, poiluted joys fhe fhares 
Nocturnal with Eurymachus! With eyes 
That {peak difdain, the wanton thus replies : 
Oh! whither wanders thy diftemper’d brain 
‘Shou bold intruder on a princely train ? 
Hence to the vagrant’s rendezvous repair ; 
Or thon in fome black forge the midnight air. 
Proceeds this boldnefs from a turn of foul, 
Or flows licentious from the copious bowl ? 
Js it that vanquifh’d lrus fwells thy mind? 
A. foe may meet thee of a braver kind, 
Who, fhortening with a ftorm of blows thy ftay, 
Shall fend thee howling all in blood away ! 
To whom with frowns: O impudent in 
wrong ! 
Thy lord thall cusb that infolence of tongue; | 
Know, to Telemachus I tell th’ offence ; 
The fcourge, the fcourge thall lath thee into 
fenfe. 
With confcious fhame they hear the ftern re- 
buke, 
Nor longer durft fuftain the fovereign look. 
Then to the fervile tafk the monarch turns 
His royal hands : each torch refulgent burns 
With added day : mean while, in mufeful mood 
Abforpt in thought, on vengeance fix'd he ftood. 
And now the Martial Maid, by deeper wrongs 
To roufe Ulyffes, points the fuitors tongues, 
Scornful of age to taunt the virtuous man; 
Thoughtlefs and gay, Eurymachus began: 
Tear me (he cries) confederates and friends ! 
Some God, no doubt, this ftranger kindly 


and 


fends ; 
The fhining baldnefs of his head furvey, 
It aids our torch-light and refleéts the ray.--- 
Then to the king that level’d haughty Troy, 
Say, if large hire can tempt thee to employ 
hofe hands in work; to tend the rural trade, 
To drefs the walk, and form th’ embowering 
thade? 
So food and raiment conftant will I give : 
But idly thus thy foul prefersto live, = - t 
And ftarve by ftrolling, not by work to thrive. 
To whom incens’d: Should we, QO prince! en- 
gare 
In rival taiks beneath the burning rage 


Of fummer funs ; were both conftrain’d to wield, 
Foodlas, the fiythe along the burthen’d Geld ; 
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Or fhould we labour, while the ploughfhare 
wounds, ;,' * 

With fteers of equal ftrength, th’ allotted grounds ; 

Beneath my labours how thy wondering eyes 

Might fee the fable field at onge arife ! 

gah Sate dire war unloofe ; with fpear and 

ield, 

And nodding helm, I tread th’ enfanguin’d field, 

Fierce in the van: then would’ft thou, would’ 
thou,---fay,— 

Mifname’me, glutton, in that glorious day ? 

No, thy ill-judging thoughts the brave difgrace ; 

*Tis thou injurious art, not I am bafe. 

Proud to feem brave among a coward traim! 

But know, thou art not valoreus, but vain. 

Gods! fhould the ftern Ulyffes rife in might, 

Thefe gates weyld feem too narrow for thy 
flight. : 

While yet he fpeaks, Eurymachus replies, 
With indignation flafhing from his eyes : 

Slave, I with juftice might deferve the wrong ! 
Should 1 net punifh that opprobrious tongue, 
Irreverend to the great, and uncontrol’d, 

Art thou from wine, or innate folly, hold ? 
Perhaps thefe outrages from Irus flow, 
A worthie/s triumph o’er a worthle(s foe : 

He faid, and with full force a footftool threw : 
Whirl’d from his arm, with erring rage it flew; , 
Ulyffes, cautious of the vengeful foe, 

Stoops to the ground, and difappoints the blow. 

Not fo a youth who deals the goblet round, 

Full on his thoulders it infliéts a wound, 

Dath’d from his hand the founding goblet flies, 

He fhrieks, he reels, he falls, and breatblefs lies. 
Then wild uproar and clamour mounts the 


fky, 
Till mutual thus the peers indignant cry: 
Oh! had this ftranger funk to realms beneath, 
To the black realms of darknefs and of death, 
Ere yet he trod thefe fhores ! to ftrife he draws 
Peer againfi peer; and what the weighty caufe ? 
A vagabond ! for him the great deftroy, 
In vile ignoble jars, the feaft of joy. 

To whom the ftern Telemachus uprofe : 

Gods! what wild folly from the goblet flows ? 
Whence this unguarded opennefs of foul, 

But from the licence of the copious bow]? 

Or Heaven delufion fends: but hence, away ! 
Force I forbear, and without force obey. 

Silent, abafh’d, they hear the ftern rebuke, 
Till thus Amphinomus the filence broke + 

True are his words, and he whom truth of- 

fends, ; , 
Not with Telemachns, but truth contends ; 
Let not%he hand of violence invafle 
The reverend ftranger, or the {potiefs maid ; 
Retire we hence, but crown with rofy wine 
The flowing goblet to the Powers divine ; 
Guard he his gueft beneath whofe roof he ftands, 
This juftice} this the focial rite demands. 

The peers affent : the goblet Mulius crown’d 
With purple juice, and bore in order round ; 
Each peer fucceffive his libation pours 
To the bleft Gods who fill th’ aerial bowers ; 
Then, fwill'd with wine, with noife the crowds 


obey, ‘ 
And ruthing forth tumultuous real away. 
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K XIX. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Difcovery of Ulyfes to Euryciea. 


Ulyffes and his fon remove the weapons out ofthe armoury. Ulyffes, in converfation with Penelope, 
gives a fictitious aecount of his adventures; then affures her he had formerly entertained her huf- 
band in Crete; arid defcribes exactly his perfon and drefs, affirms to have heard of him in Phaacia 
and Thefprotia, and that his return is certain, and within a month. He then goes to bathe, and 
is attended by Euryclea, who difcovers him to be Ulyffes by the fcar upon his leg, which he for- 

*merly received in hunting the wild boar on Parnaffus. The poet inferts a digreflion, relating that 


accident, with all its particulars, 


Consuntine fecret with the blue-ey’g Maid, 

Still in the dome divine Ulyffes ftay’d : 

Revenge mature for act inflam’d his breaft ; 

And thus the fon the fervent fire addrefs'd : 
Inftant convey thofe fteely ftores of war 

To diftant rooms, difpous’d with fecret care : 

The caulfe demanded by the fuitor-train, 

To foothe ther fears, a fpecious reafon feign : 

Say, fince Ulyffes left his nutal coaft, 

Obicene with fmoke, their beamy, luftre loft, 

His arms deform’d, the roof thcy won't adorn: 

From the glad walls inglorious lumber torn. 

Suggeft, that Jove the peaceful thought infpir’d, 

Left they by fight of {words to fury fir’d, 

Dithoneft wounds, or violence of foul, 

Defame the bridal feaft, and friendly bowl. 
The prince obedient to the fage command, 

To Euryclea thus: The female hand 

In their apartments keep ; fecure the dbors: 

Thefe fwarthy aims among the covert ftores 

Are feemlier hid; my thoughtlefs youth they 

blame, 

Imbrown’d with vapour of the fmouldering flame. 
In happy hour (pleas’d Euryclea cries) 

Tutor’d by early woes, grow early wife ! 

Tafpect with {harpen’d fight, and frugal care, 

Your patrimonial wealth, a prudent heir. 

But who the lighted taper will provide, 

(The female train retir’d) your toils to guide? 
Without infringing hofpitable rite, 

This gueft (he cried) fhall bear the guiding light: 

I cheer no lazy vagrants with repatt ; 

They thare the meal that earnit ere they tafte. 
He faid; from female ken fhe (traight fesures 

The parpos'd deed, and guards the bolted doers: 

Auzxiliar to his fon, Ulyifes bears 

The plumy-crefted helms, and pointed fpears, 

With thields indented deep in glorious wars. 

Minerva viewleis on her charge attends, 

And with Her golden lamp his toil befriends ; 

Not {uch the flekly beams, which, unfincere, 

Gild the crofs vapour of this nether {phere ‘ 

A prefent deity the prince confefs’d, 

And wrapt with ecftacy the fire addrefs’d : 
What miracle thus dazzles with {urprife 

Pitiag in rowsthe radiant colugias rife : 


The walls, where’er ory wondering fight I turn, 
And roofs, amidft a blaze of glory burn! 

Some vifitant of pure ethereal race, 

With his bright prefence deigns the domé to grace¢ 

Be calm, replies the fire, to none impart, 

But oft revolve the vifion in thy heart: 
Celeftials, mantled in excefs of light, 

Can vifit unapproach’d by mortal fight. 

Seek thou repofe; whilft here I fole remain, 
T’ explore the conduct of the female train: 
The penfive queen, perchance defires to know 
The feries of my toils, to foothe her woe. 

With tapers flaming day his train attends 
His bright alcove th’ obfequious youth afcends: 
Soft*lumberous fhades his drooping eye-lids clofe, 
Till on her eaftern throne Aurora glows. 

Whilf, forming plans of deaths, Ulyffes ftay’d 
In council fecret with the Martial Maid; 
Attendant nymphs in beauteous order wait 
The queen, defcending from her bower of ftate. 
Her cheeks the warmer bluth of Venus wear, 
Chaften’d with coy Diana’s penfive air. 

Anivory feat with filver ringlets grac’d, 

By fam’d Icmalius wrought, the menials plac'd : 
With ivory filver’d-thick the foot-ftool fhone, 
O'er which the panther's various hide was thrown. 
The fovereign feat with graceful air the prefs’d ; 
To different talks their toil the nymphs addre({s'd ¢ 
The golden goblet fome, and fome reftor’d 

From ftains of luxury the polifh’d board: 

Thefe to remove th’ expiring embers came, 
While thofe with unctuous fir foment the flame. 
’ was then Melantho with imperious mien 

Renew’d th’ attack, incontinent of {pleen : 
Avaunt, fhe cry’d, offenfive to my fight ! 
Deem not in ambush here to lurk by night, 
Into the woman-ftate afquint to pry ; 

A day-devourer, and an evening {py! 
Vagrant, be gone ! before this blazing brand 
Shall urge---and wav’d it hiffing in her hand. 

Th’ infulted hero rolls his wrathful eyes, 
And, Why fo turbulent of foul? he cries; 

Can thefe lean fhrivel’d limbs unnerv’d with age, 
Thefe poor but honeft rags, enkindle rage? 

In crowds we-bear the badge of hungry Fate ; 
And beg, degraded from fuperior ftate ! 


asd 
Conftrain’d a rent-charge on the richT live; , 
Reduc’d to crave the good I once could give : 

A palace, wealth, and flaves, I late poffefs’d, 
And all that makes the great be cail’d the blefs'd : 
My gate, an emblem of my open foul, # 
Embrac’d the poor, and dealt a bounteous dole. 
Scorn not the fad reverie, injurious maid ! 

Tis Jove's high will, and be his will obey’d! 

Nor think thyfelf exempt: that rofy prime 

Mott fhare the general doom of withering time : 
To fome new channel foon, the changeful tide 

Of royal grace th’ offended queen may guide ; { 
And her lov'd lord unplume thy towering pride. 
Or were he dead, *tis wifdom to beware: 
Sweet blooms the priace beneath Apollo's care ; 
Your deeds with quick impartial eye furveys, 
Potent to punifh what he cannot praife. 

Her keen reproach had reach’d the fovereign’s 
Loquacious infolent ! fhe cries, forbear ; [ear; 
To thee the purpofe of my foul [told : 

Venial difcourfe, unblam’d, with him to hold: 
The ttoried labours of my wandering lord, 

To foothe my grief he haply may record : 

Yet hin, my gueft, thy venom’d rage hath ftung: 
Thy head fhali pay the forfeit of thy tongue ! 
But thou on whom my palace cares depend, 
Eurynomé, regard the ftrenger-friend : 

A feat, foft-fpread with furry {poils, prepare ; 
Due-diftant, for us both to fpeak, and hear. 

The menial fair obeys with duteous hatte : 

A feat adorn’d with furry fpoils the plac’d : 
Due-dittant for difcourfe the hero fate ; 

When thus the fovereign from her chair of ftate ;: 
Reveal, obfequious to my firft demand, 

Thy name, thy lineage, and thy native land. 

He thus: O queen! whofe far refounding fame 
¥s bounded only by the ftarry frame ; 
Confummate pattern of imperial fway, 
Whole pious rule a warlike race obey : 
In wavy gold thy fummer vales are drefs'd ; 
Thy autumns bend with copious fruit oppreft’d 3 
With flocks and herds each graffy plain is Ror’d; 
And fith of every fin thy feas afford ; 
Their affluent joys, the grateful realms confefs, 
And biefs the Power that ftill delights ta blets. 
Gracious permit this prayer, imperial dame ! 
Forbear to know my lmeage, or my name: 
Urge not this breaft to heave, thele eyes to weep; 
In {weet oblivion let my forrow fleep ! 
My woes awak’d will violate your ear; 
And to this gay cenforious train appear 
A winy vapour nselting in a tear. 

Their da the Gods refum’d (the queen re- 

om’ 

Exterior grace, and energy of mind : 
When the dear partner of my nuptial joy, 
Auxiliar troops combin’d, to conquer Troy. 
My lords protecting hand alone would raife 
My drooping verdure, and extend my preif! 
Peers from the diftant Samian thores refort ; 
Here with Dulichisns join’d, befiege the court : 
Zacynthus, green with ever-fhady groves, 
And Ithaca, prefumptuous box their loves: 
Obtruding on my choice a fecond locd, 
They preis the Hymensean rite abhor’d. 
Mif-rule thus mingling with domeftic cares, 
I live regardle[s of my Rate affairs ; 
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Receive no ftranger-gueft, no poor relieve 
But ever for my lord in fecret grieve ?-. 

This art, inftinct by fome celeftial Power, 

I try’d, elufive of the bridal hour : 

“ Ye peers, I cry, who prefs,to gain a heart, 

“© ‘Where dread Ulyffes claims no future part ; 
“* ReBate your loves, each rival fuit fufpend, 

“* Till this funereal web my laboursend: 
“* Ceafe, till to good Laertes I bequeath 

“ A pall of ftate, the ornament of death. 

* For when to Fate he bows, each Grecian dame 
“© With juit reproach were licenc’d to defame ; 
“ Should he, long honour’d in fupreme command, 
* Want the laft duties of a daughter’s hand.” 
The fiction pleas’d! their Idves 1 long elude ; 
The night fill ravel’d what the day renew'd, 
Three years fuccefsful in my art conceal’d, 

My ineffectual fraud the fouth reveal’d : : 
Befriended by my own domeftic fpies, 

The weof unwrought the fuitor-train furprife, 
From nuptial rites they now no more recede, 
And fear forbids to falfity the breed. 

My anxious parents urge a {peedy choice, 

And to their fuffrage gain the filaal voice : 

For rule mature, Telemachus deplores 

His dome difhonour’d, and exhaufted ftares-.. 
But, ftranger! as thy days feem full of fate, 
Divide ditcourfe, in turn thy birth relate ; 

Thy port afferts thec of diftinguith’d race : 

No poor unfather’d product ot difgrace. 

Princefs } he cries, renew’d by your command, 
The dear remembrance of my native land 
Of fecret grief unfeals the fruitful fource ; 

And tears repeat their long forgotten courfe ! 

So pays the wretch whum Fate conftrains to 
roam ! 

The dues of nature to his natal home !-». 

But inward on my foul let forrow prey, 

Your fovereign will my duty bids obey. 

Crete awes the circling waves, a fruitful {oil ! 
And ninty cities crown the fea-born ifle: 
Mix’d with her genuine fons, adopted names 
In various tongues avow their various claims ; 
Cydonians dreadful with the bended yew, 

And bold Pelafgi boat a vipa due : 

The Dorians, plum’d amid the files of war, 
Her foodful glebe with fierce Achajans fhare ; 
Cnoffus, her capital of high command, 

Where {cepter’d Minos with impartial hand 
Divided right ; each ninth revolving year 

By Jove receiv’d in council to confer. 

His fon Deucalion bore fucceffive {way ; 

His fon, who gave me firft to view the day! ~ 
The royal bed an elder iffuc blef, 

Idoméneus, whom Hisan fields atteft 

Of matchleds deeds: untrain’dto martial toil 
I liv’d inglorious in my native ifle, 

Studious of peace ; and A{thomis my name. 
*T was then to Crete that great Ulyffes came} 
For elemental war, and wintery Jove, 

From Malea’s gufty cape his navy drove 

To beight Lucina’sfane; the thelfy coaft 
Where loud Amnifys in the deep is lof. 

His veffels moor’d, (an incornmodious port !) 
The hero fpeeded to the Cnoffian court ; 
Ardent the partner of his arts to find, 

In leagues of long commutual Siendhhip join’d, 
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Tan hope ‘ ten fuas had warm’d the weftern 
ftrand, 
Since my brave brother with his Cretan band 
Mad fail’d for Troy: but to the genial featt 
My honour’d root regeiv'd the royal guett : 
Aieeves fur his train the Cnoffian peers aflign 
A public ticat, with jars of gencrous wine.® 
‘l'welve days, while Boreas vea’d th’ afrial {pace, 
My hoipitable dome he deign'd to grace: 
And, when the north had ceas’d the ftormy roar, 
He wing’d his voyage to the Phrygian fhore. 
Thus the fam’d hero, perfected in wiles, 
With fair fimilitude of truth beguiles 
‘Che queen’s attentive gar: diffolv’d in woe, 
From her bright eye#the tears unbounded flow. 
As {nows colle¢ted on the mountain freeze, 
When milder regions breathe a vernal breeze, 
The fleecy pile obeys the whifpering gales, 
Ends in a ftream, and murmurs through the vales : 
So, melted with the pleafing tale he toid, 
Jdown her fair check the copious torrent roll’d: 
She to her prefent Jord laments bim lott, 
And views that object which fhe wants the moft ! 
Withering at heart to fee the weeping fair, 
His eyes look ftern, and caft a gloomy ftare ; 
Of horn the ftiffrelentlefs balls appear, 
Or globes of iron fix’d in either {phere ; t 
Firm wifdom interdiets to foftening tear. 
A fpeechlefs interval of grief enfues, 
Till thus the queen the tender theme renewst 
Stranger | that e’er thy hofpitable roof 
Ulyifes grac’d, confirm by faithful proof; 
Delineate to my view my warlike lord, 
Mis form, his habit, and his train record. 
Tis hard, he cries, to bring to fudden fight 
Ideas that have wing’d their diftant flight ; 
Rare on the mind thofe images are trac’d, 
Whofe footiteps twenty winters have defac’d : 
but what J can, receive.---ln ample mode, 
A robe of military purple flow’d 
O’er all his frame: illuftrious on his breaft 
The double clafping gold the king confett. 
In the rich woof a hound, Mofaic drawn, 
Bore on full-ftretch, and feiz’d a dappled fawa; 
Deep in the neck his fangs indent their hold; 
They pant, aud ftruygle in the moving gold. 
Five as a filmy web beneath it fhone 
A veft, that dazzled like a cloudlefs fun: 
The female train who round him throng’d to gaze, 
In filent wonder figh’d unwilling praife. 
A fabre, when the warrior preds’d to part, 
I gave, enamel’d with Vulcanian art: 
A. mantle purple-ting'd, and radiant vett, 
Dimenfion’d equal to his fize, exprefs'd t 
Affection grateful to my honour’d gueft. 
A favourite herald in his train I knew, 
His vifage folemn fad, of fable hne : 
Short woolly curls o’erfleec’d his bending head, 
O’er which a promontory-fhoulder fpread ; 
Eurybates! in whofe large foul alone 
Ulyffes view'd an image of his own. 
His fpeech the tempeft of her grief reftor’d, 
In all he told fhe recogniz’d her lord, 
But when the ftorm was {pent in plenteous fhowers; 
4 paufe iufpiriting her languifh’d powers : 
Oh! thou, the cry’d, whom firft inclement fate 
Made welcome t8 my hofpitable gate; 
TRANS, 
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With all thy wants the name of poor fhall end s 
Henceforth live honour'd, my domeftic friend } 
The veft inwch envy’d on your native coat, 

And regal robe with figur'd gold embofs’d, 

In happier hours my artful hand employ'd, 

When my lov'd lord this blifsful bower enjoy’d $ 
The fall of Troy, erroneous and forlorn 

Doom’d to furvive, and never to retutn ! 

Then he, with pity touch’d: O royal deme! 
Your ever-anxious mind, and beauteous same, b 
From the devouring rage of grief reclaim. 

I not the fondnefs df your foul reprove 

For fuch a lord ! who crown’d your virgin-love 
With the dear bleffing of a fair increafe ; 
Himfelf adorn’d with more than mortal graces 
Yet while I fpeak, the mighty woe fufpend ; 
‘Truth forms my tale; to pleafing truth attend. 
The reyal object of your deareft care 

Breathes in no diftant clime the vital airs 

In rich The{protia, and the nearer bound 

Of Theffaly, his ame I heard renown’d : 
Without retinue, to that friendly thore 
Welcom’d with gifts of ptice, a fumlels ftore ! 
His facrilegious train, who dar’d to prey 

On herds devoted to the God of day, 

Were doom’d by Jove, and Pheebus’ suft decree, 
‘To perf in the rough Trinacrian fea. 

To better Fate the blamelefs chief ordain’d, 

A floating fragment of the wrecx regain’d, 
And rode the ftorm; till by the billows tot, 
He landed on the fair Pheacian coutt. 

‘That race, who emulate the life of Gods, 
Receive him joyous to their bieft abodes : 
Large gifts conter, a ready {gil command, 

To {peed his voyage to the Grecian ftrand. 
But Your wife lord (in whofe capacious foul 
High fchemes of power in juft fucceffion roll) 
His Ithaca refus’d from favouring Fate, 

Till copious wealth might guard his regal ftate. 
Phedon the fact affirm'd, whufe fovereign {way 
Thefprotian tribes, a duteous race, obey : 

And bade the Gods this added trnth arteft, 
(While pure libations crown’d the genial feaft) 
That anchor’d in his port the veffel ftand, 

To waft the hero to his natal laud. 

I for Dulichium urge the watery way, 

But firft the Viyflean wealth fuxvey : 

So rich the value of a ftore fo vaft 

Demands the pomp of centuries to watte ! 

The darling object of your royal love, 

Was journey’d thence to Dodonean Jove ; 

By the fure precept of the fylvan fhrine, 

To form the conduct ef his great defign s 
Irrefulute of foul, his ftate to fhrowd 

In dark difguife, or come a king avow'd ? 

Thus lives your lord ; nor longer deom’d to roam 
Soon will he grace this dear paternal dome. 
By Jove, the fource of good, fupreme in power ! 
By the bleft genius of this friendly bower ! 
Iratity my {fpeech; before the fun 

His annual longitude of Heaven hall run ; 
When the pale emprefs of yon ftarry train 

In the next month renews her faded wane, 
Ulyfles will gflert his rightful reign. | 

What thanks ! what boon! regty*d the queen, 

are due, 


_ When time thall prove the ftoried ae Wei 
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My lord's return fhould fate no more retard, 
Envy fhall ficken at thy vaft reward. 
But my prophetic fears, alas! prefage, 
The wounds ot Deftiny’s relentlefs rage. 
I long muit weep, nor will Ulyffes come, 
With royal gifts to fend you honour’d home !--- 
Your other tafk, ye menial train, forbear: 
Now wath the ftranger, and the bed prepare : 
With fplendid palls the downy fleece adorn: 
Up-rifing early with the purple morn, 
His finews fhrunk with age, and ftiff with toil, 
In the warm bath foment with fragrant oil. 
Then with ‘Telemachus the focial feaft 
Partaking free, my fole invited gueft; . 
Whoe’er negledis to pay diftinéfion due, 
The breach of hofpitable right may rue. 
The vulgar of my fex I mott exceed 
Tn real fame, when moft humane my deed : 
And vaynly to the praife of queen uipfre, 
If, ranger ! I permit that mean attire, 
Beneath the feafttul bower. A narrow {pace 
Confines the ciicle of our deftin’d race; t 
* Lis ours with good the fcanty round to grace. 
‘Thole who to ciuel wrong their ftate abufe, 
Dreaded 1n life the mutter’d curfe purfues : 
By death difrob’d of all their favage powers, 
‘Lhen licens’d rage her hateful prey devours. 
But he whole in-born worth his acts commend, 
Of gentle foul, to human race a friend ; 
“he wretched he relieves diffufe his tame, 
And diftant tongues extol the patron-name. 
Princets, he cry d, in vain your bounties flow 
On me, confirm’d and obftinate in woe. 
When my Jov’d Crete receiv'd my final view, 
And from my weeping eyes her cliffs withdrew ; 
The tatter’d weeds (my decent robe refign’d 
I chofe the livery of a woeful mind ! 
Nor will my heart-corroding cares abate 
With fplendid palls, and canopies of ftate: 4 
Low-couch’d on earth, the gift of fleep I 
fcorn, 

And catch the pa of the waking morn. 
The delicacy of your courtly train 
"Lo wath a wretched wanderer would difdain ; 
But if, in track of long experience try'd, 
And fad fimilitude of woes ally’d, 
Some wretch reluctant views aérial light, 
To her mean hand affign the friendly rite. 
Pleis’d with his wile reply, the queen rejoin'd: 
Such gentle mdnners, and fo fage a mind, 
In all who grac’d this hofpitable bower 

ne’er difcern’d, befure this focial hour. 
Such fervant as your humble choice requires, 
To light, receiv’d the lord of my defires, 
New fiom the birth: and with a mother’s hand 
His tender bloom to manly growth fuftain’d 


Rife, Euryclea! with officious care 

For the poor friend the cleanfing bath prepare : 

This debt his correfpondent fortunes claim, 

. Too like Ulyffes, and perhaps the fame ! 

Thus, old with woes, my fancy pain® him now; 

For age untimely marks the careful brow ! 
Inftant, obfequious to the mild command, 

Sad Euryclea rofe: with temblirg hand 
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She veils the torren tof her tearful eyes ; 
And thus impafflion’d to herfelf replies: 

Son of my love, and monarch of my caress 
What pangs for thee this wretched bofom bears } 
Are thus by Jove who conftent beg his aid 
With pious deed and pure devotion paid ! 

He n€ver dar’d defraud the facred fane, 

Of perfect hecatombs in order flain: 

There oft implor’d his tutelary power, 

Long to protract the fad fepulchral hour $ 
That, form'd for cmpire with paternal care, 
His realm might recognife an equal heir. 

Oh deftin’d head ! ‘The pious vows are loft; 
His God forgets him on a foreign coaft !.-- 
Perhaps, like thee, poor guélt! in wanton pride 
The 1ich infult him, and the young deride ! 
Contcious of worth revil’d, thy generous mind 
The frendly rite of purity declin’d ; . 
My will concurring with my queen's command, 
Accept the bath from this obfequious hand. 

A ftrong emotion fhakcs my anguifh'd breaft 5 
In thy whtole form Ulyfles {' ems exprefs'd ; 
Ofall the wretched harbour’d on our coaft, 
None imag’d e’e1 like thee my matter loft. 

Thus half difcover’d through the daik difguife, 
With cold compofure feign’d, the chief replies : 
You join your fuffrage to the public vote ; 

The fame you think, have all beholders thought, 

He faid. Replenith’d from the pureft {prings, 
The laver ftraight with bufy care fhe brings: 

In the deep vate, that fhone like buinifh’d gold, 
The boiling fluid temperates the cold. 

Mean time revolving in his thoughtful mind 
The fcar with which his manly knee was fign’d; 
His face averting fiom the crackllng blaze, 

His fhouiders intercept th’ unfriendly rays : 
Thus cautions in the obfcure he hop’d to fly 
The curious fearch of Euryclea’s eye. 

Cautious in vain! nor ceas’d the dame to find 
The fcar, with which his manly knee was fign’de 

This on Parnafflus (combating the boar) 

With glancing rage the tuiky favage tore. 

Attended by his brave matetnal race, 

His grandfire fent him to the fylvan chafe, 

Autolycus the bold (a mighty name 

For fpotlefs faith and deeds of martial fame $ 

Hermes, his Patron-God, thofe Gifts beftow’d, 

Whofe fhrine with weanling lambs he wont to load.) 

His courfe to Ithaca this hero fped, 

When the firft product of Laertes’ bed 

Was new difclos’d to birth; the banquet ends, 

When Enryclea from the queen defcends, } 

And to his fond embrace the babe commends. 

“ Receive, fhe cries, your royal daughter's fon ; 

“ Andname the bleflings that your prayers have 
won.” 

Then thus the hoary chief: “ My victor arms 

“ Have aw'd the realms areund with dire alarms ; 

“A fure memorial of my dreaded fame 

“ The boy fhall bear; Ulyffes be'his name |! 

** And whenwith filial love the youth fhall come 

“ To view his mother’s foil, my Delphic dome 

“ With gifts of price fhall fend him joyous 
66 Kome.”’ . 

Lur’d with the promis’d boon, when youthfu 
prime ; 

Ended in mab, bis mother’s natal clime 
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Ulyffes fought ; with fond affection dear The mingled fluids from the vafe redound ; 
Amphithesa’s arms receiv’d the royal heir: The vafe reclining floats the floor around ! 

Her ancient + lord an equal joy poffett ; Smiles dew’d with tears the pleafing ftrife ex- 
Inftant he bade prepare the genial feat : prefs’d 

A fteer to form the jumptuous banquet bled, Of grief and joy, alternate in her breaft. 

Whofe ftately growth five flowery fummegs fed: | Her fluttering words in melting murmurs died 5 
His fons divide, and roatt with artful care At length, abrupt---My fon! my king !.--the cried. 
The limbs; then all the tafteful viands fhare. His neck with fond embrace infolding faft, 

Nor ceas’d difcourfe (the banquet of the foul) t Full on the queen her raptur’d eye fhe caft, 
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Till Phoebus wheeling to the weftern goal Ardent to fpeak the monarch fafe reftor’d: 
Refign’d the fkies, and night involv'd the pole. But ftudious to conceal her royal lord, 
Their drooping eyes the flumberous fhade op- | Minerva fix’d her mind on views remote, 

prets’d, ° And from the prefent blifs abftracts her thought. 
Sated they rofe, and all retir’d to reft. His hand to Euryclea’s mouth applied, 

Soon as the morf, new-rob’d in purple light, Art thou foredoom’d my peft ? the hero cried : 
Pierc’d with her golden thafts the rear of night; | Thy milky founts my infant lips have drain’d: 
Ulyffes and his brave maternal race, And have the fates thy babbling age ordain’d i 

To violate the life thy youth fuftain'd ? 
An exile have I told, with weeping eyes, 
Full twenty annual ‘uns in diftant tkies : 
At length return’d, fome God infpires thy breaft 
To know thy king, and here I ftand contefs’d. 
This Heaven-dilcover’d truth to thee confizn’d. 


The young Autolyci, affay the chaie. 

Parnaffus, thick perplex’d with horrid thades, 

With deep-mouth’d hounds the hunter-troop in- 
vacdes : 

What timé the fun, from ocean's peateful ftream, 

Darts o’er the lawn his horizontal beam. 


The pack impaticnt {nuff the tainted gale ; 

The thorny wiles the wood-men fierce affail : 

And, foremoft of the train, his cornel {pear 

Ulyiies wav’d, to roufe the favage war. 

Deep in the rough recefles of the wond, 

A lofty cepfe, the growth of ages, ftood : 

Nor winter’s boreal blait, nor thunderous fhower, 

Nor folar ray, could pierce the fhady bower, 

With wither’d foliage ftrew’d, a heapy ftore ! 

The warm pavilion of a dreadtul bvar. 

Rous’d by the hounds and hunters mingling cries, 

The favage from his leafy fhelter flies: 

With fiery glare his fanguine eye-balls fhine, 

And briftles high impale his horrid chine. 

Young Ithacus advanc’d, defies the foe, 

Poifiug his lifted lance in act to throw ; 

The favage renders vain the wound decreed, 

And fprings impetuous with opponent fpeed ! 

His tufks oblique he aim’d, the knee to gore ; 

Aflope they glanc’d, the finewy fibres tore, 

And bar’d the bone: Ulyffes undifmay’d, 

Soon with redoubled force the wound repay’d ; 

Yo the right fhoulder-joint ¢he {pear apply’d: 

His turther flank the {treaming purple dy’d: 

On earth he rufh’d with agonizing pain ; 

With joy, and vat furprife, th’ applauding taint 
iew’d his enormous bulk extendedon the plain. 

With bandage firm Ulyffes’ knee they bound ; 

Then, chanting myttic lays, the clofing wound 

Of facred melody confefs'd the force ; 

The tides of life regain their azure purge. 

Then back they led the youth with loud acclaim; 

Autolycus, enamour’d with his fame, 

Confirm’'d the cure ; and from the Delphic dome 

With added gifts return’d him glorious home. 

He fafe at Ithaca with joy receiv’d, 

Relates the chafe, and early praife achiev’d. 
Deep o’er his Hnee, infeam'd, remain’d the 

{car : 
Which noted token of the woodland war 
When Euryclea fourm, th’ ablufion ceas’d ; 


Down dropp’d the leg, from her flack hand re- 


leas’d , 
+ Autolycus. 





Referve the treafure of thy inmoft mind : 
Elfe, if the Gods my vengetul arm {uftain, 


And proftrate to my fword the fuitor-train : 


With their lewd mates, thy undiftinguifh’d age 
Shail bleed a viclim to vindictive rage. 

Then thus rejoin’d the dame, devoid of fear: 
What words, my fon, have pafs'd thy lips fevere ! 
Deep in my foul the truft fhall lodge fecur'd ; 
With rihs of fteel, and marble heart, immur’d. 
When Heaven, aufpicious to thy right avow’d, 
Shall proftrate to thy {word the fuitor-crowd ; 
The decds Pll blazon of the menial fair ; 

The lewd to death devote, the virtuous fpare. 

‘Thy aid avails me not, the chief replied ; 

My own experience fhall their doom decide ; 

A witnefs-judge precludes a long appeal : 

Suffice it thee thy monarch to conceal. 

He faid : obfequious, with redoubled pace, 

She to the fount conveys th* exhaufted vafe : 

Phe bath renew'd, the ends the pleafing toil 
With plenteous unction of ambrofial oil. 
Adjufting to his limbs the tatter’d veft, 

His former feat receiv’d the stranger gueft ; i 
Whom thus with penfive air the queen addrefs'd: 

Though night, diffolving grief in grateful eafe, 

Your drooping eyes with foft oppreffion feize : 
A while, reluétant to her pleafing force, 
Suipend the refttul hour with fweet difcourfe. 
The day (ne’er brighten’d with a beam of joy !) 
My menials, and domeftic cares employ : 
And unattended by fincere repofe, 
The night affifts my ever-wakeful woes : 
When nature’s hufh’d beneath her brooding fhade, 
My echoing griefs the ftarry vault invade. 
As, when the months are clad in flowery green, 
Sad Philomel in bowery fhades unfeen, 
To vernal airs attunes her varied ftraigs ; 
And Itylus founds warbling o’er the plains : 
Young Itylus, his parents’ darling joy ! 
Whom chance mifled the mother to deftroy 3g 
Now dodin'd a wakeful bird to wail the beau- 
teous boy, 

So in nocturnal folitude forlorn, 
A fad variety of woes I mourn ! : 

Ri} 
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My mind, reflective, in a thorny maze 
Devious frem care to care inceffant Strays. 
Now, wavering doubt fucceeds to long defpair ; 
Shall I my virgin-nuptial-vow revere ; ‘ 
And, joining to my fon’s my menial train, 
Partake his councils, and affift his reign ! 

Or, fince, mature in manhood, he deplores 

His dome difhonour’d, and exhaufted ftores ; 
Shall {, reluctant, to his will accord ; 

And from the peers felect the nobleft lord ? 

So by my choice avow’d, at length decide 
Thefe wafteful love-debates, a mourning bride ! 
A vifionary thought I’ll now relate ; 

Tiluftrate, if you know, the thadow’d fate : 

A team of twenty geefe (a {now-white train !) 
Fed near the limpid lake with golden grain, 
Amufe my penfive hours. The bird of Jove 
Fierce from his mountain-eyrie downward drove : 
Each veuite fowl he pounc’d with deathful 

way, 
And back triumphant wine'd his airy way. 
My pitying eyes effus’d a plenteous itream, 
"To view their death thus imag’d in a dream: 
‘With tender fympathy to foothe my foul, 
A troop of matrons, fancy-form’d, condole. 
But whilft with grief and rage my bofom burn'd, 
Sudden the tyrant of the tkies return’d : 
Perch’d on the battlements, he thus began; 
(In form an eagle, but in voice a man.) 
O Queen ! no vulgar vifion of the tky 
Icome, prophetic of approaching joy ! 
View in this plunry form thy victor lord ; 
The geefe (a glutton race) by thee deplor’d, 
Fortend the fuitors fated to my fword. 
This faid, the pleafing feather’d omen ceas’d 
When, from the downy bands of fleep releas'd, 
Faft by thé limpid lake my fwan-like train 
I found, infatiate of the golden grain. 

The vifion felf-explain’d (the chief replies) 
Sincere reveals the fanctiom of the tkies : 
Ulyffes fpeaks his own return decreed ; 

And by his (word the fuitors {ure to bleed. 

Hatd is the tafk, and rare, the queen rejoin’d, 
Impending deftinies in dreams to find : 

Immur'd within the filent bower of fleep, 
‘I'wo portals firm the various phantoms keep : 
Of ivory one ; whence flit, to mock the brain, 
OF winged lies a light fantaftic train : 
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The gates oppos'd pellucid valves adorn, 

And ealneais fair ineas'd with polith’d born / 

Where images of truth for paflage wait, 

With vifions manifeft of future fate. 

Not to this troop, I fear, thatphantom foar’d, 

Which fpoke Ulyffes to his realm reftor’d : 

Delufive femblance !--.but my remnant life 

Heaven fhall determine in a gameful ftrife : 

With that fam’d bow Ulyffes taught to bend, 

For me the rival archers shall contend. 

As on the lifted field he us‘d to place 

Six beams, oppos’d to fix in equal {pace : 

Elanc’d afar by his unerring art, 

Sure through fix circlets flew the whizzing dartd 

So, when the fun reftores thé purple day, 

Their ftrength and {kill the tuitors fhall affay : 

To him the f{poufal honour is decreed, 

Who through the rings directs the feather'd rectl- 

Torn from thefe walls (where long the kinder 
Powers [hours !) 

With pomp and joy have wing’d my youthful 

On this poor breaft no dawn of blifs thal) beam; 

The pleafure vait fupplies a copious theme 

For many a dreary thought, and many a dole- 
ful dream ! 

Propofe the {portive lot (the chief replies) 
Nor dread to name yourfelf the bowyer’s prize + 
Ulyffes will furprife th’ unfinifh’d game 
Avow'd, and falfify the fuitor’s claim. 

‘To whom, with grace ferene, the queen res 

join’d : 
In all thy {peech, what pleafing force I find ! 
O’er my fufpended woe thy werds prevail, 
I part reluétant from the pleafing tale. 
But Heaven, that knows what all terreftrials need, 
Repofe to night, and tuil to day decreed ; 
Grateful viciffitude ! yet me withdrawn, 
Wakeful to weep and watch the tardy dawn 
Eftablith’d ufe enjoins ; te reft and joy 
Eftrang’d, fince dear Ulyfles fail’d to Troy 2 
Mean time inftructed is the menial tribe 
Your couch to fafhion as yourfelf pretcribe. 

Thus affable, her bower the queen afcends 5 
The fovereign-ftep a beauteous train attends ; 
There imag’d to her foul Ulyffes rofe ; 

Down her pale cheek new-ftreaming forrow flows: 
Till {oft oblivious thade Minerva fpresd, 
And o’er her eyes ambrofial fumber thed. 


BOOK ‘XxX, 


THE ARGUMENT. 


While Ulyffes lies in the veftibule of the palace, he is witnefs to the diforders of the women. Mi. 
nerva comforts him, and cafts him afleep. At his waking he defires a favourable fign from Jupiter, 
which is granted. The feaft of Apollo is celebrated by the people, and the fuitors banquet in the 
palace. Telemachus exerts his authority among them, notwithttanding which, Ulyfles is infulted 


by Ctefippus, and the reft continue in their exceffes. Strange 
the augur, whe explains them to the deftrudtion of the wooers. 


prodigies are feen by’ Theoclymenus 
a 
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Aw ample hide divine Dlyffes fpread, 
dnd form’d of fleecy {kins his humble bed 
(The remnants of the fpoil the fuitor-crowd 
In feftival devour’d, and victims vow’d). 
Then o’er the chief Eurynomé the chaite, 
With duteous care, a downy carpet cat : 
With dire revenge his thoughtful bofom glows, 
And, ruminating wrath, he {corns repofe. 
As thus pavilion'’d in the porch he lay 
Scenes of lewd loves his wakeful eyes furvey ; 
Whilft to nocturnal joys impure repair, 
With wanton glee, the proftituted fair. 
His heart with rage this new difhonour ftung, 
Wavering his thought in dubious balance hung ! 
Or, inftant fhould he quench the guilty flame 
With their own blood, and intercept the fhame ; 
Or to their luft indulge a laft embrace, 
And let the peers confummate the difgrace ; 
Round his fwoln heart the murmurous fury rolls; 
As o’er her young the mother-mattiff growls, 
And bays the ftranger-groom: fo wrath com- 
prefs'd, : 
Recoiling, mutter’d thunder in his breaft. 
Poor fuffering heart ! he cried, fupport the pain 
Of wounded honour, and thy rage reftrain. 
Not fiercer woes thy fortitude could foil, 
When the brave partners of thy ten years toil 
Dire Polypheme devour’d: I then was freed, 
By patient prudence from the death decreed. 
Thus anchor’d iafe on Reafon’s peaceful coaft 
‘Tempetts of wrath his foul no longer tofs'd ; 
Reftlefs his body roll’d, to rage retign’d : 
As one who long with pale-ey’d famine pin’d, 
The favory cates on glowing embers catt 
Inceffant tuins, impatient for repaft ; 
Ulyffes fo, from fide to fide devolv’d, 
In felf-debate the fuitors’ doom refolv’d. 
When, in the form of morta] nymph array‘d, 
From Heaven defcends the Jove-born Martial 
Maid; 
And hovering e’er his head in view confefs'd, 
‘The Goddefs thus her favourite care addrefs’d : 
O thou, of mortals moft inur’d to woes ! 
Why roll thofe eyes unfriended of repote ? 
Beneath thy palace-roof forget thy care ; 
lefs'd in thy queen ! bleis’d in thy blooming hei! 
om, to the Gods when fuppliant fathers bow, 
They name the ftandard of their deareft vow. 
Juft is thy kind reproach (the chief rejoin’d) 5 
Deeds full of fate diftract my various mind 
In contemplation wrapp’d. This hoftile crew 
What fingle arm hath prowefs to fubdue ? 
Or if, by Jove’s and thy aumiliar aid, 
They’re doom’d to bleed; Oh! fay,, celeftial 
Maid : 
Where fhall Ulyffes fhun, or how futtain, 
Nations embattled to revenge the flain ? 
Oh, impotence of faith ! Minerva cries, 
Tf man on frail maknowing man relies, 
Doubt you the Gods! Lo! Pallas’ felf defcends, 
Infpires thy counfels, and thy toils attends. 
, In me affianc’d, fortify thy breatt, 
‘Tho? myriads leagued thy rightful claim conteft : 
My fure divinity thall bear the fhield, 
And edge thy {word to reap the glorious field. 
Now pay the gebt to craving nature due, 
Her faded powers with balmy reft zenew, 
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he ceas’d. Ambrofial flumbers feal his eyes; 

His care diffolves in vifionary joys : t 

The Goddels, pleas’d, regains her natal fkies. 
Not fo the queen: the downy bands of fleep 

By grief relax’d, fhe wak’d again to weep: 

A gloomy paufe enfued of dumb defpair : 

Then thus her fate invok’d, with fervent prayer : 
Diana! {peed thy deathful ebon dart, 

And cure the pangs of this convulfive heart. 

Snatch me, ye whirlwinds! far from human race, 

Tofs'd through the void illimitable {pace : 

Or, if difmounted from the rapid cloud, 

Me with his whelming wave let Ocean fhroud | 

So, Pandarus, thy hopes, three orphan-fair, 

Were doom’d to wander through the devious air ; 

Thyfelf untimely, and thy confort dy’d, 

But four celeftials both your cares fupply’d. 

Venus in tender delicacy rears 

With honey, milk, and wine, their infant years: 

Imperial Juno to their youth affign'd 

A form majeftic, and fagacious mind : 

With fhapely growth Diana grac’d the bloom ; 

And Pallas taught the texture of the loom. 

But whilit, to learn their lote in nuptial love, 

Bright Cytherea fought the bower of Jove 

(The God fupreme, to whofe eternal eye 

The repifters of Fate expanded lie ;) 

Wing'd harpies {natch’d th’ unguarded charge 

away, 

And to the Furies bore a grateful prey. 

Be fuch my lot ! Or thou, Diana, {peed 

Thy thaft, and fend me joyful to the dead ; 

To f{cek my lord among the warrior-train, 

Ere fecond vows my bridal faith profane. 

Wen woes the waking fenfe alone affail ; 

Whilft night extends her foft oblivious veil, 

Of other wretches care the torture ends; 

No truce the warfare of my heart {ufpends ! 

The night renews the day-diftracting theme, 

And airy terrors fable every dream. 

The laft alone a kind illufion wrought, 

And to my bed my lov’d Ulyffes brought 

In manly bloom, and each majeftic grace, 

As when for ‘Troy he left my fond embrace ; 

Such raptures in my beating bofom rife, 

I deem it fure a vifion of the skies. 
Thus, whilft Aurora mounts her purple throne, 

In audible laments fhe breathes her moan; 

The founds affault Ulyfles wakeful ear : 

Misjudging of the caufe, a fudden fear 

Of his arrival known, the chief alarms ; 

He thinks the queen is rufhing to his arms. 

Up-fpringing from his couch, with active hafie 

The fleece and carpet in the dome he plac’d 

(The hide, without, imbib’d the morning air ;) 

And thus the Gods inyok’d with ardent prayer : 
Jove, and ethereal thrones! with heaven to 

friend, 

If the long feries of my woes fhall end, 

Of human race now rifing from repofe 

Let one a blifsful omen here difclofe ; 

And, ta gonfirm my faith, propitious Jove, 

Vonchfafe the fandction of a fign above t 
Whilttfowly thus the chief adoring bows, 

The pitying God his guardian aid avows. 

Loud from a fapphire iky his thunder founds ; 

With fpringing hope the hero’s heart rebounds, 
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Soon, with confummate joy to crown his prayer, 
An omen'd voice invades his ravifh’d ear. 
Beneath a pile, that clofe the dome adjein’d, 
Twelve female flaves the gift of Ceres grind; 
‘Tafk’d for the royal board to bolt the bran 

From the pure flour (the growth and ftrength of 


man), 

Difcharging to the day the labour due, 

Now early to repofe the reft withdrew ; 

One maid, unequal to the tafk aflign’d, 

Still turn’d the toilfome mill with anxious 
mind; 

And thus in bitternefs of foul divin’d 

Fathe: of Gods and men; whdle thunders roll 
O’er the cerulcan vault, and fhake the pole; 
‘Whoe’er from Heaven has gain’d this rare oftent 
(Of granted vows a certain fignal fent) 

Au this bleft nionent of accepted prayer, 
Piteous, regard a wretch confum’d with care! 
Tnitant, O Jove! contound the fuitot-tra'n, ; 
For whom o'ertoil’d I grind the golden grain: 
Fu from this dome the lewd devourcrs catt, 
And be this feftival decreed their laft! 

Big with their .Joom denounc’d is earth and fky, 
Ulyfies’ heart dilates with fecret joy. 

Mean time the menial train with unétuous wood 
Heap’d high the genial hearth, Vulcanian food : 
Whea, early drefs'd, adwanc’d the royal heir: 
Wita manly grafp he wav’d,a martial {pear, 

A radiant fabre grac’d his purple zone, 

And on his foot the golden fandal thone. 

His fteps impetuous to the portal prefs'd; 

And Enryclea thus he there addrefs'd : 

Say thou, to whom my youth its nuiture owes, 
Was care for due refection and repofe ‘ 
heftow'd the ftranger-gueft? Or waits he griev'd, 
His age not honour’d, nor his wants reliev’d ? 
Promiucuous grace on all the queen confers 
(In woes bewilder’d, oft’ the wifeft errs). 

The wordy vagrant to the dole afpires, 
And modeft worth with noble feorn retires. 

She thus: Oh! ceafe that ever honour’d name 

Lo blemith now ; it ill deferves your blame: 
A bow! of generous wine fuffic’d the gueft ; 
In vain the queen the night-refeétion prefs’d ; 
Nov would he court repofe in downy ftate, 
Unbiefs'd, abandon'd to the rage of Fate ! 

A hide bencath the portico was {fpread, 
And fleecy thins compos’d an humble bed : 
A. downy carpet, caft, with duteous care, 
Secur’d him from the keen nocturnal air. 

His cornel javelin pois’d with regal port, 

To the fage Greeks conven’d in Themis? court, 


Forth-iffuing from the dome the prince re- 
pair’d: os 
Two dogs of chafe, a lion-hearted guard, 


Behind him fourly ftalk’d. Without delay 
The dame divides the labour of the day ; 
Thus urging to the toil the menial train, 
What marks of luxury the marble ftain ! 

its wonted luttre let the floor egain: 

The feats with purple clothe'in order due ; 
And let th’ abflerfive fponge the board renew: 
Let fome refreth the vafe's fullied mold f 
Some bid the goblets boaft their native gold + 
Some to the {pring, with each a jar, repair, 
fond copious waters pure for bathing bear: 
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Difpatch ! fox {oon the fuitors will affay 
The lunar feaft-rites to the God of day. 

She faid : with duteous hafte a bevy fair 
Of twenty virgins to the {pring repair ; 
With varied toil the ref€ adorfi the dome. 
Magni¢cent, and blithe, the fuitors come, 
Some wuld the founding axe; the dodder’d oaks 
Divide, obedient to the forceful ftrokes. 
Soon from the fount, with each a brimming uta, 
(Eumseus in their train) the maids return. 
Three porkers for the feaft, all brawny-chin'd, 
He brought ; the choiceft of the tufky kind: 
In lodgements firft fecure his care he view’d, 
Then to the king his friendly{{peech renew’d : 
Now fay fincere, my gueft ! the fuitor-train 
Stull treat thy woth with lordly dull difdain ; 
Or {peaks their deed a bonnteous mind hu- 


mane | 
Some pitying God (Ulyffes fad reply'd) 
With vollied vengeance blaft their towcring pride! 
No eonfcious bluth, no fenfe of right, reftraims 
The tides of luft that fwell their boiling veins : 
From vice to vice their appetites are toft, 
All cheaply fated at another’s coft ! 
While thus the chief his woes indignant told, 
Melanthius, mafter of the bearded fold, 
The goodlieft goats of all the royal herd 
Spontaneous to the fuitor’s feaft preferr’d : 
Two grooms affiftant bore the victims bound ; 
With quavering cries the vaulted rvofs refound ; 
And to the chief auftere, aloud began 
The wretch unfriendly to the race of man: 
Here, vagrant, ftill? oftenfive to my lords! 
Blows have more energy than airy words ; 
Thgfe arguments I'l] ufe: nor confcious fhame, 
Nor threats, thy bold intrufion will reclaim. 
On this high feaft the meaneft vulgar boaft 
A plenteous board ! Hence ! feek another hoft! 
Rejoinder to the churl the King difdain’d ; 
But fhook his head, and 1ifing wrath reftrain’d. 
From Cephalenia crofs the furgy main 
Philatius late arriv’d, a faithful f{wain. 
A fteer ungrateful to the bull’s embrace, 
And goats he biought, the pride of all their 
race : 
Imported in a fhallop not his own: 
The dome re-echoed to their mingled moan. 
Straight tothe guardian of the briflly kiud 
He thus began, benevolent of mind : 
What gueft is he, of fuch majeftic air? 
His lineage and paternal clime declare: 
Dim through th’ eclipfe of Fate, the rays divine 
Of fovereign ftate with faded {plendour flune. 
If monarchs by the Gods are plung’d in woe, 
To what aby(s are we foredoom’d to go! 
Then affable he thus the chief addrefs’d, 
Whilft with pathetic warmth his hand he prefs'd: 
Stranger ! may Fate a milder afpect fhow, 
And {pin thy future with a whiter clue ! 
O Jove, for ever deaf to human cries ; 
The Tyrant, not the Father of the tkies! 
Unpiteous of the race thy will began ! 
The féol of Fate, thy manufacture, man, 
With penury, contempt, repulfe, and care, 
The galling load of life is doom’d to bear. 
Ulyfles from his ftate a wanderer fill, ; 
Upbraids thy power, thy wifdom, or thy will s 
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© menarch ever dear'---O man of woe |-— 
Frefh flow my tears, and thall for ever flow ! 
Like thee, poor Sranget guess denied his home ! 
Like thee, in rags obicene, decreed to roam ! 
Or, haply perifh’dason fome diitent coat, 

In Stygian gloom he glides a penfive ghoft ! 
©h! grateful for the good his bounty gave, 

Till grieve, till forrow fink me to the grave ! 
His kind protecting hand my youth preterr’d, 
The regent of his Cephalenian herd : 

With vaft increafe beneath my care it fpreads, 
A ftately breed ! and blackens far the meads. 
Conftrain’d, the choiceft beeves I thence import 
To cram thefe cormorants that crowd his court; 
Who in partition {@ek his realm to fhare ; 

Nor human right, nor wrath divine revere. 
Since here refolv’d oppreflive thefe retide, 
Contending douts my anxious heart divide : 
Now to fome fareign clime inclin’d to fly, 

And with the royal herd protection buy : 

Then happier thoughts return the nodding fale, 
Light mounts defpair, alternate hopes prevanl : 
In opening profpedcts of ideal joy, 

My king returns ; the proud ufurpers die. 

To whom the chiet : In thy capacious mind 
Since daring zeal with cvol debate is join’d ; 
Attend a deed already ripe in Fate ; 

Atteft, O Jove, the truth I now retate | 

This facred truth atteft each genial Power, 

Who blefs the board, and guard this friendly 
bower ! 

Before thou quit the dome (nor long delay) 

Thy with produc’d in act, with pleas’d furvey, 

Thy wondering eyes fhall views his rightful 


reign 
By arms wont Ulyffes thall regain, 
And to the fhades devote the fuitor-traine 

O Jove fupreme ! the raptur’d fwain replies, 
With deed confummate foon the promis’d joys ! 
Thefe aged nerves, with new-born vigour ftrung 
In that bleft caufe thould emulate the young--- 
Affents Eumeus to the prayer addrefs’d : 

And equal ardours fire his loyal brea@. 

Mean time the fuitors urge the prince’s fate, 
And deathful arts employ the dire debate : 
When, in his airy tour the bird of Jove 
Trufs’d with his finewy pounce a’ trembling dove : 
Sinifter to their hope ! This omen ey‘d 
Amphinomus, who thus prefaging cry’d : 

The Gods from force and fraud the prince de- 
O peers! the fanguinary {cheme fufpend: [fend ; 
Your future thought let fable Fate employ ; 

And give the pretent hour to gental joy. [ceas’d, 

From council ftraight th’ aflenting peerage 
And in the dome prepar’d the genial tBatt. 
Difrob’d their veits apart in order lay, 
Then all with {peed fuccinét the victims flay : 
With fheep and fhaggy goats the porkers bled, 
And the proud iteer was on the marble {pread. 
With fire prepar’d, they deal the moriels round, 
Wine rofy-bright the brimming goblets crown’d 
By fage Eumaus borne: the purple tide 
. Melanthius from an ample jar fupplied : 

High canifters of bread Philtetius plac’d 5 
And eager all devour the rich repait. 

Difpos'd apart, Ulyfi+s thares the treatj: 
A triyet-table, and ignobler feat, 
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The prince appoints; but to his fire gad‘ 
The tafteful inwards, and nectareous wiHes. 
Partake, my gueft, he cry'd, without control 
Che focial feait, and drain the cheering bow! s 
Dread not the railer’s laugh, ner ruffian’s rage ; 
No vulgar roof protects thy honour’d age: 
This dome a refuge to thy wrongs thall be, 
From my great fire too foon devolv'd to me! 
Your violence and {corn, ye (uitors, ceafe, 
Leit arms avenge the violated peace. 
Aw’d by the prince, fo haughty, brave and, 
young, 
Rage gnaw’d the lip, amazement chain’d the 
tongue. 
Be patient, peers! at length Antinous cries; 
The threats of vain imyerious youth deipife : 
Would Joye permit the meditated blow, 
That ttream of eloquence fhould ceafe to flow. 
Without reply vouchfaf’d Antinous ceas’d : 
Mean while the pomp of fettival increas'd : 
By herald’s rank‘d, in marthal’d order move 
The city-tribes to pleas’d Apollo’s grave : 
Beneath the verdure of which awful thade, 
The lunar hecatomb they grateful laid ; 
Partook the facred feaft, and ritual honours paid. 
But the rich banquet in the dome prepar’d, 
(And humble fide-board tet) Ulyffes fhar’d. 
Obiervant of the piince’s high beheft, 
His menial train attend the ftranger-guelt : 
Whom Pallas with unpardoning fury fir'd, 
By lordly pride and keen reproach infpir’d. 
A Samian peer, more ftudious than the 1eft 
(f vice, who tecm’d with many a dead-born jeft ; 
And urg’d, tor title to a confort queen, 
ncumber’d acres arable and green 
(Ctefippus nam'd); this lord Ulyfies ey’d, 
Aad thus burit out th’ impofthumate with pride ; 
The fentence 1 propofe, ye peers, attend : 
Since due regard muit wait the prince's friend, 
Let each a token of efteem beftow; 
This gut acquits the dear refpect I owe ; 
With which he nobly may difcharge his feat, 
And pay the menials for the mafter’s treat. 
He faid. and of the fteer before him plac’d, 
That finewy fragment at Ulyfles caft, 
Where to the paftern-bone by nerves combin’d, 
The well-horn'd foot indiffglubly join’d ; t 
Which whizzing high the wall unieemly fign’d. 
The chiefindignant grins a ghattly {mile ; 
Revenge and fcorn within his bufom boil : 
When thus the prince with pious rage inflam’d : 
Had not th’ inglorious wound thy malice aim’d 
Fall’n guilflefs of the mark, my certain {pear 
Had made thee buy the brutal triumph dear : 
Nor fhould thy fire, a queen his daughter boait ; 
The {uitor, now, had vanith'd in a ghott : 
No more, ye lewd compeers, with lawlefs power 
Invade my dome, my herds and flocks devour : 
For genuine worth of age mature to know 
My grape thall redden, and my harveft grow, 
Or, if each other’s wrongs ye {till fupport, 
With rapes and riot to profane my court; 
What fingle arm with numbers can contend ? 
On‘me #t all your litted fwords defcend, 
And with my life fuch vile difhonours end. 
A long cetlation of diftourfe enfued, 
By gentler Agelaus thus renew'd : 
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A jutt repreef, ye peers! your rage reftrain 

From the protected La ard menpl train 3 
» prance! to fog the fource of future ill, 

Affent yourfelf, and gain thé royal will, 
Whuilft hope prevail’d to fee yqur fire reftor'd, 
Of right the queen refug'd a fecond lord. 
But who {9 vain of faith, fo blind to tate, 
To think be fill furvives to claim the fate ? 
Now ptefs the fovereagn dame with warm defire 
To wed, es wealth or worth her choice ifpyg . 
The lord {eledted to the nuptial joys, 
Far hence will léad the long-contefted prize: 
Whilft in paternal pomp, with plynty blets'd, 
You reign, of this imperial dome poflefs‘d. 

Sage and ierene Telemachus teplies ; 
By him at whofe beheft the thunder flies, 
And by the name on earth I moft revere, 
By great Ulyffes and hig woes, I fwea, 
(Who never muft review bis dear domains 
Inroll'd, perhaps in Pluto's dreary train ') 
Whence’er her choice the royal dame avows, 
My btidal grits thall load the future {poufe : 
Het from this dome my parent queen to chafe | 
From me, ye Gods! avert iuch dre difgrace. 

But Pallas clouds with intelletual gloom 

The fuitors’ fouls, intenfate of ther doom ! 

A murthful phrenzy ferz’d the tated crowd ; 

‘The roofs teiound with caulelefs laughter loud : 
Floating in gore, portentous to furvey ! 

In each dif.olonr’d vaie the viands lay; 

Then down cach cheek tne tears fpontaneous flow, 
And fudden fighs precede approaching woe. 

In vafion rapt, the * Hyperefian feer 

Uprotc, and thus divin’d the vengeance near: 

Oh sace‘to death devote ' with Stygian fhade 
Tach deitin'e peer ampending Fates invade ‘ 
With tears your wan diflotted cheeks me drown’d, 
With fargurie drops the walls .re rubned rund 
Thak twarms the fpacious ball with how tng 
To people Orcus ard the burmng ccaits! {ghoits 

* Throcly menus. 
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Nor gives the fun his Seas oro teri. 
But univerfal night ufurps the pole ! 
Yet warn'd i vain, with laughter loud elate 
The peers reproach the fure divine of Fate , 
And thus Eurymachus: The destard’s mind 
To every fenie 1s loft, to reafon blind 
Swift frbm the dome conducl the faye away; 
Let him in open air behold the day. 
Tax not (the Heaven-ilumin’d {cer reyoin'’d) 
Of rage, or folly, my prophetic mind. 
No clouds of error dim th ethereal rays, 
Her equal power ¢ach faithful fenfe obeys. 
Unguided hence my trembling fteps 1 bend, 
Far hence, before yon hoyering,deaths deicend ; 
Left, the ripe harveft of reveng: begun, 
I fhare the doom ye fyitors cannot fhun. 
This faid, to fage Pirwus fped the feer, 
His honour d hoft, a welcome inmate the.e. ° 
O’er the protracted feaft the fiutors fit, 
And aim to wound the prince with pointlefs wit: 
Cites one, with fcorntul lees and mimic voice, 
Thy chattyeve praie, but not thy choice, 
Why fuch profufiun of mdulgence fhown 
To this poor, timorous, toi-dctefing drone ? 
That other fecds on plaretary {cLumes, 
And pays his hott with hideous noon-day dreams. 
But, prince tor once, at le aft, believe a fiend, 
To tome Sicilian mart thefe courtiers fend, 
Where, if they yield their treight acrois the main 
Dear fcll the faves! demand ug preater gam 
Thus jovial they: but nought the prince 1e- 
Full on his fire he roll’d his ardent eyes, [plies, 
Impatient ftraight to ficih his virgin-{w ord, 
from the wife chief he waits the deathtul word. 
Nigh im her bright alcove, the pcnfive queen 
To jee the cuclet tate, of all unfeen 
Sited at length they ruc, ind 11d prepare 
An igecreuael: with equal coft and case 
But vengetul Pallas, with preventing {peed, 7 
A fcait proportion’d to thei criunes deciecd, — 5 
A feaft of death: the fcaiters douin’é to bleed '$ 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


The Bending of Ulyfes’s Bow. 


Penelope, to put am end to the folicitation of the futors, propofes to marry the perfon who hall firft bend 
the bow of Ulyffes, and foot through the ringlets. After their attempts have proved incfectual, 
Uly Mes, taking Eumeus and Philetins apart, difcovers humfelf to them; then returning, defires 
leave to try his ftrea gth wt the bow, which, thdugh refufed with indignation by the furtors, Pene. 
lope and ‘Telemachus cauie 1¥ to be delrvered to his hands. He bends it immediately, and fhoots 
through all the rings. he dati mthe fame ioftant thunders from heaven; Ulyfies accepts the 


omen, ard gives a fign to 


Ayn Pallas now, to raife the rival fires, 

MVith her own art Penelope mifprres’ 

Who now can Lend Ulyiles’ bow, and wing | 
The veil-aim'd arrow through the diftant xing, 
Shall end the ftrite, and wm th’ mpenal dame ; 
But difeuid and black death await the game | 


glemachus, who ftands reddy armed at hus fide. 


The prudent queen the lofty fair afcends, 
At diflance due a virgin-train attends § 
A brazen key fhe held, the handleturn’d, 
With fteal ‘and polifh'’d elephant adorn’d : 
Swift to the inmoft ruom fhe bent her way, 
Where fafe repgs’d the soyal treafusgs lay i 
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‘There fhone high-heap’d the labour’d brafs and ore, 
cAnd there the bow which great Ulyfles bore ; 
And there the quiver, where now guiltlefs flept 
‘Fhoie winged deaths that many a matren wept. 

This gift, long fmce when Sparta’s fhores he 
On young Ulyfies Iphitus bettow'd ; , trod, 
Beneath Orfilochus’s roof they met ; 
Ove lofs way private, one a public debt; 
Meffena’s ftate from Ithaca detains 
Three hundred fheep, and all the fhepherd-fwains ; 
And to the youthful prince to urge the laws, 
‘The king aud elders truft their common caufe. 
But Iphibus, employ’d on other cares, 
Seaich’d the wide country for his wandering 

mures, ® 

And mules, the ftrongeft of the labouring kind ; 
Waplets to fearch | more haplefs ftill to find ! 
Fr journeying onto Hercules, at length 
‘That lawlefs wretch, that man of brutal ftrength, 
Deaf to Heaven's voice, the jocial rite tranfyreis’d; 
And for the beauteous mares deftroy'd his gueft : 
He gave the bow! and on Ulyffes’ part 
Receiyv’d a pointed {word and mifsle dart : 
PF lucklefs friendfhip on a foreign shore 
Their firft, laft pledges; for they met no more ! 
The bow, bequeath’d by this unhappy hand, 
Ulytles bore not from his native land ; 
Nor in the front of battle taught to bend, 
But kept, in dear memorial of his friend. 

Now gently winding up the fair afcent, 
By many an eafy ftep, the matron went; 
Then o’er the pavements glides with grace divine, 
(With polifli'd oak the level pavements fhine) 
‘The folding pates a dazzling light difplay'd, 
With pomp of various architrave o’erlaid. 
“Lhe bolt, obedient to the filken ftring, 
Forfakes the ftaple as fhe pulls the ring ; 
"The wards refpondent to the key turn round : 
The bars fall back; the flying valves refound ; 
Loud as a buil makes hill apd valley ring, 
So roar'd the lock when it releas’d the fpring. 
She moves majeitic through the wealthy room, 
Where treafur'd garmests caft arich perfume ; 
"There from the column where aloft it hung, 
Reach’d, in its fylendid caie, the bow unftrung ; 
Acrofs her knees the laid the well-known bow, 
and penfive fate, and tears began ta fiow. 
"¥o full fatiety of grief fhe mourns, 
‘Then filent to the joyous hall returns, 
To the proud fuitors bears in pentive Rate 
‘sh? unbended bow, and arrows wing'd with fate. 

Behind, her train the polifh’d coffer brings, 
‘Whigh held th’ alternate brals and filver rings, 
Full in the portal the chafte queen appears, 

And with her veil conceals the coming tears : 
On either fide awaits a virgin fair; 
While thus the maticn, with majeltic air: 

Say you, whom thefé forbidden walls enclofe, 
For whom my victims bleed, my vintage flows; 
If thefe neglected, faded charms can move ? 

Or is it but a vain pretence, you love? 

If I the prize, if me you feek to wife, 

Hear the conditions, and commence the frrife: 
Who firft Ulyffes’ wondrous bow fhall bend, 

And through twelve ringlets the fleet arrow fend, 
Him will I follow, and forfake my home, 

For bim forlake this lov'd, this wealthy dome, 
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Long, long the fcene of all my paft delight, 

And ftitl to laft, the vifion of my night ! 
Graceful fhe faid, aud bade Lumzus fhow 

The rival] peers the ringlets and the bow. 

From his full eyes the tears unbidden fpring, | 

Touch'’d at the dear memorials of his king. 

Philetius too relents, but fecret thed 

The tender drops. Antinous faw, and faid : 
Hence to your fields, you ruftics! hence away, 

Nor ftain with grief the pleafures of the day ; 

Nor to the royal heart recall in vain 

The fad remembrance of 2 perifh’d man. 

Enough her precious tears already flow--- 

Or fhare the feat with due refpect, or go t 

To weep abroad, and leave us to the bow: 

No vulgar tafk ! Ul fuits this courtly crew 

That ftubborn horn which brave Ulyffes drew. 

I well remember (for I gaz’d him o’er 

While yet a child) what majefty he bore ! 

And ftill (all infant as I was) retain 

The port, the ftrength, the grandeur of the man. 
He faid, but in his foul fond joys arife, 

And his proud hopes already win the prize. 

To {peed the flying shaft through every ring, 

Wretch ! is not thine! the arrows of the king t 

Shall end thofe hopes, and Fate is on the wing ! 
Then thus Telemachus: Some God, I find, 

With pleafing phrenzy has poflefs’d my mind ; 

Wher a lov’d mother threatens to depart, 

Why with this ill.tim’d gladnefs leaps my heart ? 

Come then, ye fuitors! and difpute a prize 

Richer than all th’ Acaian ftate fupplies, 

Than all proud Argos, or Myca#na knows, 

Than all our ifles or continents enclofe : 

A woman matchleis, and almoit divine, 

Fit for the praife of every tongue but mine. 

No more eacufes then, no more delay , 

Hafte to the trial---Lo ! I lead the way. 

I too may try, and if this arm can wing 

‘The feather’d arrow through the deftin’d ring, 

‘Then if no happier knight the conqueft boaft, 

I thall not forrow for a mother loit ; 

But, blefl in her, poffefs thefe arms alone, 

Heir of my father’s ftrength, as well as throne. 
He fpoke: then, rifing, his broad fword une 

bound, 

And caft his purple garment on the ground. 

A trench he open’d; in a line he plae’d 

The level axes, and the points made faft 

(His perfect fkill the wondering gazers ey’d, 

The game as yet unfeen, as yet untry’d.) 

Then, with a manly pace, he took bis ftand ; 

And grafp'd the bow, and twang’d it in his hand. 

Three times, with beating heart, he made effay ; 

Three times, unequal to the tatk, gave way: 

A modeft boldnefs on his cheek appear’d : 

And thrice he hop’d, and thrice again he fear’d, 

The fourth had drawn it. The great fire with joy 

Beheld, but with a fign forbade the boy. 

His ardour ftraight th’ obedient prince fupprefs’d, 

And, artful, thus the fuitor-train addrefs‘d: . 
Oh, lay the caufe on youth yet immature ! 

(For Heaven forbid fuch weaknefs thould endure!) 

How {hall this arm, unequal to the bow, 

Retort an infult, or repel'a toe ? 

But you! whom Heaven with better nerves has 

Accept the trial, and the prize contek, = [ble 
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He calt the bow before him, and apart 

Againft the polith’d quiver propt the dart. 

Refuming then his feat, Epitheus’ fon _ 

The bold Antinous to the reft begun : 

* From where the goblet firit begins to flow, 

“ From right to left, in order take the bow; 

“ And hae! your feveral itrengths"’-»-The princes 

heard, 

And firft Leiodes, blamelefs prieft, appear'd : 

The eldeft born of Oenops’ noble race, 

Who next the goblet held his holy place: 

He, only he, of all the fuitor throng, 

Their deeds detcfted, and abjur’d the wrong. 

‘With tende: hands the flubborn horn he ftrains, 

The ftubborn horn refifted all his pains ! 

Already in defpair he gives it o'er: 

Take it who will, he cries, I ftrive no more. 

What numerous deaths attend his fatal bow! 

What fouls and fpirits thall it fend below! 

Better, indeed to die, and fairly give 

Nature her debt, than difappuinted live, 

With each new fun to fome new hope a prey, 

Yet ftill to-morrow falfer than to-day. 

How long in vain Peuelope we fought; 

This bow fhall cafe us of that idle thought, 

And fend us with fyme humbier wife to live, 

Whom gold fhall gain, or defliny thall give. 
Thus {peaking, on the floor the bow he plac’d, 

(With rich inlay the various floor was grac’d) 

At diftance far the feather’d thaft he throws, 

And to the feat returns from whence he roie. 
To him Antinous thus with fury faid: 

What words ill-omen’d from thy lips have fled! 

Thy coward-iunction ever is in fear ; 

Thofe arms are dreadful which thou cant not bear. 

‘Why thould this bow be fatal to the brave ? 

Becaufe the prieft is born a peaceful flave. 

Maik then what others can---He ended there, 

And bade Melanthius a vait pile prepare ; 

He gives it inftant flame > then fait befide 

Spreads o'er an ample board a bullock’s hide. 

With melted lard they ioak the weapon o’er, 

Chate every knot, and fupple every pore. 

Vain all their art, and all their ftrength as vain; 

The bow inflexible refiits their pain. 

The force of great Eurymachns alone 

And bold Antinous, yet untry’d, unknown; 

Thofe only now remain’d; but thofe contefs’d 

Of all the train the mightieft and the bett. 
Then from the hall, and from the noify crew, 

The matters of the herd and flock withdrew. 

The king obferves them: he the hall forfakes 

And, patt the limits of the court, o’ertakes. 

Then thus with accent mild Ulyffes {poke : 

Ye faithful guardians of the herd and flock ! 

Shall I the fecret of my breaft conceal, 

Or (as my foul now dictates) hall ¥ tell? 

Say, thould fome favouring God reftore again 

The loft Ulyffes to his native reign? (ford, 

How beat your hearts? what aid would you af. 

To the proud fuitors, or your ancient lord ? 
Phiketius thus: Oh were thy word not vain ! 

Would mighty Jove reftore that man again! 

Thefe aged finews with new vigour fitting 

In his bief& caufe fhould emulate the young. 

With equal vows Kumzus too implor’d 

Fach Power above, with wishes for his lord, 
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He faw their fecret fouls, and thus began» 
Thofe vows the Gods accord: beheld the maa! 
Your own Ulyffes! twice ten years detain'd 
By woes and wanderings from this haplefs land: 
At length he comes; but comes defpis'd, une 

own, 
And finding faithful you, and you alone. 
All elfe have caft him from their very thought, 
Ev'n in their wifhes, and their prayers forgot ! 
Hear pate my friends: If Jove this arm fuce 
ceed, 
And give yen impious revellers to bleed, 
My care fhall be, to blefs your future lises 
With large poffeffions, and with faithful wives; 
Faft by my palace hall youtdomes afcend, 
And each on young Telemachus attend, t 
And each be call'd his brother, and my friend. 
To give you firmer faith, now truft your eye; | 
Lo! the broad {car indented on my thigh, 
When with Autolycus’s fons, of yore, 
Un Parnafs® top I chas’d the tufky boar. 
His ragged veft then drawn afide difclos’d 
Tlze fign confpicuous, and the fcar expos’d : 
Eager they view'd; with joy they ftood amaz’d s 
With tearful eyes o'er all their matter gaz'd: 
Around his neck their longing arms they caft, 
His head, his fhoulders, and his knees embrac'd: 
Tears follow’d tears; no word was in their pow. 
In folemn filence fell the kindly fhower. [er : 
The king too weeps, the king too grafps their 
hands, 
And movelefs as a marble fountain ftands. 

Thus had their joy wept down the fetting fun, 
But firft the wife man ceas’d, and thus begun: 
Knough---on other cares your thought employ, 
For danger waits on all untimely joy. 

Full mauy foes, and fierce, obferve us near: 

Some may betray, and yonder wails may hear. 

Re-enter then, not all at once, but ftay 

Some moments you, and Iet me lead the way. 

To me, neglected as 1 am, ] know 

The haughty fuitors will deny the bow: 

But thou, Eumeeus, as tis borne away, 

Thy matter’s weapon to his hand convey. 

At every portal jet fome matron wait, 

And each lock faft the well-compacted gate : 

Clofe let them keep, whate'er invades their ear s 

Though arms, or fhovts, or dying groans, they 
hear. 

To thy ftrict charge, Philetius, we confign 

The court’s main gate: to guard that pafs be 
thine. 

This faid, he firft return'd: the faithfwl {wains 
At diftance follow, as their king ordains. 

Before fne flame Eurymachus now ftands, 
And turns the bow, and chafes it with his hands: 
Still the taugh bow unmov'd. The lofty man 
Sigh'd from his mighty foul, and thus began: 

I mourn the common caufe: for, oh, my 

friends ! 

On me, on all, what grief, what fhame attends * 
Not the loft nuptials can affe¢ét me more, 
(For Greece has beauteous dames on every fore} 
But baffled thus: confefs'd fo far below 
Ulgffes’ ftrength, as not to bend his b6w ! 
How {hall all ages our attempt deyide ! 
Our weaknels {com! Antinous,thug reply'd: 
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Not fo, Zurymachus; that no man draws 
The wondrous bow, attend another caufe, 
Sacred to Phoebus is the folemn day, 

Which thoughtlefs we in games would wafte 
away: e 
Tili the next dawn this ill-tim’d ftrife forago, 
And here leave fix’d the ringlets in a row. 
Now bid the fewer approach, and let us join 
in due libations, and in rites divine, 
So end our night: betore the day fhall fpring, 
The choiceft offerings let Melanthius bring : 
Let then to Phoebus’ name the fatted thighs 
Feed the nch {mokes, high curling to the fkies. 
So fhall the patron gf thele arts beftow 
{For his the gift) the fkill to bend the bow. 
They heard well-pleas’d: the ready heralds 
briug 
"Phe cleanfing waters from the limpid {pring : 
The goblet high with rofy wine they crown’d, 
In order citcling to the peers around. 
‘That rite complete, uproie the thoughtful man, 
And thus his meditated icheme began! 
If what I afk your noble minds approve, 
Ye peers and rivals in the roval love ! 
CInef if it hurt not great Antinous’ ear, 
( Whofe fage decifion I with wonder hear) 
And if Eurymachus the motion pleafe ; 
Give Heaven this day, and reft the bow in peace. 
¥o-mortow let your arms difpute the prize, 
And take it he, the favour’d of the fkies! 
But, fince tu] then this tr.al you delay, 
Truft it one moment to my hands to-day ° 
Fain would I prove, before your judging eyes, 
‘What once I was, whom wretched you defpife ; 
If yet'this arm its ancient force retain ; 
Or if my woes (a long-continucd train) ‘ 
And wants and infults, make ine lefs than man? § 

Rage flafl’d in lightning fiom the furtors’ eyes, 
Wet mix'd with terror at the buld emprize. 
Antinous then: Oh, muerable gueft ! ’ 
Is common fenfe quite banifh’d from thy breaft ? 
Suffic’d 1t not withia the palace plac’d 
To fit diftinguith’d, with our prefence grac’d, 
Admitted here with princes to confer, 

A man unknown, a needy wanderer ? 

‘To copious wine this infolence we owe, 

And much thy betters wine can overthrow : 

The great Eurytion when this frenzy ftung, 

Pirithous’ roofs with frantic riot rung ; 

Boundlefs the Centaur rag’d; till ene and all 

The heroes rofe, and drage’d him from the hall; 

His nofe they fhorten’d, and his ears they flit, 

And fentshim fober’d home with better wit. 

Hence with long war the double race wasgurs’d, 

Fatal to all, but to th’ aggreffor firft. 

Such fate I prophefy our gueft attends, 

If here this interdicted bow he bends : 

Nor thall thefe walls fuch infolence contain; 

The firft fair wind tranfports him o’er the main; 

Where Echetus to death the guilty brings, 

‘The worft of mortals, ev’n the worft of kings.) 

tter than that, if thou approve our cheer ; 

Ceafe the mad ftrife, and fhare our bounty here. 

To this the queén her juft diflike expreis’d : 
*Tis impious, prince, to harm the ftranger gueft, 
Bafe to infult wko bears a fuppliant’s name, 

And fome refpect Telemachus may claim. 


ay 
What, if th’ Immortals on the man beftow 
Sufficient ftrength to draw the mighty bow, 

Shall I, a queen, by rival chiefs ador’d, 

Accept a wandering ftranger for my lord 2 

A hope fo idle never touch'd his brain: 

Then eafe your bofoms of a fear fo vain. 

Far be he banith’d from this ftately {cene 

Who wrongs his princefs with a thought fo meang 

Oh fair! and wilett of fo fair a kind! 
(Refpectful thus Eurymachus rejoin’d) 

Mov'd by no weak furmite, but fenfe of thame, 
We dread the all-arraigning voice of Fame ; 

We dread the cenfure of the meaneft flave, 

The weakeft woman: all can wrong the brave. 
‘© Behold what wretches to the bed pretend 
‘© Of that brave chief, whofe bow they could not 

bend ! 
“In came 2 beggar of the {trolling crew, 
“ And did what alJ thofe princes could not do.™ 
Thus will the common voice our deed defame, 
And thus pofterity upbraid our name. 
To whom the queen: If fame engage your 
views, 

Forbear thofe aéts which infamy purfues ; 

Wrong and oppreffion no renown can raife + 
Know, friend ! that virtue is the path to praife, 
The ftature of our gueft, his port, his face, 

Speak him defcended from no vulgar races 

To him the baw, as he defires, convey + 

And to his hand if Phoebus give the day, 

Hence to reward his merit he fhall bear 

A two-edg"d faulchion and a fhining fpear, 
Embroider'd fandals, a rich cloak and veft, 

And fafe conveyance to his port of reft. 

@ royal mother ! ever-honour'd name ! 

Per nit me, (cries Telem?chus) to claim 

4 fon’s juft neht. No Grecian prince but I 
Flas power this bow to grant, or to deny. 

Of all that Ithaca’s rough hills contain, 

And all wide Elis’ coutler tiseding plain; 
To me alone my father’s arms defcend, 

And mine alone they are, to give or lend. 
Retire, O queen, thy houfehold tafk refume, 
Tend with thy maids the labours of the loom ; 
The bow, the darts, and arms of chivalry, 
Thefe cares to man belong, and moft to me. 

Mature beyond his years, the queen admir’d 
His faze reply, and with her train retir’d : 
There, in her chamber as the fate apart, 
Revolv’d his words, and plac’d them in her 

heart. 
On her Ulyffes then fhe fix’d her foul, 
Down her fair cheek the tears abundant roll, 
Till gentle Pallas, piteous of her cries, 
In flumber clos’d her filver. ftreaming eyes. 
Now through the prefs the bow Eumzus bore, 
And all was riot, noife, and wild uproar. 
Hold ! lawlefs rultic ! whither wilt thou go? 
To whon, infenfate, doit thou bear the bow ? 
Exil’d for this to fome fequefter’d den, 
Far from the fweet fociety of men, 
To thy own dogs a prey thou fhalt be made; 
If Heaven apd Phoebus Jend the fuitors aid. 

Thus they. Aghatt he lai the weapon down, 
But bold Telemachus this urg’d him on: 
Proceed, falfe flave, and eink their empty words; 
What ! hopes the fool to pleafe fo many lerd:? 
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Young as I am, thy prince’s vengeful hand 

Suetch'd forth in wrath, fhall drive thee from 
the land. 

Oh! could the vigour of this arm as well 

Th’ oppreflive fuiters from my walls expel ! 

‘Then what a fhoal of lawlefs men fhould go 

To fill with tumult the dark courts below ! 

The f{uitors with a {cornful fmile furvey 
‘The youth, indulging in the genial day. 
Eumens, thus encourag’d, haftes to bring 
The ftrife-full bow, and gives it to the king. 
Old Euryclea calling them afide, 

Hicar what Telemacheas enjoins (he cry’d) ; 
At every portal let fome matron wait, 

And each lock faft the well-compacted gate ; 
And if unufual founds invade their ear, 

If arms, or fhouts, er dying groans they hear, 
Let none to call or iffue forth prefume, 

But clole attend the labours of the loom. 

Her pt obedience on his order waits; 
Clos’d in an inftant were the palace gates. 

In the fame moment forth Philztius flies, 
Secures the court, and with a cable ties 

The utmok gate (the cable itrongly wrought 
Of Byblos’ reed, a thip from AZ gypt brought) ; 
"Then unperceiv’d and filent at the board 

His feat he takes, his eyes upon his Jord. 

And now his well-known bow the mafter bore, 
Turn’d on all fides, and view'd it o'er and o'er: 
Left time or worms had done the weapon wrong, 
its owner abfent and untry'd fo long. 

‘While fome deriding-—How he turns the bow ! 
Some other like it {ure the man muft know, 

Or elfe would eopy; or in bows he deais ; 
Perhaps he makes them, or perhaps he fteals~~ 
Heaven to this wretch (another cry’d) be kind! 
And blefs, in all to which he ftands inclin‘d, t 
With fuch good fortune as he now {hall find. 

Heedlefs he heard them ; but difdain’d reply ; 
‘The bow perufing with exacteft eye. 

‘Then, as fome heavenly minftrel, taught to fing 
High notes refponfive to the trembling flring, 
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To fome new ftrain when he adapts thé lyre, - 
Or the dumb lute refits with vocal wire, 
Relaxes, itrains, and draws them to and fre; 
So the great mafter drew the mighty bow: 
And drew with eafe. One h@nd aloft difplay’d 
The ger horns, and one the ftring effay’d, 
From his eflaying hand the ftring let fi 
Twang'd thort and fharp, like the thrill {wal. 
low’s cry. 

A general horror ran through all the race, 
Sunk was each heart, and pale was every face. 
Signs from above enfued : th’ unfolding tky 
In lightning burft : Jove thunder'd fromeon high. 
Fir'’d at the call of Heaven's Almighty Lord, 
He {natch'd the fhaft that glitter'd on the board: 
(Fait by the reft lay fleeping in the theath, 
But foon to fly the meflengers of death). 

Now fitting as he was, the cord he drew, 
Through every ringlet levelling his view ; 
Then notch’d the fhaft, releas’d, and gave it 


wings 
The whizdin arrow vanifh’d from the ftring. ¢ 
Sung on direct, and threaded every ring. 
The folid gate its fury fcarcely hounds ; 
Pierc’d through and through, the folid gate re- 
founds. 
Then to the prince : Nor have I wrought thee 


fhame ; 

Nor err'd this hand unfaithful to its aim ; 
Nor prov'd the toil too hard ; nor have I loft 
That ancient vigour, once my pride and boat, 
Tl I deferv'd theie haughty peers’ difdain ; 
Now let them comfort their dejected train, 
In fweet repaft the prefent hour employ, 
Nor wait till evening for the genial joy: ‘ 
Then to the lute’s foft voice prolong the night; 
Mufic, the banquet’s moft refin’d delight. 

He faid, then gave a nod ; and at the word 
Telemachus girds on his fhining fword. 
Faft by his father’s ide he takes his ftand ; 
The beamy javelin lightens in his hand. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


The Death of the Suitors. 


Ulyffes begins the flaughter of the fuitors by the death of Antinows, He declares himfelf, and lets 
fly his arrows at the reft. Telemachus aflifts, and brings arms for his father, himfelf, Eumseus, and 
Philetius. Melanthius does the fame for the wooers. Minerva encourages Ulyffes in the fhape of 
Mentor. The fuitors are all flain, only Medon and Phemius are {pared. Melanthius and the un- 
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Tae fierce the hero o'er the threfhold ftrode 3 
Beripp'd of his rags, he blaz’d out like a God. 
Full im their face the lifted bow he bere, 

And quiver’d deaths, a formidable ftore : 
Before his feet the rattling fhower he threw, 
And thus, terrific, to the fuitor crew: 


faithful fervants are executed. The reft acknowledge their mafter with all demonitrations of 


One venturous game this hand has won to-day’ 
Another, princes ! yet remains to play ; 
Another mark our arrow mutt attain, 
Phebus, affift! nor be the labour vain. 
Swift as the word the parting a:row fings, 
And bears thy fate, Antinous, onits wings: 
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"Wretth that he was, of unprephetic foul! 
High in dis hands he rear’d the polden bowl ! 
Ev'n then to drain it lengthen’d out his breath ;- 
Ghang’d to the deep, the bitter draught of death: 
For fate who fear’é amidit a feaftful band ? 
And Fate tonumbers, by afingle hand? , 
Full through his throat Ulyfles’ weapon pais’d, 
And "alg the neck, He falls, and breathes his 
aft. 
The tumbling goblet the wide floot o’erflows, 
A ftream of gore burft {pouting from his nofe ; 
Grim in convulfive agonies he fprawls: ° 
Before him f{purn’d the loaded table falls, 
And fpreads the pavement with a mingled flood 
Of floating meats, ald wine, and human blood. 
Amaz’d, confounded, as they faw him fall, 
Uprofe the throngs tumultuous round the hall ; 
Ofer all the dome they caft a haggard eye, 
Each look’d for arms: in vain ; no arms were nigh: 
Aim’ft thou at princes ? (all amaz’d they faid) 
Thy laft of games unhappy haft thou play’d ; 
Thy erring fhaft has made our bravett bleed, 
And death, unlucky guett, attends thy deed. 
Vultures thali tear thee---Thus incens’d they 
fpoke, [ftroke, 
While each to chance afcrib’d the wondrous 
Blind as they were; for death ev’n now invades 
His dettin’d prey, and wraps them all in fhades. 
Then, grimly frowning with a dreadful look, 
That wither’d all their hearts, Ulyffes {poke : 
Dogs, ye have had your dav; ye fear’d no more 
Ulyffes vengeful from the Trojan thore ; 
While, to your luf and {poil a guardlefs prey, 
Our houfe, our wealth, our helplefs handmaids lay: 
Not fe content, with bolder frenzy fir'd, 
Ev’n to our bed prefumptuous you afpir’d : 
Laws or divine or human fail’d to move, 
Or fhame of men, or dread of Gods above : 
Reedlefs alike of infamy or praife, 
Or Fame’s eternal voice in future days : 
The hour of vengeance, wretches, now is come, 
Impending tate is yours, and inftant doom. 
Thus dreadful he. Confus’d the fuitors ftood, 
From their pale cheeks recedes the flying blood : 
Trembling they fought their guilty heads to hide, 
Alone the bold Eurymachus reply’d: 
If, as thy words impart, (he thus began) 
Ulytles lives, and thou the mighty man, 
Great are ed wrongs, and inuch haft thou fuf- 
tain’ 
In thy fpoil’d palace, and exhaufted land; 
‘The caufe and author of thofe guilty deeds, 
Lo! at thy feet unjuf Antinous bleeds. 
Not love, but wild ambition was his guide ; 
To flay thy fon, thy kingdoms to divide, t 
Thefe were his aims ; but jufter Jove deny’d. 
Since cald in death th’ offender lies: oh, {pare 
Thy feppliant people, and receive their prayer! 
Brafs, gold, and treafures, hall the {poil defray, 
Two hundred oxen every pringc fhall pay : 
The watte of years refunded in a day. 
Till then thy wrath is juft.-.Ulyifes burn’d 
With high difdain, and fternly thus return’d: 
All, all the treafures that enrich’d our throne 
Before your rapines, jain’d with all your own, 
If offer’d, vainly thould for mercy call ; 
‘Tis yeu that offtr, and I fcorn them all; 
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Your blood is my demand, your lives the prize, 
Till pale as yonder wretch each {uitor lies. 
Hence with thofe coward terms ; or fight or fly ; 
This choice is left you, to refift or die ; ; 
And die J truft ye fhall.-.-He fternly {poke : 
With guilty fears the pale affembly thook. 
Alone Eurymacbus exhorts the train : 

Yon archer, comrades, will not fhoot in vain : 
But from the threfhold thall his darts be {ped, 
(Whoe’er he be) till every prince lie dead ? 

Be mindful of yourfelves, draw forth your fwords, 
And to his thats obtend thefe ample boards 

(So need compels). Then all united ftrive 

The bold invader from his poft to drive ; 

The city rous’d fhall ta our refcue hatte, 

And this mad archer foon have fhot his lait. 

Swift as he fpoke, he drew his traitor fword, 
And like a lion rufh’d againft his Jord : 

The wary chief the rufhing foe reprefs’d, 

Who met the point, and forc’d it in his breaft a 

His falling hand deferts the lifted {word, 

And prone he falls extended o’er the board ! 

Before him wide, in mix'd effufion, roll 

Th’ untafted viands, and the jovial bowl. 

Full through his liver pafs’d the mortal wound, 

With dying rage his forehead beats the ground, 

Fle {purn’d the feat with fury as he fell, 

And the fierce foul to darknets div’d, and hell. 

Next bold Amphinomus his arm extends 

To force the pafs; the godlike man defends. 

Thy {pear, Telemachus! prevents th’ attack, 

The brazen weapon driving through his back, 

Thence thro’ his breaft its bloody paffage tore ; 

Flat falls he thundering on the marble floor, 

Andhis cruth’d forehead marks the ftoue with 
ore, 

He left his javelin in the dead, for fear 

The tong incumbrance of the weighty fpear 

To the fierce foe advantage might afford, 

To rush between and ufe the fhorten’d fword. 

With f{peedy ardour to his fire he flies, 

And, arm, great father! arm (in hafte he cries.) 

Lo! hence I run for other arms to wield, 

For mifhile javelins, and for helm and fhield ; 

Faft by our fide let either faithful fwain 

In arms attend us, and their part fuftain. 

Hafte and return (Ulyffes made reply) 
While yet th’ auxiliar thafts this hand fupply ; 
Left thus alone, encounter’d by an hoft, 

Driv’n from the gate, th’ important pafs be loft, 

With fpeed Telemachus obeys, and flies 
Where pil’d on heaps the royal armour lies; 
Four brazen helmets, eight refulyent ipears, 
And four broad bucklers, to his fire he bears: 
At once in brazen panoply they fhone, 

At ence each fervant brac’d his armour on; 

Around their king a faithful guard they ftand, 

While hae each fhaft flew deathful from his 
and : 

Chief aftet chief expir’d at every wound, 

And fwell’d the bleeding mountain on the ground. 


‘Soon as his ftore of flying fates was {pent, 


Agninft the wall he fet the bow unbent : 

And now hif fhoulders bear the maffy thield, 
And new his hands two beamy javelins wield : 
He frowns beneath his nodding plume, that play*d 
O’er the high creft, and caft a dreadful fhade. 
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a ftood a windew neat, whence looking 
down 
From o’er the porch appear’d the fubject town. 
A double ftrength of valves fecur’d the place, 
A high and narrow, but the only pafs: 
The cautious king, with all-preventing care, 
To guard that outlet, plac’d Eumeeus there: 
When Agelaiis thus: Has none the fente 
To mount yon window, and alarm trom thence 
The neighbour-town? The town fhal! furce the 
door, 
And this bold archer feon fhall fhoot no more. 
Melanthius then: That outlet to the gate 
So near adjoins, that one may guard the ftrait. 
But other methods of defe ice remain, 
Myfelf with arms can furnith all the train; 
Stores from the royal magzine I bring, 
And their own darts thall pierce the prince and 
king. 
He faid ; and, mounting up the lofty ftairs, 
Twelve thields, twelve lances, and twelve helmets 
bears : 
All arm, and fudden round the hall appears 
A blaze of bucklers, and a wood of {pears. 
The hero ftands opprefs’d with mighty woe, 
On every fide he fees the labour grow: 
OH curft event! and, oh! unlook’d for aid ! 
Melanthius, or the woman have betray’d--- 
Oh, my dear fon !---the father with a figh ! 
*"Fhen ceas’d ; the filial virtue made reply ¢ 
Faliehood is folly, and ’tis juft to own 
The fault committed ; this was mine alone ; 
My hafte neglected yonder doar to bar, 
And hence the villain has fupply'’d their war. 
Run, good Eumzus, then, and (what before ¢ 
I thoughtlels errd in) well fecure that door: 
Learn, if by female fraud this deed were done, 
Or (as my thought mifgives) by Dolius’ fon. 
While yet they fpoke, in guelt of arms again, 
To the high chamber ftole the faithlefs fwain, 
Not unobierv’d. Eumzus watchful ey'd, 
And thus addrefs’d Ulyfles near his fide : 
The mifcreant we fulpeG@ed takes that way ; 
Him, uf this arm be powertul, fhall I flay ? 
Or drive him hrther, tu receive the meed 
From thy own hand, of thi detetted deed ? 
Not fo (reply’d Ulyffes) eave him tnere, 
For us iufficsent is another care : 
Within the flructure of this palace wall 
"To keep enclos’d his mafters ull they fall 
Go you, and {tize the felon; backward bind 
Mh» arms and legs, and fix a plank beliind ; 
On this his body by ttrong cords extend 
And ona column near the root fufpend! 
So ftudy’d tortures his vile days fhall end. 
The ready {wains obey'd with joyful hafte, 
Behind the telon unperceiv'd they pafs’d, 
As round the rooin in queft of arms he goes 
(The half-fiut door conceal’d his lurking foes): 
One hand fuftain’d a helm, and one the fhield 
Which old Laertes wont in youth to wield, 
Cover’d with duft, with drynefs chapt asd worn, 
"The brals corroded and the leather torn : 
Thus laden, o’er the threfhold as he epp'd, 
Fierce on the villain from each fide they leap’d, 
Back by the hair.the trembling daftard drew, 
And down reluctant on the pavement threw. 
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Active and pleas’d the zealous fwdins fulfl 
Atevery point their mafter’s rigid will; 
Firft, faft behind, his hands and feet they bound, 
Then ftreighten'd cords involv’d his body round : 
So drawn aloft, athwart theecelumn ty’d, 
The howling felon fwung from fide to fide. 
Eumeus {coffing then with keen difdain : 
There pals thy pleafing night, O gentle fwain ! 
On that foft pillow; from that envy’d height 
Firft may*ft thou fee the {pringing dawn of light ; 
So timely rife, when morning ftreaks the edft, 
To drive the victims to the fuitors” feaft. 
This faid, they left him, tortur’d as be lay, 
Secur’d the door, and hafty @rode away : 
Each, breathing death, re{uth’d his dangerous poft 
Near great Ulyfles; four againit an hott. 
When, lo! defcending to our hero’s aid 
Jove’s daughter Pallas, War’s triumphant Mafd, 
In Mentor’s friendly form the join’d his fide ; 
Ulyffes faw, and thus with tranfport cry‘d ; 
Come, ever welcome, and thy fuccour lends 
Oh, every*facred name in one! my friend ! 
Early we lov’d, and Jong our Idves have grown: 
Whate’er through life's whole feries I have done, 
Or good, or grateful, now to mind recall, 
And, aiding this one hour, repay it all. 
Thno he; but pleafing hopes his bofom warn 
Of Pallas latent in the friendly form. 
The adverfe hoft the phantom warrior ey’d, 
And firft, loud threatening, Agelaiis cry‘d: 
Mentor, beware! nor let that tongue perfuade 
Thy frantic arm to lend Ulyfies aid ; 
Our force fuccefsful fhall our threat make good, 
And with the fire and fon’s commix thy blood. 
What hop’ft thou here ? Thee firft the {wad thall 
Then lop thy whole pofterity away ; [flay, 
Far hence thy banifli’d confort (hall we fend ; 
With his, thy forfeit Lands and treafures blend { 
Thus, and thus only, fhalt thou join thy friend. 
His barbarous infult ev’n the Goddefs fires, 
Who thus the warrior to revenge in{pires : 
Art thou Ulytfes? where then fhall we find 
The patient body and the conftant mind ? 
That courage, once the ‘Trojans daily dread, 
Known nine long years, and felt by heroes dead ? 
And where that conduct, whtch reveng’d the luft 
Of Priam’s race, and laid proud Troy in duft? 
If this, when Helen was the caufe, were done; 
What for thy country now, thy queen, thy fon? 
Rife then in combat, at my fide attend; 
Obferve what vigour gratitude can lend, t 
And foes how weak, oppos’d agarntft a friend ! 
She fpoke ; but, willing longer to furvey 
The fire and fon’s great acts, withheld the day ; 
By farther toils decreed the brave to try, 
And level pois’d the wings of victory : 
Then with a change of form eludes they fight, 
Perch’d like a {wallow on a rafter’s heiz hm t 
And unperceiv’d cijoys the rifing fight. 
Damattg’s fon, bold Agelaiis, leads 
The guilty war; Eurynomus fucceeds ; 
With thete, Pifander, great Polyctor’s fon, 
Sage Polybus, and ftern Amphidon; 
With Demoprolemus: thefe fix furvive ; 
The belt of all, the fhafts had left alive. 
Amidft the carnage defperate as they ftand, 
Thus Agelaiis rous'd the lagging band. 
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"The hour is come, when yop fierce man no more 
With bleeding princes fhall beftrow the floor. 
Lo! Mentor leaves him with an empty boat ; 
The four remain, but four againf an hoft. 

Let each at once dicharge the deadly dart, 
‘One fure of fix thall reach Ulyffes* heart: , 
The reft muft perith, their preat leader flain ; 
Thus fhall one ftroke the glory loft regain. 

Then all at once their mingled lances threw, 
And thirfty all of one man’s blood they flew ; 

In vain! Minerva turn’d them with her breath, 
And fcatter’d fhort, or wide, the points of death ; 
With deaden’d found, one on the threfhold falls, 
One ftrikes the gata one rings againft the walls: 
The ftorm pafs’d innocent. The godlike man 
Now loftier trod, and dreadful thus began : 

*Tis now (brave friends) our turn, at once to throw 
€So {peed them Heaven) our javelins at the foe. 
That impious race to all their pafs’d mifdeeds 
Would add our blood. Injuftice ftill proceeds. 

He {poke : at once their fiery lances flew: 

Great Demoptolemus Ulyffes flew ; 

Euryades receiv'd the prince’s dart ; 

The goatherd’s quiver’d in Pifander’s heart ; 
Fierce Elatus by thine, Eumeus, falls ; 

Their fall in thunder echoes round the walls. 
The reft retreat: the victors now advance, 
¥ach from the dead refumes his bloody lance. 
Again the foe diicharge the fteelly fhower; 
Again made fruftrate by the Virgin-power. 
Some, turn'd by Pallas, on the threfhold fall; 
Some wound the gate, fome ring againft the wall; 
Some weak, or ponderous with the brazen heud, 
Drop harmie(s on the pavement founding dead. 

Tfen bold Amphimedon his javelin caf ; 

Thy hand, Telemachus, it lightly raz’d: 

And from Ctefippus’ arm the fpear elanc’d 

On good Eumeeus’ fhield and fhoulder glanc'd : 
Not leffen’d of their torce (fo flight the wound) 
Each fung along, and dropp'd upon the ground. 
Fate doom’d the next, Eurydamus, to bear 

Thy death, ennobled by Ulytfes’ fpear, 

By the bold fon Amphimedon was flain: 

And Polybus renown’d the faithful fwain. 
Pierc’d through the breaft the rude Crefippus bled, 
And thus Philtius ploried o’er the dead. 

There end thy pompous vaunts and high dif- 
Ob! fharp in {candal, voluble, and vain! [dain; 
How weak is mortal pride! To Heaven alone 
Th’ event of actions and our fates are known; 
Scoffer, behold what gratitude we bear: 

The victim’s heel is anfwer’d with this {pear. 

Ulyffes brandifii'd high his vengeful fteel, 

And Damaftordes that inftant fell; ® 
Faft-by Leocritus expiring lay, 

The prince’s javelin tore its bloody way 
Through all its bowels : down he tumbles prone, 
His batter’d front and brains befmear the fone. 

Now Pallas fhines confefs'd! aloft the fpreads 
The arm of vengeance o’er their guilty heads; 
The dreadful gis blazes in their eye; 

Amaz'd they fee, they tremble, and they fly: 
eee diftracted, through the rooms they 
ing, 
Like oxen madden’d by the breeze’s fting, 
When fultry days, and long, fucceed the gentle 
Spring. 


aq? 
Not half fo keen ficrce vultures of the chafe 
itoop from the mountains on the feather’d race, 
When, the wide field extended {nares befet, 
With confcious dread they fhun the quivering net? 
No help, no flight: but, wounded every way, 
Headlong they drop: the fowlers feize the preys 
On all fides thus they double wound on wound, 
In proftrate heaps the wretches beat the ground, 
Unmanly fhrieks precede each dying groan, 
And a red deluge floats the reeking ftone. 
Leiodes firft before the victor falls ; 
The wretched augur thus for mercy calls: 
Oh gracious hear! nor let thy fuppliant bleed ¢ 
Still undifhonour’d, or by word or deed, 
Thy houfe, for me, remains; by me reprefs'd 
Full oft was check’d th’ injuftice of the reft : 
Averfe they heard me when I counfell’d well, 
Their hearts were harden’d, and they juiftly tell. 
Oh! {pare an augar’s confecrated head, 
Nor add the blamelefs to the guilty dead ! 
Prieft asthou art! for that detefted band 
Thy lying prophecies deceiv’d the land : 
Againft Ulyffes have thy vows been made, 
For them, thy daily orifons were paid: 
Yet more, ev’n to our bed thy pride afpires: 
One common crime one common fate requires. 
Thus fpeaking, from the ground the {word he 
took 
Which Agelaiis’ dying hand forfook ; 
Full through his neck the weighty faulchion {ped ¢ 
Along the pavement roll’d the muttering head. 
Phemius alone the hand of vengeance {par'd, 
Phemius the {weet, the Heaven-inftructed bard. 
Befide the gate the reverend minftrel ftands ; 
Ti& lyre, now filent, Pape in his hands 5 
Dubious to fupplicate the chief, or fly 
To Jove’s inviolable altar nigh, 
Where oft Laértes holy vows had paid, 
And oft Ulyfles fmoking victims laid. 
His honour’d harp with care he firit fet dowa, 
Between the laver and the filver throue ; 
Then prottrate ftretch'd before the dreadtul many 
Perfuafive, thus with accent foft began ; 
O king! to mercy be thy {onl inclin’d, 
And fpare the poet’s ever-gentle kind ; 
A deed like this thy future fame would wrong ; 
For dear to Gods and men is facred fong. 
Self-taught I fing; by Heaven, and Heaven alone, 
The genuine fecds of poefy are fown ; 
And (what the Gods beftow) the lofty lay, | 
The Gods alone, and godlike worth, we pay. 
Save then the poet, and thyfelf reward ; 
*Tis thine to merit, mine is to record. 
That here I fung, was force, and not defire ; 
This hand reluctant touch’d the warbling wire ; 
And let thy fon atteft, nor fordid pay, 
Nor fervile flattery, ftain’d the moral lay. 
The moviag words Telemachus attends, 
His fire approaches, and the bard detends. 
Oh! mix not, Father, with thofe impious dead 
The man divine ; forbear that facred head ! 
Medon, the herald, too our arms may fpare, 
Medon, whp made my infancy his care ; 
If yet he breathes, permit thy fon to give 
Thus much to gratitude, and bid him live. 
Ben>ath a table, trembling with difmay, 
Couch’d clofe to earth, unhappy Medou lay, 
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Wrapp'd in a mew-flain ox's ample hide : 
Swift at the word he catt his {creen afide, 
Sprung to the prince, embrae“d hisknee with tears, 
And thus with grateful voice addrets’d his ears : 
O prince! O friend! lo! here thy Medon 
Rtands ; 
Ah! ftop the hero’s unrefifted hands, 
Incens’d too juftly by that impious brood 
Whofe guilty glories now are fet in blood, 
To whom Ulyffes with a pleafing eye: 
Be bold, on friendthip and my fon rely ; 
Live an example for the world to read, 
How much more fafe the good than evil deed : 
‘Thou, with the Heaven-taught Bard, in peace 
refort 
From blood and carnage to yon open court : 
Me other work requires---With timorons awe 
From the dire fcene th’ exempted two withdraw, 
Scarce fure of life, lookround, andtrembling move 
To the bright altars of Protector Jove. 

Mean while Ulyfics fearch'd the dome, to find 
Tf yet there live of al] th’ offending kind. 

Not one! complete the bloody tale he found, 

All ftcep’d in blood, all gafping on the ground. 

So when, by hollow fhores, the filher train 

Sweep with their arching nets the hoary main, 

And fcarce the mefhy toils the copious draught 
contain, 

All naked of their element, and bare, 

The fifhes pant and gafp in thinner airs 

‘Wide o’er the fands are {pread the itiffening prey, 

Till the warm fun exhales their foul away. 

And now the king commands his fon to call 
Old Euryclea to the deathful hall: 

The fon obfervant not 2 moment ftays: e 

The aged governefs with {peed obeys: 

The founding portals inftant they difplay ; 

‘The matron moves, the prince directs the way. 

On heaps of death the ftern Ulyffes {tood, 

All black with duft, and cover’d thick with blood. 

So the grim lion from the flaughter comes, 

Dreadful he glares, and terribly he foams, 

His breaft with marks of carnage painted o’er, 

Wiis jaws all dropping with the bull’s black 
gore. 

Soon as her eyes the welcome object met, 

The guilty fal’n, the mighty deed complete ; 
A {cream of joy her feeble voice effay'd: 
“The heto chegk’d her, and compos’dly faid-— 

Woman, experienc’d as thou art, control 
Indecent joy, and featt thy fecret foul. 

T° infult the dead, is cruel and unjuft s 

Fate and their crime have funk them to the duft. 
Nor heeded thefe the cenfure of mankind ; 

The good and bad were equal in their mind. 
Fuftly the price of worthleffnefs they paid, 

And each now wails an unlamented fhade. 

But thou, fincere, O Euryclea ! fay 

What maids difhonour us, and what obey ? 

Then the: In thefe thy kingly walls remain 
(My fon) full fifty of the handmaid train, 
‘Taught by my cafe to cull the fleece, or weave, 
And fervitude with pleafing tafks deceive ; 

Of thefe, twice fix purtue their wickéd way, 
Nor me, nor chafte Penelope obey ; 

Nor fits it that ‘Telemachus command s 
(Young as he is) hif mother's female band. 


Hence to the upper, chambers let me fly, 

Where flumbers foft now clofe the royal eye + 

There pry her with the news-—the matroa 
cry'd. 

Not fo, (Ulyffes more fedate roply'd) ; 

Bring jae crew who wrought thefe guilty 

eeds: 

In hafte the matron parts; the king proceeds : 

Now to difpofe the dead, the care remains 
To you, my fon, and you, my faithful {wains ; 
Th’ offending females to that talk we doom, 

To wath, to fcent, and purify the room. 

Thefe (every table cleans’d, and every tkrone, 
And ail the melancholy labour done) 

Drive to yon court, without the palace wall, 
There the revenging {word fhall {mite them all ; 
So with the tuitors let them mix in dutt, 
Stretch'd in a long oblivion of their luit. . 

He faid: the iamentable train appear, 

Each vents a groan, and drops a tender tear ; 
Each heav'd her mouinful burthen, and beneath 
The porch, depos’d the ghaftly heaps of death. 
The chief fevere, compelling each to move, 
Urg’d the dire taik imperious from above, 
With thirfty {ponge they rub the tables o’er, 
(The fwains unite their toil) the walls, the 
oor, [core. € 
Wath’d with th’ effufive wave, are purg'd of 
Once more the palace fet in fair array, 
To the bafe court the females take their way; 
There compafs’d clofe between the dome and wall, 
( Their fe laft {cene) they trembling wait their 
all. 

Then thus the prince : To thefe fhall we afford ] 
A fate fo pure as by the martial fword! =» 

To thefe, the nightly proftitutes to fhame, 
And bafe revilers of our houfe and name ? 

Thus fpeaking, on the circling wall he 
A fhip’s tough cable, from a column hung ; 
Near the high top he ftrain’d it itrongly round, 
Whence no contending foot could reach the 

ground. 
Their heads above connected in a row, 
They beat the air with quivering feet below: 
Thus, on fome tree hung ftruggling in the {nare, 
The doves or thrufhes flap their wings in air. 
Soon fied the foul impure, and left behind 
The empty corfe to waver with the wind. 

Then forth they led Melanthius, and began 
Their bloody work : they lopp’d away the man, 
Morfel for dogs! then trimm’d with brazes 

fheers 
The wretch, and fhorten’d of his nofe and ears s 
His hands and feet laft felt the cruel fteel : 
He roaf'd, and torments gave his foul to helle | 

They wath, and to Ulyffes take their way ; 

So ends the bloody bufinefs of the day. 

To Euryclea then addrefs’d the king : 
Bring hither fire, and hither fulphur bring, 
‘To purge the palace: then, the queen attend, 
And Jet her with her matron-train defcend ; 
The matron-train, with all the virgin-band, 
Affemble here to learn their lord's command. 
Then Eutyclea: Joyful Iobey, 

But caft thofe mean difhoneft rags away 3 
Permit me firft the royal robes to bring : 
Il) fuits this garb the thoulders ofa king. 
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© Bring fulphur ftraight, and fire; (the monarch 
tries) 


She hears, and at the word dbedient flies. 

With fire and fulghur, cure of noxious fumes, 
He purg’d the walls? arid blood-polluted rooms. 
Again the matron {pritigs with eager pacey, 
And {preads her lord’s return from place to place. 


Boox XXtt; 494 


They pale ruth forth, and inftant réund hina 
ftan 

A gazing throng, a torch in every hand. 

They faw, they knew him, and with fond embrace 

Each humbly kifs'd his knee, or hand, or face ; 

He knows them all; in all fuch truth appears, 

Ev'n he indulges the {weet joy of tears. 


° BOO K XXIII. 


THE ARGUMENT 


Ettyctes awakens Penelope with the news of Ulyffes’s returri, and the death of the fuitors. Penelopa 
fcarcely credits her; but fuppofes fome God has punifhed them, and defcends from her apartment 
in doubt. At the fitft interview df Ulyffes and Penelope, the is quite unfatisfied. Minerva reftores 
him to the beauty of his youth; byt the queen continues incredulous, till by fome circumftances 


fhe is convinced, and falls into all the tranfports of paffion and tendernels. 


They recount to each 


éther all that has paft during their long (eparation. The next morning Ulyfles, arming himielf 
and hi$ friends, gves from the city to vifit his father. 


"T new to the queeh asin repofe the lay, 
The nurfe with eager rapture {peeds her way; 
The tranfports of her faithful heart fupply 
A fudden youth, and give her wings to fly. 
And fleeps my child? the reverend matron cries: 
Ulyfies lives! arife, my child, arife ! 
At length appears the long-eapected hour ! 
Ulyffes comes ! the fuitors are no more ! 
No more they view the golden light of day ! 
fsife, and blefs thee with the glad furvey ! 
Touch'd rf her words, the mournful queen re- 
oin'd, 
Ah! whither wanders thy diftemper'’d mind ? 
The righteous Powers, who tread the ftairy fkies, 
The weak enlighten, and confound the wife, 
And human thought with unrefifted fway, 
Deprefs or raife, enlarge or take away : 
Truth, by their high decree, thy voice forfakes, 
And Folly, with the tongue of Wifddm, {peaks : 
Unkind, the fond illyfion to impofe ! 
Was it to flatter or deride my woes? 
Never did I a fleep fo fweet enjoy, 
Since my dear lord left Ithaca fur Troy, 
Why muf I wake tu grieve ; and curfe thy fhore, 
O Troy !---may never tongue prondunce thee 
more ! 
Be gore: anothet might have felt our rage, 
But age is facred, and we {pare thy age. 
To, whom with warmth: My foul a lie d{dains; 
Ulyffes lives, thy own Ulyffes reigns : 
That ftranger, patient of the fuitots’ wrongs, 
And the rude licence of ungowern’d tongues, 
e,heisthine. Thy fon his latent guett 
Long knew, but lock'd the fecret in his breatt; 
With well-concerted art to end his woes, 
And burft at once in vengeance on the foes. 
Bila yet the ipoke, the queen in tranfport 
run 
Swift from the couch, ayd round the matron hung; 
Faft ftom her eye defcends the rolling tear, 
Say, once more fay, is my Ulyffes here ? 
TRANS. 


eal 


_ How could that numerous and outrageous band 
' By one be flain, though by an hero’s hand ? 


I faw it nut, fhe cries, but heard alone, 
When death was bufy, a loud dying groan; 
The damfel-train turn’d pale at every wound, 
Immur’d we fate, and catch'd each paffing found 3 
When death had feiz’d her prey, thy fon attends, 
And at his nod the damfel-train defcends ; 
There terrible in arnis Ulyffes ftood, 
And the dead fuitors almoft {wam in blood ; 
Thy heart had leap’d, the hero to furvey, 
Stern as the furly lion o’er his prey, 
Glorious in gore now with fulphureous fires 
The dome he purges, now the flame ajfpires: 
Heap’d lie the dead without the palace walls,««g 
Hafte, daughter, hafte, thy own Ulyffes calls | 
Thy every with the bounteous Gods beftow, 
Enjoy the prefent good, and former woe ; 
Ulyffes lives, his vanquith’d foes ta fee ; 
He lives to thy Telemachus and thee ! 

Ah! no; with fighs Penelope rejoin’d, 
Excefs of joy difturbs thy wandering mind ; 
How blefs’d this happy hour, fhould he appeaf, 
Dear to us all, to me fupremely dear ! 
Ah! no; fume God the {uitors’ deaths decreed, 
Some God deftends, and by his hand they bleed ¢ 
Blind! to contemn the ftranger’s righteous Cauley 
And violate all hofpitable laws 
The good they hated, and the Powers defy'd ; 
But Heaven js juft, and by a Gad they dy’d. 
For never muft Ulyffes view this thore ; 
Never ! the lov'd Ulyffes is no more ! 
What words (the matron cries) have each’d 

my ears? 

Doubt we his prefence, when he now appears2 
Then hear conviction: Ere the fatal day 
That fore’d Ulyffes o’er the watery way, 
A boar fiercerufhing in the fylvan war 
Plough’d half his thigh ; I faw, 1 faw the fear, 
And w.ld with traniport had reveal’d the wounds 
But ere I {poke, he rofe, au chtck’d the found. 
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*Then, daughter, hafte away! and if a lie 
Flow from this tongue, then let thy fervant dic! 
To whom with dubivus joy the queen replies : 
Wife is thy foul, but errors feize the wife ; 
Fhe works of Gods what mertal can furvey ? 
Who knows their motives? who fhall trace their 
way 
But learn we inftant how the fuitors trod 
The paths of death, by man, or by a Gad. 
Thus {peeks the queen, and no reply attends, 
But with alternate joy and fear deicends; 
At every ftep debates her lord to prove ! 
Or, ruthing to bis arms, confefs her love ! 
‘Then gliding uiyough the marble valves, in flate 
©Oppos’d, before the fining fire fhe fate. 
"rhe monarch, by a column high enthron’d, 
Hlis cye withdiew, and fix’d it on the ground ; 
Curious to hear his queen the filence break : 
Amaz’d fhe fate, and impotent to {peak ; 
O’er alt the man her eyes fhe rolls an vain, 
Now hopes, now fears, now knows, then doubts 


oles 

At length Telemachus--Oh! who can find 
woman like Penelope unkind ? 

Why thus in filence? why with winning charms 
‘Thus flow, te fly with rapture to his arms ? 
Stubborn the breaft that with no tranfport glows, 
When twice ten years are pafs’d of mighty woes: 
To foftnefs loft, to {poufal love unknown, 

‘The Gods have form'd that rigid heart of ftone! 

O my Telemachus ! the queen rejoin’d, 
Dikracting fears confound my labouring mind ; 
Fowerlets to fpeak, I {carce uplift my eyes, 

Nor dare to queftion ; doubts on doubts arfe. 
@h ! deign he, if Ulyffes, to remove ‘ 
“Thefe boding thoughts, and what he is, to prove ! 

Pleas’d with her virtuous fears, the king replies, 
Indulgé, my fon, the cautions of the wile ; 

‘Trme fhall the truth to fure remembrance bring : 

This garb of poverty belies the king ; 

No more.--This day our deepeft eare requires, 

Cautious to act what thought mature infpires. 

af one man’s blood, though mean, diitain our 
hands, 

The homicide retreats to foretgn lands; 

By us, in heaps th’ illuftrious peerage falls, 

Th’ unportant deed our whole attention calls. 

Be that thy care, Telémachus replies, 

The world confpires to {peak Ulyffes wife ; 

Fox wifdom all is thine ! lo, I obey, 

And dauntlefs follow where you lead the way ; 
Nor fhalt thou in the day of danger find 

"Shy coward fon degenerate lag behind. 

Then inftant to the bath (the monarch cries) 
Bid the gay youth and fprightly virgins rife, 
Thence all defcend in pomp and proud array, 
And bid the dome refound the mirthful lay ; 
While the fwift lyrift airs of rapture fings, 

And forms the dance refponfive to the ftrings. 
That hence th’ eluded paffengers may fay, 
Lo} the queen weds! we hear the {poufal lay! 
The fuitots’ death unknown, till we remove 
Far from the court, and act infpis’d by Jove. 

Thus {poke the king : th’ obfervang train obey, 
At once they bathe, end drefs in proud array : 
be lyrift ftrikes the ftring ; gay youths advance, 


nd fair-gon'd daméels form the {prightly dance. | 
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The voice’attun'd to iaffrumental founds, 

Afcends the roof; the vaulted roof rebounds ; 

Not unobferv’d : the Greeks eluded fay 

Lo! the queen weds! we hear the {poufal lay ! 

Inconftant : to admit the bridgl hour. 

Thus they--but nobly chafte fhe weds no more. 
Medi while the weary’d king the bath afcends; 

With faithful cares Eurynomé attends, 

O’er every limb a fhower of fragrance theds: 

Then, drefs'd in pomp, magnificent he treads. 

The Warrior-Goddels gives his frame to fbine 

With n ajefty enlarg’d, and grace divine. 

Back from his brows in wavy ringlets flye 

His thick large lecks of hyacinthine dye. 

As by fome artift, to whom Vulcan gives 

His heavenly kill, a breathing image lives; 

By Pallas taught, he frames the wondrous mould, 

And the pale filver glows with fufile gold: = * 

So Pallas his heroic form improves 

With bloom divine, and like a God he moves ; 

More high he treads, and iffuing forth in ftate, 

Radiant before his gazing confort fate. 


_ And, O my queen ! he cries, what power ¢bove 


Has ftecI’d that heart, averfe to {poufal love ¢ 
Canft thou, Penelope, when Heaven reftores 


' Thy loft Ulyfles to his native shores, 


Canft thou, oh cruel ! unconcern’d furvey 

Thy loft Ulyffes, on this fignal day ? 

Hafte, Euryclea, and difpatchful tpread 

“or me, and me alone, th’ imperial bed : 

My weary nature craves the balm of reft : 

But Heaven with adamant has atm’d her breaft. 
Ah! no; the cries, a tender heart I bear, 

A foe to pride; no adamant is there ; 

And now, ev’n now it melts! for furelf{ee + 

Once more Ulyfles, my belov'd, in thee ! 

Fix’d in my foul as when he fail’d to Troy, 

His image dweils: then hafte the bed of joy ! 

Hafte, from the bridal bower the bed tranflate, 

Fram’d by his hand, and be it drefs*d in ftate ! 
Thus {peaks the quecn, {till dubious, with dil- 

uife 5 
Touch'd at her words, the king with warmth re- 
lies: 

Alas, fos this! what mortal ftrength can move 

‘The enormousburthen, who but Heaven above ? 

It mocks the weak attempts of human hands; 

But the whole earth muft move, if Heaven com 

mands. 

Then hear fure evidence, while we dilplay . 

Words feal’d with facred truth, and truth obey « 

This hand the wonder-fram’d ; an olive {pread 

Full in the court its ever verdant head. 

Vaft as fume mighty column’s bulk, on high 

The huge trunk rofe, and heav'd into the iy ; 

Around the tree I rais’d a nuptial bower, 

And roof’d defenfive of the ftorm and fhower ; 

The fpacious valve, with art inwrought, conjins ; 

And the fair dome with polifh’d marble fhines. 

I lopp’d the branchy head; aloft in twain 

Sever’d the bole, and {mooth’d the fhining grain ; 

Then pafts, capacious of the frame, I raife, 

And bore it, regular, from fpace to {paces 

Athwart the frame, at equal diftance, lie 

Thongs of tough hides, that boaf a purple dye 4 

Then, polifhing the whole, the finith’d moul 

With filves fhoac, with elephant, &nd gold 
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But if o’erturn'd Wy hide, ungdgern’d hands, 

Or ftill inviolate the alive ftands,- 

*Tis thine, O queen, to fay : and now impart; 

if fears rematn, or doubts diftract thy heart ? 
While yet he {peafts, her powers of life decay, 

She fickens, trembles, falls, and faints away 

At length es to his arms fhe flew, 

And ftrain’d him clefe, as to his brea the grew: 

The tears pour'd down amain: and, Oh! the 


cries, 
Let not againt thy {poufe thine anger rife! | 
Oh! vers'd in every turn of human art, 
Forgive the weaknefs af a woman's heart | 
The righteous Powerg that mortal lots difpofe, 
Decree us to fuftain a length of woes, 
And from the flower of life, the blifs deny 
T'o bloom together, fade away, and die. 
OR! let me, let me not thine anger move, 
"That I forbore, thus, thus to fpeak my love ; 
Thus in fond kiffes, while the tranfport warms, 
Pour out my foul, and die within thy args ! 
T dreaded fraud ! Men, faithlefs men, betray 
Our eafy faith, and make the fex their prey : 
Againit the fondnefs of my heart I ftrove, 
*' T'was caution, O my lord | not want of love: 
Like me had Helen fear’d, with wanton charms 
Ere the fair mifchief fet two worlds in arms ; 
Ere Greece rofe dreadful in th’ avenging day; 
Thus had the fear’d, fhe had not gone aftray. 
But Heaven, averfe to Greece, in wrath decreed 
That the fhould wander, and that Greece fhould 


bleed : 

Blind to the ills that from injuftice flow, 
She colour’d all our wretched lives with woe. 
But why thefe forrows when my lord arrives? 
Lyield ! I yield ! my own Ulyfies lives ! 
The fecrets of the bridal bed are known 
To thee, to me, te Actoris alone, 
(My father's prefent in the {poufal hour, 
The fole attendant on our genial bower). 
Since what no eye has feen thy tougue reveal’d, 
Hard and diftruftful as I am, I yield. 

Touch'd te the foul, the king with rapture 

hears, _ [tears. 

Hangs round her neck, and {peaks his joy in 
As to the fhipwreck’d marimer, the fhores 
Delightful rife, when angry Neptune roars ; 
Then, when the furge in thunder mounts the tky, 
And gulf’d in crowds at once the failors die ; 
If one more happy, while the tempeft raves, 
Out-lives the tumult of conflicting waves, 
All Pe with ooze deform’d, he views the &rand, 
And plunging forth with tran{port grafps the land: 
The ravith’d queen with equal rapture glows, 
Clafps her lov'd Jord, and to his bofom grows. 
Nor had they ended till the morning ray : 
But Pallas backward held the rifing day, 
The wheels of night retarding, to detain 
The gay Aurora in the wavy main: 
Whote flaming feeds, emerging through the night, 
Beam o'er the eaftern hills with itreaming light. 

At length Ulyfies with a replies : 
Yet Fate, yet cruel Fate, repofe denies ; 
A labour long, and hard, remains behind ; 
By Heaven aboye, by Hell beneath enjoin'd : 
For, to Tirefias through th’ eternal gates 
Qf hell I trode, to teatn my future fates. 
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But end we here-mthe night demends repofe, 
Be deck’d the couch! and peace a while, my woes ! 
To whom the queen: Thy word we thall obey, 
And deck the couch ; far hence be wots away ; 
Since the juft Gods, who tread the ftarry plains, 
Reftore thee fafe, fince my Ulyffes reigns. 
But what thole perils Heaven decrees, impart 5 
Knowledge may grieve, but feardiftracts the heart, 
To this the King: Ah! why muft I difclofe 
A dreadful ftory of approaching woes ? 
Why in this hour of tranfport wound thy ears, 
When thou eg learn what I muft {peak with 
tears 
Heaven, by the Theban ghoft, thy {poufe decrees, 
Torn trom thy arma, to fail a length of feas; 
From realm to realm a nation to explore 
Who ne’er knew falt, or heard the billows roar, 
Nor faw gay veffel ftem the furgy plain, 
A painted wonder, flying on the main; 
An oar my hand muft bear; a fhepherd eyes 
The unknown infteument with frange furpeife, 
And calls a corn-van: this upon the plain 
I fix, and hail the monarch of the main; 
Then bathe his altars with the mingled gore 
Of victims vow’d, aram, a bull, a boar: 
Thence {wift re-failing to my native fhores, 
Due victims flay to all the ethereal Powers. 
Then Heaven decrees in peace to end my days, 
And fteal myfelf from life by flow decays ; 
Unknown to pain, in age relign my breath, 
When late ftern Neptune points the fhaft of death ; 
To the dark grave retiring as to reft ; 
My people bleffing, by my people blefs’d. [play 
Such future fcenes th” all-righteaus Powers dif 
By their dread * feer, and fuch my future day. 
To whom thus firm of foul: [f ripe for death, 
And full of days, thou gently yield thy breath : 
While Heaven a kind releafe from ills forefhows 5 
Triumph, thou happy victor of thy woes: 
But Euryclea with difpatchful care, 
And fage Eurynomé, the couch prepare : 
Inftant they bid the blazing torch difplay 
Around the dome an artificial day; 
Then to repofe her fteps the matron bends, ‘ 
And to the queen Eurynomeé defcends ; 
A torch fhe bears, to hght with guiding fires 
The royal pair; the guides them, and retires 
Then initant his fair {poufe Ulyfles led 
To the chafte love-rites of the nuptial bed. 
And now the blooming youths and {prightly fair 
Ceafe the gay dance, and to their reft repair 5 
But in difcourfe the king and confort lay, 
While the foft hours ftole unperceay’d away t 
Tntent he hears Penelope difclofe 
A mournful ftory of domeftic woes, 
His {ervants infults, his invaded bed, 
How his whole flocks and herds exhanfted bled, 
His generous wines difhonour’d fhed in vain, 
And the wild riots of the fuitor train. 
The king alternate a dire tale relates, 
Of wars, of triumphs, and difaftrous fates; 
All he unfolds; his liftening fpoufe turns pale 
With pleafing horror at the dreadful tale | 
Sleeplefs devours each word; aud hears how 


ain 
Cizons on Cicons fweil th’ enfanguin’d plain; 
@ Tirefas, : : : 
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How to the land of Lofe unblefs’d he fails : 
And images the rills, and flowery vales ! 
How, dath'd like dogs, his friends the Cyclops tore, 
(Not unreveng’d) and quaff'd the {pouting gore ; 
How, the loud ftorms in prifon bound, he falls 
From friendly AZolus with profperous gales ; 
Yet Fate withftands! a fudden tempett roars, 
And whirls him groaning from his native fhores : 
How, on the barbarous Leitrigonian coaft, 
By favage hands his fleet and friends he loft ; 
How fcarce himfelf furviv’d ; he paints the bower, 
The fpells of Circe, and her magic power ; 
His dreadful journey to the realms beneath, 
‘To feek Tirefias in the vales of death ; 
How, in the doleful manfions he furvey’d 
His royal mother, pale Anticlea’s fhade ; 
And friends in battle flain, heroic ghofts ! 
Then how, unarm’d, he pafs’d the Syren-coztts, 
The juftling rocks where fierce Charybdis raves, 
And howling Seylla'whirls her thunderous waves, 
‘The cave of death! How his companions flay 
The oxen facréd to the God of Day, 
Till Jove in wrath the rattling tempeft guides, 
And whelms th’ offenders in the roaring tides : 
How, itruggling through the furge, he reach’d the 
fhores 
Of fair Ogygia, and Calypfo’s bowers ; 
Where A e gay blooming nymph conftrain’d his 
ay, 

With {weet reluctant amorous delay; 
And promis’d, vainly promis'd, to beftow 
Ymmortal life, exempt from age and woe: 
How, fav’d from ftorms, Phreacia’s coafts he trod, 
By great Alcinous honour’d as a God, 
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Who gave him laft his catintry to behold, 
With change of raiment, brafs, and heaps of gold, 
He ended, finking inte fleép, and thares 
A fweet forgetfulnefs of all his cares. 
Soon as foft lumber eas’d the toils of day, 
Minere’a rufhes through the aérial way, 
And bids Aurora, with her golden wheels, 
Flame from the ocean o'er the eaftern hills: 
Uprofe Ulyffes from the genial bed, 
And thus with thought mature the monarch fad! 
My Queen! my Confort! through a length ot 
years, 
We drank the cup of forrow mix’d with ‘tears, 
Thou, for thy lord : while m&th’ immortal Power: 
Detain’d relutant from my native fhores. 
Now, bleft again by Heaven, the queen difplay, 
And rule our palace with an equal fway : 
Be it my care, by loans, or martial toils, 
To throng my empty folds with gifts or {poils. 
But now I hafte to blefs Laertes’ eyes 
With fight of his Ulyffes ere he dies; 
The good old man, to wafting woes a prey, 
Weeps a fad life in folitude away. fo) 
But hear, though wife! ‘This morning fhall ur 
The deathful {cene ; on heroes, heroes roll’d. 
Thou with thy maids within the palace flay, 
From all the {cene of tumult far away ! 
He fpoke, and fheath’d in arms inceffant flies 
To wake his fon, and bid his friends arife. 
To arms! aloud he cries; his friends obey, 
With glittering arms their manly limbs array, 
And pafs the city gate ; Ulyffes leads the way. 
Now flames the rofy dawn, but Pallas fhrouds 
The latent warriors in a veil of clouds. 
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The fouls of the fuitors are conducted by Mercury to the infernal fhades. Ulyffcs in the cougtry ¢ 
to tke retirement of his father Laertes; he finds him bufied in his garden all alone: the manne 
his difcovery to him is beautifully defcribed. They return together to his lodge, and the king is 
knowledged by Doliugs and the fervants. ‘The Ithacenfians, led by Eupithes, the father of Antit 
rife againit Ulyfies, who gives them battle, in which Eupithes is killed by Laertes: and the God 
Pallas makes a lafting peace between Ulyffes and his fubjects, which concludes the Odyfley. 


Gy ieyrus now to Pluto’s dreary reign 
Conveys the dead, a lamentable train ! 

The golden wand, that caufes fleep to fly, 

Or in foft flumber feals the wakeful eye, 

That drives the ghofts to realms of night or day ; 
Points out the long uncomfortable way. 
Trembling the fpectres glide, and plaintive vent 
Thin, ho icreams, along the deep defcent. 
Asin the cavern of fome rifted den, 

‘Where flock no¢turnal bats, and birds obfcene ; 
Cluiter’d they hang, till at fome fudden thock, 
‘They move, and murmurs run thronghall therock; 
So cowering fied the fable heaps of ghotts, 

And {uch a fcream fll'd all the difma! coafts. 
And now they reach’d the earth’s remoteft ends, ' 
And naw the cates where evening Sol defcends, 


And Leucas’ rock, and Ocean’s utmoft ftreame 
And now pervade the dufky land of Dreams, 
And reft at laft, where fouls unbodied dwell 
In evef-flowering meads of afphodel. 
The empty forms of men inhabit there, 
Impaffive femblance, images of air ! 
Nought elfe are al] that thin’d on earth befo! 
Ajax and great Achilles are no more ! 
Yet, ftill a mafter ghoft, the reft he aw’d, 
The reft adur’d him, towering as he trod ; 
Still at his fide in Neftor’s fon furvey'd, 
And lov’d Patroelus {till attends his thade. 
New as they were to that infernal thore, 
The fuitors ftopp’d, and gaz’d the hero o’er, 
When, moving flow, the regal form they vie 
Of great Atrides; him in pomp furfued 
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And foleiien fadnefs through the gloom of hell, 
The train of thofe who by A-gyftus fell. 

O mighty chief! (Pelides thus began) 

Honour'd by Jove above the lat of man ! 
King of a hundred fgings ! to whom refign’d 
The ftrongeft, braveit, greateft of mankind. 
Com’ thou the firft to view this dreary ftate ? 
And was the nobleft the firft mark of Fate? 
Condemn’d to'pay the great arrear fo foon, 
The lot, which all lament, and none can fhun; 
Oh! better hadf thou funk in Trojan ground, 
With allthy full-blown honours cover’d r@ind ! 
Then ideas Greece with ftreaming eyes might 
rae @ 
Hiftoric marbles to fecord thy praife: 
Thy praife eternal on the faithful ftone 
Had with tranfmiffive glories grac’d thy fon. 
But heavier fates were deftin’d to attend: 
What man is happy, till he knows his end ? 

O fon of Peleus! greater than mankind ! 
(Thus Agamemnon’s kingly fhade rejoin’d) 
Thrice happy thou! to prefs the martfal plain 
*Midft heaps of heroes in thy quarrel flain: 

In clouds of fmoke rats’d by the noble fray, 

Great and terrific ev’n in death you lay, fay. 

And deluges of blood flow’d round you every 

Nor ceas’d the ftrife, till Jove himfelf oppos’d, 

And all in tempefts the dire evening clos’d. 

Then to the fleet we bore thy honour'd loud, 

And decent on the funeral bed beftow’d. 

Then unguents {weet and tepid ftreamswe fhed ; 

Tears flow’d from every eye, and o’er the dead ¢ 

Each clipt the curling honours of his head. 

Struck at the news thy azure Mother came: 

The dea-green fifters waited on the dame: 

A voice of loud lament through all the main 

Was heard: and terror feiz’d the Grecian train: 

Back to their fhips the frighted hoft had fled ; 

But Neftor {poke, they liften’d, and obey’d. 

(From old experience Neftor’s counfel {prings, 

And long viciffitudes of human things.) 

** Forbear your flight: fair Thetis from the main, 

© To mourn Achilles, leads her azure train.”’ 

Around thee ftand the daughters of the deep, 

Robe thee in heavenly vefts, and round thee weep, 

Round thee, the Mutes, with alternate ftrain, 

In ever-confecrating verfe, complain. 

Each warlike Greek the moving mufic hears, 

And iron-hearted heroes melt in tears. 

Till feventeen nights and feventeen days return’d, 

Ali that was mortal or immortal mourn’d. 

To flames we gave thee, the fucceeding day, 

And fatted theep and fable oxen flay ; 

With oils and honey blaze th’ augmented fires. 

And, like a God adorn’d, thy earthly pa® expires. 
nnumber’d warriors round the burning pile 

Urge the fleet courfer’s o’er the racer’s toil; 

Thick clouds of duft o’er all the circle rife, 

And the mix’d clamour thunders in the kies, 

Soon as abforpt in gll-embracing flame 

Sunk what was mortal of thy mighty name, 

We then colle¢t thy {nowy bones, and place 

With wines and ungyents in a golden vafe 

(The vafe to Thetis Bacchus gave of old, 

And Vulcan's art enrich’d the fculptur'd gold.) 

There we thy relics, great Achilles ! blend 

With dear Patroclus, thy departed friend : 
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n the fame urn a feparate {pace contains 
Thy next belov’d, Antilochus’ remains. 
Now all the fons of warlike Greece furround * 
Thy deftin’d tomb, and caft a mighty mound : 
igh on the fhore the growing hill we raife, 
That wide th’ extended Hellefpont furveys 3 
Where all, from age to age who pafs the coat, | 
May point Achilles’ tamb, and hail the mighty 
Thetis herfelf to all our peers proclaims [ghoft. 
Heroic prizes and exequial games ; 
The Gods affented ; and around thee lay 
Rich fpoils and gifts that blaz’d againft the day. 
Oft have I feen, with folemn funeral games 
Heroes and kings committed to the flames ; 
But ftrength of youth, or valour of the brave - 
With nobler conteft ne’er renown’d a graye. . 
Sueh were the games by azure Thetis given, 
And fuch thy honours, O belov’d of Heaven ! 
Dear to mankind thy fame furvives, nor fades, 
Its bloom eternal in the Stygian fhades. 
But what to me avail my honours gone, —s y. 
Succefsful toils, and battles bravely won, 
Doom’d by ftern Jove at home to end my life, 
By curft Augyftus, and a faithlets wife | a 
Thus they; while Hermes o’er the dreary plain 
Led the fad numbers by Ulyffes flain, 
On each majeftic form they caft a view, 
And,timorous pafs’d, and awfully withdrew. 
But Agamemnon, through the gloomy fhade, 
His ancient hoft Amphimedon farveyid : 
Son of Melanthius! (he began).ah fay * 
What caufe cqmpell’d fo many, and fo gay, t 
To tread the downward, melancholy way ? 
Say, could one city yield a troop fo tair? 
Were all thefe partners of ant native air? . 
Ordid the rage of ftormy Neptune {weep 
Your lives at once, and whelm beneath the deep ? 
Did nightly thieves, or pirates cruel bands, 
Drench with your blood your pillag’d country’s 
Or well-defending fome beleaguer’dwwall, [fands? 
Say, for the public did ye greatly fall? 
Inform thy gueft ; for {uch I was of yore 
When our triumphant navies touch’d your fhore ; 
For’d a long month the wintery feas to bear, 
To move the great Ulyfles to the war. 
O king of men! I faithful fhall relate 
(Reply’d Amphimedon) our haplets fate. 
Ulyffes abfent, our ambitious aim 
With rival loves purfued his royal dame: 
Her coy referve, and prudence mix’d with pride, 
Our common {uit nor granted, nor deny'd ; 
But clofe with inward hate our deaths defign’d; - 
Vers’d in all arts of wily womankind. 
Her hand, laborious, in delufion {pread 
A {pacious loom, and mix’d the various thread ; 
Ye peers (the cry’d) who prefs to gain my heart 
Where dead Ulyffes claims no more a part, 
Yet a fhort {pace your rival fuit fufpend, 
Till this funereal web my labours end : 
Ceafe, till to guod Laertes f bequeath 
A tafk of grief, his ornaments of death : 
Left, when the Fates his royal afhes claim, 
The Grecian matrons taint my f{potlefs fame s 
Should hey long honour'd with fupreme command, 
Want the laft duties of a daughter's hand. 
The fiction pleas’d: our generous train com. 
Nor fraud miftrufs in virtue's fair difguife, [plie 
S iy 
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The work fhe plyid; but, ftodious of delay, 
Each following night haa ies the toils of day. 
Unheard, unfeen, three years her arts prevail: 
The fontth, her matt reveal’d th’ apecey en 
And thow'd, as unpérdeiy’d we took our ffand, 
The backward labours of her faithie(t hand. 
Forc'd, the completes it; and before us lay 
The miingted web, whofe gold and filver ray 
Difpley'd the radiance of the night and day. 
udt as fhe finifh’d her illuftrious toil, 
Yl-fortune fed Ulyffes to our fle. * * 
Far i a lonely nook, befide the fea, 
At an old fwineherd’s rural lodge he lay: 
Thither his fon from fandy Pyle tepairs, 
And fpeedy lands, and fecretly confers. 
They plan our fature ruin, and refort 
Confederate to the city and the court, 
Firft came the fon; the father next fircceeds, 
Clad like a beggar, whom Enmawus leads ; 
Propp’d on a taf, deform'd with age and care, 
And pas Pie rags that flutter’d in the air. 
Who Could Ulyffes in that form behold 
Sdéorn'd by the young, forgotten by the old, 
Ull-us‘d by all! to every wrong refign’d, 
Patient hée fuffer'd with a conftant mind. 
But when, arifing in his wrath t’ obey 
The will of Jove, he gave the vengeance way} 
The fcatter’d arms that hung atound the dome 
Careful he treafur'd in a private room : 
Then to het fuitors bade his queen propofe 
The archer’s ftrife: the fource of future woes, 
And omen of our death {| In vain we drew 
The twanging ftring, and try’d the Rubburn yew 
To none it yields but great Ulyffes’ hands; 
In vain we threat; Telémachus commands: 
The bow he fnatch’d, und in an inftant bent ; 
Through every ring the victor arrow went. 
Fierce on the threfhold then in arms he ftood : 
Poor'’d forth the darts that thirfted for our blood, 
And frown'd befure us, dteadfitl as a God! 

Firft bleeds Antinous: thick the fhafts refound ; 
And heaps on heaps the wretches ftrow the 
ground; — 

This way, and that, we turn, we fly, we fall; 

Some Gad affifted, and unmanh’d us afl: ’ 

Ignoble cries precede the dying groans ; 

And batter’d brains and blood befmear the itones. 
Thus, great Atrites, thus Ulyffes drove : 
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Thus in the regions of eternal thade 
Conferi"d the mournful phantoms of the dead ; 
While, from the town, Ulyffes and his band 
Pafs'd to Laertes’ cultivated Jand. 
The ground himfelf had purchay'd with his pain, 
And labour made the rugged foil a plain. 
There ‘food his manfion of the rural fort, 
With ufeful buildings yound the lowly court : 
Where the few fervanes that divide his care, 
Took their lahorions reft, and homely fare ; 
And one Sicilian matron, old and fage, 
With cokitant duty tends his drooping age. 
Here pow arrjving, to hisruftic band 
And martial fon, Ulyffes gave ;ommand : 
Enter the houfe, and of the briitly {wine 
Select the largeft to the powers divine. 
Alone, and unattended, let me try 
If yet I thare the old man's memory: ° 
Tf thofe dim eyes can yet Ulyffes know 
(Their light and deareft object long ago), 
Now chang'd with tigie, with abfence, and 
with Woe ? 
Then to his train he gives his {pear and fhield ; 
The houfe they enter; and he feeks the field, 
Throngh rows of fhade, with various fraitage 
crown’ 
And labour'd {cenes of richeft verdure round. 
Nor aged Delius, nor his fons were there, 
Nor fervants, abfent‘on another care; * 
o fearch the woods for fets of flowery thorn, 
Their orchard bounds to ftrengthen and adorn. 
But all alone the hoary king he found ; 
His habit coarfe, but warmly wiapt around ; 
His head, that bow'd with many a penfive care, 
Fenc’d with a double cap of goatfkin hair: + 
His bufkins old, in former fervice torn, 
But well repair’d ; and gloves againft the thorm. 
In this array the kingly gardener ftood, 
And clear’d a plant, encumber'd with 1ts wood. 
Beneath a neighbouring tree the chief divine 
Gaz'd o'er his fire, retracing every line, 
The ruins of himfelf! now worn away 
With age, yet fill majeftic in decay ! 
Sudden his eyes releas’d their watery ftore ; 
The much-endaring man cauld bear no more. 
Doabtful he ftood, if inttant to embrace 
His aged limbs, to kifs his reverend face, 
With eager tranfport to difclofe the whole, 


The fhades thou feeft, from yon fair realms above, And pour at ohte the torrent of his foutl.— 


Qur mangled bodies now deform'd with ‘gore, 

Cold and negleGed, fpréad the marble fluor, 

No friend to bathd'oug wounds! or tears to thed 

O’er the pale corfe ! thé honours of the dead. ° 
Oh blefs’d Ulyifes (thus the king expref'd 

His fudden rapture) in thy confort blefs’d ! 

Not more thy wifdom, thar her virtue fhun'd ; 

Not more thy patience, than her conftant mund. 

Icarius’ daughter, ‘glory of thé paft,* “A 

And model to the futute age thall laf: 

The Gods, to honour her fair fame, thal! raife 

(Their great reward) a poet itt her praife. 

Not fueh, O Tyndarus, thy daughter's deed : 

By whofe dire hand her king and hufbdnd bled : 

Her fhall the Mufe to infamy prolong, * « ; 

Example dread, and theme of tragic fong ! 

The general fex fhall fuffer in her fhame, 

“And ev’n the bef that bears 8 woman’s name. 


Not fo: his judgment takes the winding way 

Of queftion diftant, and af foft effay : 

More gentle mcthods en weak age employs ; 

And moves the forrows to enhance the joys. 

Then, ta his fire with beating heart he moves ; 

And with & tender pleafantry reproves: 

Who digging round the plant ft! hangs his 
C2 ; i 4 é 4 

Nor aught remits the werk, while thas he faid: 

Great 1s thy ‘fkill, O father, great thy toil, 

Thy cateful hand is ftamp'd on all the foil, 

Thy fquadton'd vineyards well thy art declare, 

The olive'green, blue fig,’and pendent pear ; : 

And not one empty fpot efcapes thy care. 

On every plant and tree thy cares are fhown, 

Nothing neglected, but thyfelf alone. ‘ 

Forgrve me, father, if this fault I blame ; 

Age fo advasic’d many forme indulgence claitie 
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Wo for thy floth, 3 deem thy ford unkind ; 
Nor fpeaks thy form a mean or fervile minds 
I read a monerch in that princely air, 
The fame thy afpegt, if the fame thy care; 
Soft fleep, fair garments, and the joys of wine, 
Thefe are the rights ef age, and fhould b@thine. 
Who then thy mafter, fay ? and whofe the land 
So drefs’d and manag’d by thy fkilful hand? 
But chief, oh tell me! (what 1 queftion moit) 
¥s this the far-fam’d Ithacenfian coat? 
For fo reported the firft man I view'd, 
(Some {urly iflander, of manners rude) 
Wor further conference vouchfaf’d to ftay ; 
Heedlefs he whiftial, and purfued his way, 
But thou ! whom years have taught to underftand, 
Humanely hear, and anfwer my demand + 
B friend I feck, a wife one and a brave, 
Say, lives he yet, or moulders in the grave? 
Time was (my fortunes then were at the beit) 
When at my houfe I lodg’d this foreign gueft ; 
He (aid, from Ithaca’s fair ifle he cant, 
And old Laertes was his father’s name. 
To him, whatever to a gueft is ow’d 
I paid, and hofpitable pifts beftow'd : 
To him feven talents of pure ore I told, 
Twelve cloaks, twelve vefts, twelve tunics ftiff 
with gold ; 
A bow!, that rich with polifh’d filver flames, 
‘And, fkill'd in female works, four lovely dames. 
At this the father, with a father’s fears, 
{His venerable eyes bedimm’d with tears, ) 
This is the land; but ah! thy gifts are loit, 
For godlefs men, and rude, poffeis the coaft : 
Sunk is the glory of this ance-fam'd fhore ! 
Thy ancient friend, O ftranger, is no more ! 
Full recompence thy bounty elfe had borne ; 
For every good man yields a juft return: 
So civil rights demand; and who begins 
The track of friendfhip, not purfuing, fins. 
But tell me, ftranger, be the truth confefs’d 
What years have circled fince thou faw’f that 
gueit? 
That haplefs gweft, alas! for ever gone! 
Wretch that he was! andthat Iam! my fon! 
If ever man to mifery was born, 
*T was his to fuffer, and tis mine to mourn ! 
Far from his friends, and from his native reign, 
He lies a prey to monfters of the main, 
Or favage beafts his mangied relics tear, 
Or {creaming vultures {catter through the air: 
Nor could his mother funeral unguents thed ; 
Nor wail’d his father o’er th’ untimely dead ; 
Nor his fad confort, on the mourniul bier, 
Seal'd his cold eyes or dropp'’d a tender eear ! 
But tell me, who thou art? and what thy race? 
Thy town, thy parents, and thy native place? 
Or, ifa merchant in purfuit of gain, 
What port receiv'd thy veffel from the main? 
Or com’f thou fingle, or attend thy train? 
Then thus the fon: Frum Alybas I came, 
My palace there; Eperitus my name. 
Not vulgar born; from Aphidas, the king 
Of Polypemon’s royal line, I {pring. 
Spine adverfe Damon from Sicania bore 
Our wandering ceurfe, and drove us on your fhore 
Far from thestown, an uafrequented bay ; 
Religv'd cur weary’d veifel from the fea. 
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‘ive years have circled fince thefe eyes purfued 


| Ulyffes parting through the fable flood ; 
Profperons he fail’d, with dexter auguries, 
' And all the wing'd good ontens of the thies. 


Well hop’d we, then, to meet on this fair fhore, 
Whom Heaven, alas! decreed to meet no more. 
Quick through the father’s heart thefe accents 
ran: 


. Grief feiz’d at once, and wrapt up all the man > 


. Deep from his foul he figh’d, and forrowing {pread 


A cloud of afhes on his hoary head. 
Trembling with agonies of ftrong delight 
Stood the great fon, heart-wounded with the fight; 
He ran, he feiz’d him witha ftrict embrace, 
With thoufand kifles wander’d v’er his face : 
, lam he; O father rife, behold 
Thy fon, with twenty winters now 
Thy fon, fo long defir'd, fo long detain’d, 
Reftor’d, and breathing in his native land : 
Thefe floods of forrow, O my fire, reftrain ! 
The vengeance is complete ; the fuitor-train 
Stretch’d in our palace, by thefe hands lie flain. 
Amage’d, Laertes: “ Give fome certain fign, 
(Cif fuch thou art) to manifeft thee mine.” 
Lo here the wound (he cries) receiv'’d of yore, 
The {car indented by the tufky boar, 
When by thyfelf and by Anticlea fent 
To old Autolychus’s realms I went. 
Yet by another fign thy offspring know ; 
The feveral trees you gave me long ago, 
While, yet a child, thefe fields I lov'd to trace, 
And trod thy footfteps with unequal pace ; 
To every plant in order as we came, 
Well-pleas’d you told its nature, and its name, 
Whate’er my childith fancy atk'd, beftow'd ; 
Twelve 2 a bowing with their pendent 
load, 
And ten, that red with blufhing apples glow'd ; 
Full fifty purple figs; and many a row 
Of various vines that then began to blow, 
A future vintage | when the Hours produce 
Their latent buds, and Sol exalts the juice. 
Smit with the figns, which all his doubts ex 
plain, 
His heart within him melts; his knees fuftain 
Their feeble weight no more ; his arms alone 
Support him, round the Jev'd Ulyffes thrown; - 
He faints, he finks, with mighty joys opprefs’d s 
Ulyfles clafps him to his eager breaft. 
Soon as returning life regains its feat, 
And his breath lengthens, and his pulfes beat ; 
Yes, I believe (he cries) almighty Jove ! 
Heaven rules us yet, and Gods there are above. 
Tis fa---the fuitors for their wrongs have paid--« 
But what fhall guard us, if the town invade? 
If, while the news through every city flies, 
All Ithaca and Cephalenta rife 2 
To this Ulyfles: As the Gods thall pleafe 
Be all the reft; and fet thy foul at eafe. 
Hafte to the cottage by this orchard fide, 
And take the banquet which our cares provide 7 
There wait thy faithful band of rural friends, 
And theg the young Téleraachus attends. 
Thus having faid, they trac’d the garden o'et, 
And ftooping enter’d at a lowly door. 
The fwains and young Telemachus they found, * 
The victim portion’d, and the goblet crown’d, 
Wit 
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‘Fhe hoary king, his old Scicilian maid 
Perfym'd and tvafh'd, and gorgeoufly array'd. 
Pallas attending gives his frame to thine - 2? 
With awful port, and majefty divine ;- 

His gazing fon admires the godlike grace, 

And air celeftial dawning o’er his face; 

‘What God, he cry'd, my father’s form improves ? 
How high he treads, and haw enlarg’d he moves ! 

Oh} would to all the deathlefs Powers on high, 
Pallas and Jove, and him who gilds the fky ! 

Reply’d the king elated with Fis praife) 

y fitength were ftill, as ance in better days: 
‘When the bold Cephalens the leaguer form’d, 
And proyd Nericus trembled ag I ftorm’d. 

uch were T now, not abfent from your deed 

hen the laft fun heheld the fuitors bleed, 

‘This arm had aided yours; this hand beftrown 

Qur floors with death, and pufh’d the flaughter 

Norhad the fire been feparate from the fon. [on; 

They ¢cammun’d thus; while homeward bent 
their way 

The fwains, fatigu’d with labours of the day ; 

Dolius the firft, the venerable man; 

And next his fons, a long fucceeding train. 

For due refection to the bower they came, 

Call’d by the careful old Sicilian dame, 

o nurs‘d the children, and now tends the fire ; 
‘They fee their lord, they gaze, and they admire. 
On chairs and beds in order feated round, 

"They fhare the gladfome board ; the roofs refound. 

While thus Ulyffes to his ancient friend : 

** Forbear your wonder, and the feaft attend ; 

** The rites have waited lang.” The chief com- 
mands 

Their loyes in yain; old Dolius fpreads his hands, 

Springs to his mafter with a warm embrace, 

And faftens kiffes on his hands and face ; 

‘Then thus broke out: Oh long, oh daily mourn’d ! 

Beyond our hopes, and to our with, return’d! 

Conducted fure by Heaven! for Heaven alone 

Could work-this wonder: welcome to thy own it 

And joys and happinefs attend thy throne ! 

Who knows thy blefs'd, thy with’d return! Oh, 
fay {vey? 

‘To the chatfte Queen, fhall we the news con- 

Or hears fhe, and with bleflings loads the day ? 

Difmif; that care, for to the royal bride 7 
Already is it known (the king reply’d, 

And ftraight refum'd hisfeat) whileround him bows 
Each faithful youth, and breathes out ardent vaws: 
‘Then all beneath their father take their place, 
Rapk’d by their ages, and the banquet grace. 

Now flying fame the fwift report had fpread 
‘Through all the city, of the fuitors dead. 

[n throngs they rife, and to the palace crowd ; 

eir fighs were many, and the tumult loud. 
Weeping they bear the mangled heaps of flain, * 
Inhume the natives in their natiye plain, 

The reft in fhips are wafted o'er the main. 

Then fad in council all the feniors fate, 
Frequent and full, affembled to dehate. 

Amid the circle firft Eypithes rofe, 

Big was his eye with tears, his heart with woes! 
The bold Antinous was his age’s pride,, 

The firft who by Ulyffes’ arrow dy’d. 

Down his wan cheek the trickling torrent ran, 
AS, mixing words with fighs, he thus pegan: 
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Great deeds, O, friends! this.wenderovs man 

has wroughr, ° j 

And mighty bleffings to his country brought. 

With thips he'parted and a numeroys train, 

Thofe, and their fhips, he buey’d in the main, 

Now he returns, and firft effays his hand 

In the*beft blood of all his native land. 

Hafte then, and ere to neighbouring Pyle he 

Or facred Elis, to procure fupplies; [flies, 

Arife (or ye for ever fall) arife ! 

Shame to this age, and all that fhall fucceed ! 

If unre€eng*d your fons and brothers bleed. 

Prove that we live, by vengeance on his dead, 

Or fink at once forgotten with the dead. 

Hear ceas'd he, but indign£nt tears let fall (all. 
Spoke when he ceas’d: dumb forrow touch’d them 
When from the palace to the wondering throng 
Sage Medon came, and Phemius came along 
(Reftlefs and early fleep’s foft bands bat broke} 
And Medon firft th’ affembled chiefs befpoke: — 

Hear me, ye peers and elders of the land, 

Who deem'this act the work of mortal hand ; 

As o’er the heaps of death Ulyfles ftrode, 

Thefe eyes, thefe eyes beheld a prefent God, 

Who now before him, now befide him ftood, 

Fought as he fought, and mark’d his way with 
blood: 

In vain old Mentor’s form the God bely’d ¢ 

*Twas Heaven that ftruck, and Heaven was op 
his fide. 

A fadden horror all th’ affembly flhook, 
Whea, flowly rifing, Halitherfes {poke : 
(Reverend and wife, whofe comprehenfive view 
At once the prefent and the future knew) 
Me too, ye fathers, hear! from you proceed 
The ills ye mourn; your own the guilty deed; 
Ye gave your fons, your lawlefs fons, the rein 
(Otte warn’d by Mentor and myfelf in vain). 
An abfent hero’s bed they fought ta foil, 
An abfent hero’s wealth they made their {poil : 
Immodcrate riot, and intemperate luft ! 
Th’ offence was great, the punifhment was juft, 
Weigh then my counfels in an equal {cale, 
Nor rubh to ruin--- Juftice will prevail. 

His moderate words fome better minds pers 

fuade : 

They part, and jain him; but the number ftay’d, 
They ftorm, they fhout, with hafty phrenzy fir'd, 
And fecond all Eupithes’ rage infpir’d. 
They cafe their limbs in brafs; to arms they run; 
The broad effulgence blazes in the fun. 
Before the city, and in ample plain, 
They meet: Eupithes heads the frantic train. 
Fierce for his fon, he breathes his threats in air $ 
Fate hea them not, and Death attends him there. 

“This pafs’d on earth, while in the realms above 

Minerva thus to cloud-compelling Jove : 

May I prefume to fearch thy fecret foul ? 

O Power fupreme! © Ruler of the whole ! 

Say, haft thou doom'd to this divided ftate 

Or peaceful amity, or ftern debate ? t 
Declare thy purpofe ; for thy will is Fate. 

Is not thy thought my own? (the God replies 
Who rolls the thunder o’er the vaulted fkies) 
Hath not long fince thy knowing foul decreed, 
The chief’sreturn fhould make the guilty bleed? 
“Tis done, and at thy will the Fates’fucceed, 
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Yet hear the ifues fince Ulyffes’ hand 
Has flain the fuitors, Heaven fhall blefs the land. 
None now the kindred of th’ unjuft fhall own; 
Forgot the flaughter’d brother, and the fon: 
‘Each future day mgreafe of wealth thall bring, 
And o’er the paft, Sblivion ftretch her wing. 
Long thall Ulyfies in his empire ret, 
His people blefling, by his people blefs'd. 
Let all be peace-—-He faid, and gave the nod 
‘That binds the Fates; the fandtion of the God: 
And, prompt to execute th’ eternal will, 
Defcended Pallas from th’ Olympian hille 
Now fat Ulyffes at the rural feaft, 
The rage of hunger,and of thirft reprefs’'d: | 
To watch the foe atrutty {py he fent ; 
A fon of Dolius on the meflage went, 
Stood im the way, and at a glance beheld 
‘She foe approach, embattled on the field. 
With backward ftep he haftens to the bower, 
And tells the news. They arm with all their 
power. 
Four friends alone Ulyffes’ caufe embrhce, 
And fix were all the fons of Dolius’ race ; 
Old Dolius too his rufted arms put on; 
And, {till more old, in arms Laertes fhone. 
Trembling with warmth, the hoary heroes ftand, 
And, brazen Panoply invefts the band. 
The opening gates at once their war difplay : 
Fierce they rufh forth: Ulyffes leads the way. 
‘That moment joins them with celeftial aid, 
In Mentor’s form, the Jove-defcended Maid : 
The fuffering hero felt his patient breaft 
Swell with new joy, and thus his fon addrefs’d : 
Behold, Telemachus! (nor fear the fight) 
The prave embattled ; the grim front ot fight ! 
The valiant with the valiant muft contend : 
Shame not the line whence glorious you defcend, 
Wide o’er the world their martial fame was{pread ; 
Regard thyfelf, the living, and the dead. 
Thy eyes, great father! on this battle caft, 
Shall learn from me Penelope was chafte. 
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So {poke Telemachus! the gallant boy 

Good old Laertes heard with panting joy; [cries, 

And, Blefv'd! thrice blefs'd this happy day ! he 

The day that fhows me, ere Iciofe my eyes, 

A fon and grandfon of th’ Arcefian name 

Strive for fair virtue, and contef for fame ! 

Then thus Minerva in Laertes’ ear: 

Son of Arcefius, reverend warrior, hear ! 

Jove and Jove’s Daughter firft implore in prayer, 

Then, whirling high, difcharge thy lance in air, 

She faid, infufing courage with the word: 

Jove and Jove’s Daughter then the chief implor’d, 

And, whitling high, difmifs’d the lance in air, 

Full at Eupithes drove the deathful {pear ; 

The brafs-cheek’d helmet opens to the wound ; 

He falls, earth thunders, and his arms refound. 
Before the father and the conquering fon 

Heaps rufh on heaps; they fight, they drop, they 

Now by the {word, and now the javelin, fall (rua. 

The rebel race, and death had fwallow'd all; 

But from on high the blue-ey’d virgin cry'd ; 

Her awful voice detain’d the headlong tide. 
Forbear, ye nations! your mad hands forbear 
From mutual flaughter: Peace defcends to 

“* fpare.” 

Fear fhook the nations: at the voice divine, 

They drop their javelins, and their rage din 

All {catter’d round their glittering weapons li 

Some fall to earth, and fome confus’dly fly. 

With dreadful fhouts Ulyfles pour’d along, 

Swift as an eagle, as an eagle ftrong. 

But Jove’s red arm the burning thunder aims ; 

Before Minerva fhot the livid flames : 

Blazing they fell, and at her feet expir’d : 

Then ftopp’d the Goddefs, trembled, and retir’d, 

e{cended from the Gods! Ulyffes, ceafe ; 

Offend not Jove: obey and give the peace. 

So Pallas fpoke: the mandate from above 

The king obey’d. The Virgin-feed of Jove, 

In Mentor’s form, confirm’d the full accord, 

“ And willing nations knew their lawful lord."* 
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CONCLUSION OF THE NOTES. 


IT vusr obferve with what dignity Momer con- 
cludes the Odyfley : to honour his hero, he intro- 
duces two Deities, Jupiter and Pallas, who in- 
tereft themtelves in his caufe: he then paints 
Ulyffes in the boldeft colours, as he ruflies upon 
the enemy with the utmoft intrepidity®@and his 
courage is fo ungoyernable, that Jupiter is forced 
to reftrain it with his thunder. It is ufual for 
orators to referve the ftrongeft arguments for the 
conclufion, that they may leave them frefh upon 
the reader’s memory; Homer ufesthe fame con- 
duct: he reprefents his hero in all his terror, he 
fhows him to be irrefiftible, and by this method 
leaves us fully poffefled with a noble idea of his 
@agnanimity. 

It has been already obferved, that the end of 
the action of the Odyfley is the re-eftablifhment 
of Ulyfies in fall peace and tranquillity ; this is 


not effected, till the defeat of the fuitors’ friends 
and, therefore, if the peet had concluded before 
this event, the Odyffey had been imperfect. It 
was neceflary that the reader fhould not only be 
informed of the returnof Ulyfies to his country, and 
the punifhment of the fuitors, but of his re-efta- 
blifhment, by a peaceful poffeffion of his regal au- 
thority ; which is not executed, till thefe lat dif- 
orders raifed by Euphites are fettled by the vic. 
tory of Ulyffes; and, therefore, this is the natural 
conclufion of the action. 

This Book opens with the morning, and ends 
before night, fo that the whole ftory of the Odyfley 
is comprehended in the compafs of one and forty 
days. Manfieur Dacier, upon Ariftotle, remarks, 
that an Epic Poem ought not to be too long: we 
fhould be able to retain all the feveral parts of it 
at once in our memory: if we lofe the idea af the 
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beginning when wé tome to the cenclufion, it is 
an argument that it is of too large an extent, and 
its length deftroys its beauty. What feems to fa. 
vour this decifion is, that the Aneid, Iliad, and 
Odyifey, are conformable to this rule of Arifto- 
tle ; and every one of thofe poems miay be read in 
the compais of a fingle day. 

T have now gone through the collections upon 
the Odyfley, and laid together what occurred 
moft tematkable in this excellent Poem. I am 
not fo vain as to think thefe remarks free from 
faults, nor fo difingenuous as not to cotifefs them : 
all writers have occafion for indulgence, and thofe 
moft who leaft acknowledge it. I have fometimes 
ufed Madam Dacier as fhe had done others, in 
tranfcribing fome of her remarks without particu- 
larizing them; but, indeed, it was through inad- 
vertency only that her name is fometimes omitted 
at the bottom of the note. If my performance 
has merit, either in thefe, or in my part of the 
Tranflation, (namely, in the fixth, eleventh, and 
eighteenth books) it is buft juft to attribute it to 
the judgment and care of Mr. Pope, by whofe 
hand every theet was corrected. His other, and 
sauch more able affiftant, was Mr. Fenton, in the 
fourth and the twentieth books. It was our par- 
ticular requeft, that our feveral parts might not 
be made known to the world till the end of it: 
and if they have had the good fortune not to be 
diftinguifhed from his, we ought to be the lefs 
vain, fince the refemblance preceeds much lefs 
from our diligence and ftudy to copy his manner, 
than from hisown daily revifal and correction. The 
moft experienced painters will not wonder at this, 
who very well know, that no critic can pronounce 
even of the pieces of Raphael or Titian, which 
have, or which have not, been worked upon by 
thofe of their {chool; when the fame mafter’s 
hand has directed the execution of the whole, re- 
duced it to one chatacter and colouring, gone over 
the feveral parts, and given to each their finifhing. 

I muft not conclude without declaring our mu- 
tual fatisfaction in Mr. Pope’s acceptance of our 
bet endeavours, which have contributed at leatt 
to his more {peedy execution of this great under- 
taking. If ever my name be numbered with the 
learned, I muft afcribe it to his friendthip, in 
tran{mitting it te pofterity by a participation 
in his labours. May the fenfe 1 have of this, and 
other inftances of that friendfhip, be known as 
long as his name will caufe mine to laft: and may 
1 to this end be permitted, at the conclufion of a 
work, which is a kind of monument of his par- 
tiality to me, to place the following lines, as an 
inicription memorial of it. 


Ler vuigar fouls triumphal arches raife, 
Or {peaking marbles, to record their praife; 

, And pidure (to the voice of Fame unknown) 
The mimic feature en the breathing ftone : 
Mere mortals! fubject to death's total fway, 
Reptiles of earth, and beings of a day ! 

*Tis thine on every heart to ’grave thy praife, 
A. monument which worth alone can raife : 
Sure to furvive, when time fhall whelm in duft 
‘Phe acch, the marble, and the mimic byf : 
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Nor, till the volumes of th’ expanded tky * 

Blaze in one flame, thalt thou and Homer die 3 

Then fink together, in the world’s lait fires, 

What Heaven created, and what Heaven inipires. 
If aught on earth, when on€e this breath is ed, 

With kiman tranfport touch the mighty dead : 

Shak{peare, rejoice! his hand thy page refines ; 

Now every f{cene with native brightnefs fhines ; 

Juft to thy fame, he gives thy genuine thought ; 

So Tully publifh’d what Lucretius wrote ; 

Prun'd by his care thy laurels loftier grow, 

And bloom afrefh on thy immortal brow. 

Thus, when thy draughts, O Raphael! time 

invades, 

And the bold figure from the canvas fades, 

A rival hand recalls from every part 

Some latent grace, and equals art with art : 

Tranfported we furvey the dubious ftrife, 

While each fair image farts again to life. 
How long, untun’d, had Homer’s facred lyre 

Jarr’d grating difcord, all-extinct his fire ! 

This you beheld; and, taught by Heaven to fing, 

Call’d the loud mufic from the founding ftring. , 

Now wak’d from flumbers of three thoufand years, 

Once more Achilles in dread pomp appears, 

Towers oer the field of death; as fierce he tums, 

Keen flafh his arms, and all the hero burns ; 

With martial ftalk, and more than mortal might, 

He ftrides alohg, and meets the Gods in fight: 

Then the pale Titans, chain’d on burning floors, _ 

Start at the din that rends th’ infernal fhores ; 

Tremble the towers of Heaven, earth rocks her 
'  coatts, 

And gloomy Pluto fhakes with all his ghofts. 

To every theme refponds thy various lay; 

Here rolls a torrent, there meanders play ; 

Sonorous as the ftorm thy numbers rife, 

Tofs the wild waves, and thunder in the fkies ; 

Or fofter than @ yielding virgin’s figh, 

The gentle breezes breathe away and die. 

Thus, like the radiant God who fheds the day, 

You paint the vale, or gild the azure way; 

And, while with every theme the verfe complies, 

Sink without gtoveling, without rafhneis rife. 
Proceed, great Bard! awake th’ harmonious 

ftring, 

Be ours all Homer! ftill Ulyffes fing. 

How long ® that hero by unékilful hands, 

Stripp’d of his robe, a beggar trod our lands: 

Such as he wander’d o'er his native coatt, 

Shrunk by the wand, and all the warrior loi 2 

O’er his fimooth fkin a bark of wrinkles {pread ; 

Old age difgrac’d the honours of his head ; 

Nor longer in his heavy eye-ball thin'd 

The glance divine, forth-beaming from the mind. 

But you, like Pallas, every limb infold 

With royal robes, and bid him thine in gold ; 

Touch’d by your hand, his manly frame improyes 

With grace divine, and like a God he moves, 
Even I, the meaneft of the Mufes train, 

Inflam'd by thee, attempt a nobler ftrain ; 

Adventurous waken the Meonian lyre, 

Tun’d by your hand, and fing as you infpige : 

So, arm‘d by great Achilles for the fight, © 

Patroclus conquer’d in Achilles’ right ; 
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Like their's, our friendthip! ang I boaft my name 

To thine unted---For thy Frrznpsarr’s Fame. 
This labour paft, of heavenly fubjects fing, 

While hovering angeis liften on the wing, 

To hear from earth,@uch heart-felt raptures rife, 

As, when they fing, fufpended hold the ikigs : 
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Or, nobly rifing in fair Vittue’s caute, 
From thy own life tran{cribe th’ unerring laws: 
Teach a bad world beneath thy {way to bend ; 
To verfe like thine fierce faveges attend, {iay, 
And men more fierce: when Orpheus tunes the: 
Ev’n fiends relenting hear their rage away. 

W. BROOME, 


CRIP T. 


BY MR. POPE. 


T savnow difmifs this Work without 2 few eb- 
fervations an the character and ftyle of it. Who- 
ever reads the pha with an eye to the Iliad, 
expecting to find it of the fame character, or of 
the fame fort of fpirit, will be grievouflj deceived, 
and err againf the firft principle of criticifm, 
which is, to confider the nature of the piece, and 
the intent of its author. The Odyfley is a moral 
and political work, infrudctive to all degrees of 
men, and filled with images, examples, and pre- 
cepts of civil and domeftic life, Homer is here a 
perfon, 
“ Qui didicit, patrie quid debeat, et quid ami- 
“ cis, [hofpes : 
* Quo fit amore parens, quo frater amandus, et 
“ Qui quid fit pulchrum, guid turpe, quid utile, 
“* guid non, 
“« Plestius et mehus Chryfippo et Crantore dicit.” 


The Odyffey is the reverfe of the Iliad, in moral, 
fubject, manner, and ftyle; to which it has no 
fort of relation, but as the ftory happens to follow 
in order of time, and as fome of the fame pertons 
are actors in it. Yet from this incidental con- 
nection many have been mifled to regard it as a 
continuation or fecond part, and thence ta expect 
a parity of character inconfiftent with its na- 
ture. 

It is no wonder that the cammon reader fhould 
fall into this miftake, when fo great a@ critic as 
Longinus feems not wholly free from it ; although 
what he has faid has been generally under{tood to 
import a feverer cenfure of the Odyffey than it 
really does, if we confider the occafion on which 
it is mtroduced, and the circumftances to which 
it is confined. 

“ The Odyffey (fays he) is an inftance, how 
“ natural it is to e great genius, when it begins 
* to grow old and decline, to delight itfelf in 
“ narrations and fables. For that Homer com- 
“* pofled the Odyffey after the Iliad, many proofs 
** may be given, &c. From hence, in my judg. 
*“ ment, it proceeds, that as the Iliad was written 
“ while his fpirit was in its greateft vigour, the 
“ whole itructure of that work is dramatic and 
# full of a¢tion whereas the greater part of the 
* Odyfiey is eanlored in narration, which is the 
“ tafte of old age: fg that in this latter piece we 
** may compare him to'the fetting fun, which has 
** ftill the fame greatnefs, but not the fame ar- 


“ ftrain: we fee no more that fublime of the 
“ Jliad, which marches on with a conftant pare, 
“ without ever being itopped, or retarded : nee 
‘ apps no more that hurry, and that ftrong tide 
s* of motions and paffions, pouring one after ano-~ 
‘“ ther: there isno more the fame fury, or the fame 
“ yolubility of dition, fo fuitable to action, and all 
“ along drawing in fuch innumerable images of nae 
* ture. But Homer, like the ocean, is always great, 
«“ even when he ebbs and retires; even when he 
is loweft, and lofes himfelf moft in narrations and 
incredible fictions: as inftances of this, we cane 
not forget the defcription of tempefts, the ad~ 
ventures of Ulyffes with the Cyclops, and many 
others. But, though all this be age, it is the 
“age of Homer—-And it may be faid for the 
credit of thefe fictions, that they are beautiful 
dreams, or, if you will, the dreams of Jupiter 
hitnfelf. {poke of the Odyffey only to thow, 
‘that the greateft poets, when their genius 
wants ftrength and warmth for the pathetic, 
for the moft part employ themfelves in painting 
the manners. This Homer has done in cha. 
racterifing the fuitors, and defcribing their way 
of life: which is properly a branch of comedy, 
“ whole peculiar butinefs is to reprefent the mane 
“ ners of men.” 

We mutt firft obferve, it is the fublime of which 
Longinus is writing: that, and not the nature of 
Homer’s poem, is his fubject. After having high- 
ly extolled the fire and fublimity of the Ihad, he 
juftly obferves the Odyfley to have lefs of thofe 
qsalities, and to turn more on the fide of moral, 
and reflections on human life. Nor is it his bu- 
finefs here to determine, whether the elevated. 
fpirit of the one, or the juit moral of the other, 
be the greater excellence in itlelf. 

Secondly, that fire and fury, of which he is 
fpeaking, cannot well be meant of the general 
{pirit and infpiration which is to run through a 
whole Epic poem, but of that particular warmth 
and impetuofity neceffary in fome parts, to image 
or reprefent actions ar paffions, of hafte, tumult, 
and violence. It is on occafion of citing fome 
fuch particular paffages in Homer, that Longinus 
breaks into this reflection; which feems to dee: 
termine his meaning chiefly to that fenfe. 

Upon the whole, he affirms the Odyffey to have 
lefs {ublimity and fire than the Diad’; but he does 
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tion is defective. He affirms it to abound in 
fictions, not that thofe fictions are ill invented, or 
ill executed. He affirms it to be nice and parti- 
cular in painting the manners, but not that thofe 
manners are ill painted. If Homer has fully in 
thefe points accomplithed his own defign, and 
done all that the nature of his poem demanded or 
allowed, it ftill remains perfect in its kind, and 
@s much a mafter-piece as the Iliad. 

The amount of the paffage is this; that in his 
own particular tafte, and with refpe&t te the fu- 
blime, Longinus preferred the Iliad: and bécaufe 
the Odyffey was lefs active and lofty, he judged 
it the work of the old age of Homer. 

If this opinion be true, it will only prove, that 
Womer’s age might determine him in the choice 
of his fubject, not that it affected him in the exe- 
cétion of ‘it: and that which would be a very 
wrong inftance to prove the decay of his imagina- 
tion, isa very good one to evince the ftrength.of 
his judgment. For had he (as Madam Dacier ob- 
ferves) compofed the Odyfley in his youth, and the 
Hliad in his age, both muft in reafon have been 
exactly the fame as they now ftand. To blame 
Homer for his choice of fuch a fubjeét, as did not 
admit the fame incidents and the fame pomp of 
ftyle as his former, is to take offence at too much 
variety, and to imagine, that when a man has 
written one good thing, he muft ever after only 
copy himfelf. 

The battle of Conftantine, and the School of 
Athens, are both pieces of Raphael: thall we cen- 
fure the School of Athens as faulty, becaufe it has 
not the fury and fire of the other ? or fhall we fay, 
that Raphael was grown grave and old, becaufe 
he chofe to reprefent the manners of old men and 
philofophers? There is ali the filence, tranquilli- 
ty, and compofure in the one, and all the warmth, 
hurry, and tumult in the other, which the fubyject 
of either required: both of them had been imper- 
fect, if they had not been asthey are. And let 
the poet or painter be young or old, who defigns 
and performs in this manner, it proves him to 
hhave made the piece at a time of life when he 
was mafter, not only of his art, but of his difcre- 
tion. 

Ariftotle makes no fuch diftin@tion between the 
two poems: he conftantly cites them with equal 
praife, and draws the rules and examples of Epic 
writing equally from both. But it is rather to 
the Odyfley that Horace gives the preference, in 
the Epiftle to Lollius, and in the Art of Poetry. 
It is remarkable huw oppofite his opinion is to that 
of Longinus: and that the particulars he choofes 
zo extol, are thofe very fictions, and pictures of 
the manners which the other feems leaft to ap- 
prove. Thofe fables and manners are of the very 
effence of the work: but even without that re- 
gard, the fables themfelves have both more in- 
wention and more inftruction, and the manners 
more moral and example, than thofe of the Iliad. 

In fome points (and thofe the moft effential to 
the Epic poem) the Odyffey is confeffed to excel 
the lliad ; and principally in the greag end of it, 
the moral. The conduét, turn, and difpofition of 
the fable is alfo what the critics allow to be the 
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ingly we find much more of the caf of this poem. 
than of the other i the Aineid, and (what next 
to that is perhaps the greateft example) in the 
Telemachus. In the manners, it is no way infe- 
rior: Longiuus is fo far from Qnding any defect in 
thefe, that he rather taxes Homer with painti 
them t& minutely. As to the narrations, sithouge 
they are more numerous as the occafions are more 
frequent, yet they carry no more the marks of old 
age,'and are neither more prolix, nor more circume 
ftantial than the converfations and dialogues of the 
Iliad. Not to mention the length of thofe of Phos- 
nix in the ninth book, and of Neftor in«the ele- 
venth (which may be thought in compliance te 
their characters), thofe of Gliucus in the fixth, of 
feneas in the twentieth, and fome others, muft 
be allowed to exceed any in the whole Odyfley. 
And that the propriety of ftyle, and the number, 
in the narrations of each are equal, will appear 
to any who compare them. 

To form a right judgment, whether the genius 
of Homer fad fuffered any decay; we mutt confi- 
der, in both his poems, fuch parts as are of a fi- 
milar nature, and will bear comparifon. And it 
is certain we fhall find in each the fame vivacity 
and fecundity of invention, the fame life and 
ftrength of imaging and colouring, the particular 
defcriptions as highly painted, the figures as bold, 
the metaphors as animated, and the numbers as 
harmonious, and as various. 

The Odyffey is a perpetual fource of poetry: 
the ftream is not the lefs full, for being gentle ; 
though it is true (when we fpeak only with re- 
gard to the fublime) that a river, foaming and 
thundering in cataracts from rocks and pwecipi- 
ces, is what more ftrikes, amazes, and fills the 
mind, than the fame body of water, flowing after- 
wards through peaceful vales and agreeable {cenes 
of pafturage. 

The Odyfley (as I have before faid) ought te 
be confidered according to its own nature and de- 
fign, not with an eye to the Wiad. To cenfure 
Homer, becaufe it is unlike what it was never 
meant to refemble, is as if a gardener, who had 
purpofely cultivated two beautiful trees of cone 
trary natures, as a {pecimen of his fkill in the fe. 
veral kinds, fhould be blamed for not bringing 
them into pairs; when in root, ftem, leaf, and 
flower, each was fo entirely different, that one 
muft have been fpoiled in the endeavour to match 
the other. 

Longinus, who faw this poem was “ partly of 
“ the nature of comedy,” ought not, for that very 
reafon, to have cenfidered it with a view to the 
lliad. Mow little any fuch refemblance was the 
intention of Homer, may appear from hence, that, 
although the character of Ulyifes was there ale 
ready drawn, yet here he purpofely turns to ano- 
ther fide of it, and fhows him not in that full 
light of glory, but in the fhade of common life, 
with a mixture of fuch qualities as are requifite to 
all the loweft accidents of it, ftruggling with mis- 
fortunes, and on a level with the meaneft of man- 
kind. As for the other perfons, none of them are 
above what we call the higher comedy : Calypfo, 
though a Goddefs, is a character of intrigue; the 
fuiters yet mole approaching to it’; the Phaaciane 
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and Irus, defcend even to droll characters; and 
the fcenes that appear throughout are generally 
ef the comic kind; banquets, revels, fports, loves, 
and the purfuit of a woman. 

From the nature of the poem, we fhall form an 
idea of the ftyle. The diction is to follow the 
images, and to take its colour from the complec- 
tion of the thoughts. Accordingly the Odyfley 
is not always clothed in the majefty of verfe 
proper to tragedy, but fometimes defcends into 
the plainer narrative, and fometimes evef to that 
familiarGialogue effential to comedy. However, 
where it cannot figport a fublimity, it always 
preferves a dignity, or at leaft a propriety. 

There is a real beauty in an eafy, pure, per- 
fpicuous defcription, even of a low action. There 

e numerous inftances of this both in Homer and 
Virgil; and, perhaps, thofe natural pailages are 
not the leaft pleafing of their works. It is often 
the fame in hiftory, where the reprefentation of 
common, or even domeftic things, in clear, plain, 
and natural words, are frequently found to make 
the livelieft impreffion on the reader. 

The quettion is, how far a poet, in purfuing the 
defcription or image of an action, can attach him- 
felf to little circumftances, without vulgarity or 
trifling ? what particulars are proper, and enliven 
the image; or what are impertinent, and clog it ? 
In this matter painting is to be confulted, and the 
whole regard had to thofe circumftances which 
contribute to form a full, and yet not a confufed, 
idea of a thing. 

Epithets are of a vaft fervice to this effe@t, and 
the fight ufe of thefe is often the only expedient 
to render the narration poetical. 

The great point of judgment is to diftinguifh 
when to fpeak fimply, and when figuratively: but 
whenever the poet is obliged by the nature of his 
fubject to defcend to the lowermanner of writing, 
an elevated ftyle would be affected, and therefore 
ridiculous; and the more he was forced upon 
figures and metaphors to avoid that lownefs, the 
more the image would be broken, and confequent- 
Jy obfcure. 

One may add, that the ufe of the grand ftyle 
en little fubjeéts, is not only ludicrous, but a fort 
ef tranigreffion againft the rules of proportion and 
ria it is ufiug a vaft force to lift a fea- 
ther. 

I believe, now I am upon this head, it will be 
found a juft obfervation, that the low actions of 
life cannot be put into a figurative ftyle, without 
being ridiculous, but things natural can, Meta- 
phors raife the latter into dignity, as we fee in 
the Georgics: but throw the tormer into ridicule, 
asin the Lutrin. I think this may very well be 
accounted for: laughter implies cenfure ; inani- 
mate and irrational beings are not objects of cen- 
fure; therefore they may be elevated as much as 
you pleafe, and no ridicule follow: but when ra- 
tional beings are reprefented above their real cha- 
racter, it Becomes ridiculous in art, becaufe it is 
victous in morality. The bees in Virgil, were 
they rational beings, would be ridiculous, by have 
ing their, actions and manners reprefented on a 
level with creatures fo fuperior as men; Gnce it 
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aty 
would imply folly or pride, which are the proper 
objects of ridicule.” ° 

The ufe of pompous expreffion, for low actions 
or thoughts, is the true fublime of Don Quixote. 
How far unfit it is for Epic Poetry, appears in its 
being the perfection of the moak Epic. It is { 
far from being the fublime of Tragedy, that it is 
the caufe of all bombait: when poets, inftead of 
being (as they imagine) conftantly lofty, only prea 
ferve throughout a painful equality of fattians: 
that continued fwell of language (which runs in- 
difcriminately even through their loweft charac. 
ters, and rattles like fome mightinefs of meaning 
in the moft indifferent {ubjects) is of a piece with 
that perpetual elevation of tone which the play. 
ers have learned from it and which is not fpeaking, 
but vociferating. 

‘There is ftil! more reafon for a variation of ftyle 
in Epic poetry than in tragic, to diftinguith 
tween that language of the Gods proper to the 
Mule who fings, and is infpir’d; and that of men, 
who are introduced {peaking only according to nae 
ture. Further, there ought to be a difference of 
ftyle obferved in the fpeeches of human perfons, 
and thofe of Deities ; and again, in thofe which 
may be called fet harangues, or orations, and thofe 
which are only converfation or dialogue. Homer has 
more of the latter than any other poet: what 
Virgil does by two or three words of narration, 
Homer ftill performs by fpeeches: not only re- 
plies, but even rejoinders are frequent in him, » 
practice almoft unknown to Virgil. This renders 
his poems more animated, but lefs grave and ma~ 
jeftic ; and confequently neceffitates the frequent 
ufegof a lower ftyle. The writers of Tragedy lie 
under the fame neceffity, if they would copy nas 
ture; whereas that painted and poetical diction, 
which they perpetually ufe, would be improper 
even in orations defigned to move with all the 
arts of rhetoric : this is plain from the practice of 
Demofthenes and Cicero; and Virgil in thofe of 
Drances and Turnus gives an eminent example, 
how far removed the ftyle of them ought to be 
from fuch an excefs of figures and ornaments ; 
which indeed fits only that language of the Gods 
we have been fpeaking of, or that of a Mule une 
der infpiration. 

To read through a whole work in this ftrain, is 
like travelling all along the ridge of a hill; which 
is not half fo agreeable as fometimes gradually to 
rife, and fometimes gently to defcend, as the way 
leads, and as the end of the journey diredts. 

Indeed, the true reafon that fo few poets have 
imitated Homer in thefe lower parts, has been the 
extreme difficulty of preierving that mixture of 
eafe and dignity effential to them. For it is as 
hard for an Epic poem to ftoop to the narrative 
with fuccefs, as for a prince to defcend to be faa 
miliar, without diminution to his greatnefs. 

The fublime ftyle is more eafily counterfeited 
than the natural; fomething that paffes for it, or 
founds like it, is common in all falfe writers: but 
nature, purity, perfpicuity, and fimplicity, never 
walk in th clouds; they are obvious to all capa- 
cities; and where they are not evident, they do 
not exif, S 

The mot plain narration not only admits.af 
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thefe, and of harmony (which are all the quali- 
ties of ftyle), but it requires every one of them to 
sender it pleafing. Qn the contrary, whatever 
pretends to a fhare of the fublime, may pafs, not- 
withftanding any defects in the reft; nay, fome- 
tin. without any of them, and gain the edmira- 
tion of all ardinary readers. 

Homer, in his loweft narrations or {peeches, is 
ever eafy, flowing, copious, clear and harmonious. 
He fthows not lefs invention, in aflembling the 
bumbler, than the greater, thoughts and images ; 
nor lefs judgment, in proportioning the ftyle and 
che verfification to thefe, than to the other. Let 
it be remembered, that the fame genius that foar- 
ed the higheft, and from whom the greateft mo- 
dels of the {ublime are divided, was alfo he who 
ftooped the loweft, and gave to the fimple narra- 
tive its utmoft perfection. Which of thefe was 
the harder tak to Homer himfelf I cannot pre- 
tend to determine: but to his tranflator I can af- 
firm (however unequal all his imitations mutt be) 
that of the latter has been more difficult. 

Whoever expects here the fame pomp of verfe, 
and the fame ornaments of diction, asin the Iliad, 
he will, and he ought to be difappointed. Were 
the original otherwifle, it had been an offence a- 
gainft nature ; and were the tranflation fo, it were 
an offence againft Homer, which is the fame thing. 

It muft be allowed that there is a majefty and 
harmony in the Greek language, which greatly 
contribute to elevate and fupport the narration. 
But I mutt alfo obferve, that this is an advantage 

rown upon the language fince Homer’s time: 
for things are removed from vulgarity by being 
eut of ufe; and if the words we could find in any 
prefent language were equally fonorous or mufical 
in themfclyves, they would ftill appear lefs poeti- 
eal and uncommon than thofe of a dead one, from 
this only circumftance, of being in every man’s 
mouth. I may add to this another difadvantage 
to a tranflator, from a different caufe: Homer 
feems to have taken upon him the character of an 
hiftorian, antiquary, divine, and profeffor of arts 
and {ciences, as well as a poet. In one or other 
of thefe characters he defcends into many particu- 
larities, which as a poet only, perhaps he would 
have avoided. All thefe ought to be preferved 
by a faithful tranflator, who in fome mealure takes 
the place of Homer; and all that can be expect. 
ed from him, is to make them as poetical as the 
fubjet will bear. Many arts therefore, are requifite 
to {upply thefe difadvantages, in order to dignity 
and folemnize thofe plainer parts, which hardly 
admit of any poetical ornaments. 

Some ufe has been made to this end of the ftyle 
ef Milton, <A juft and moderate mixture of old 
words may have an effect, like the working of old 
abbey ftones into a building, which I have fome- 
times feen, to give a kind of venerable air, and 
yet not deftroy the neatneifs, elegance, and equa- 
lity, requifite toa new work; [ mean, without 
rendeting it too unfamiliar, or remote from the 


prefent purity of writing, or from that eafe and 


Smoothnefs which ought always to atcompany 
nestation or dialogue. In reading a ftyle judici- 
oufly antiquated, one finds a pleature not unlike 


of traveiline on an old Roman way: but 
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then the road muff be at good,-as the way ts an- 
cient, the ftyle muft be fuch in which we may 
evenly pruceed, without being put to thort fops 
by fudden abruptneffes, or puzzled by frequent 
turnings and tranfpofitions. Woman delights in 
furrows and ftumbling-blocks: and let our love 
to antiquity be ever fo great, a fine ruin is one 
thing, and a heap of rubbith another. The imi- 
tators of Milton, like moft other imitators, are 
not copies but caricaturas of their original; they 
are a hundred times more obfolete and cramp than 
he, and&qually fo in all places: whereas it thowld 
have been obferved of Milton, that he B not Ja. 
vifh of his exotic words and «hrafes every where 
alike, but employs them much more where the 
fubje& is marvellous, vaft, and ftrange, as in the 
feenes of heaven, hell, chaos, &c. thao where it 
is turned'to the natural and agreeable, as in tht 
pictures of paradife, the loves of our firit parents, 
entertainments of angels, and the like. In gene. 
ral, this unyfual ftyle better ferves to awaken our 
ideas in the defcriptions, and in the imaging and 
picturefque parts, than it agrees with the lower 
fort of narrations, the character of which, is fim- 
plicity and purity. Milton has feveral of the lat- 
ter, where we find not an antiquated, affeCled, or 
uncouth word, for fome hundred lines together ; 
as in his fifth book, the latter pe of the eighth, 
the former of the tenth and eleventh books, and 
in the narration of Michael in the twelfth. I 
wonder indeed, that he, who ventured (contrary 
to the practice of all other epic poets) to imitate 
Homer’s lowneffesin the narrative, fhould not al- 
fo have copied his plainnefs and perfptcuity in the 
dramatic parts: fince in his fpeeches (where cfear- 
nefs above all is neceffary) there is frequently 
{uch tranfpofition and forced conftruction, that 
the very fenfe is not to be difcovered without a 
fecond or third reading: and in this certainly he 
ought to be no example. 

To preferve the true charafter of Humer’s ftyle 
in the prefent tranflation, great pains have been 
taken to be eafy and natural. The chief merit I 
can pretend to, is, not to have been carried into a 
more plaufible and figurative manner of writing, 
which would better have pleafed all readers, but 
the judicious ones. My errors had been fewer, 
had each of thofe gentlemen who joined with me, 
fhown as m tch of the feverity of a friend to me, 
as I did to them,in a ftri@ animadverfion and 
correction. What affiftance I received from them, 
was made known in general to the public in the 
original propofals for this work, and ,the particu. 
lars are {pecified at the conclufion of it; to which 
I muft add (to be punctually juft) fome part of 
the tenth and fifteenth books. The reader will 
now he too ‘good a judge, how much the greater 
part of it, and confequently of its faults, is charge} 
able upon me alone. But this [ can with integri- 
ty affirm, that I have beftowed as much time and 
pains upon the whole, as were confiftent with the 
indifpenfable duties and cares of life, and with 
that wretched ftate ofhealth which God has been 
pleafed to make my portion. At leaft, itis a plea~ 
{ure to me to refleét, that I have introduced into 
out language this other work of the greateft and 
faoft ancient of poets, with fome dignity ; and I 


POSTSCRIPT. 


hope, with as little diladvantage as the 

And if, after the unmerited fuctefs of that tranf- 
lation, any one will wonder why I would enter- 
prize the Odyffey, I think it fufficient to fay, 
that Homer himfelf did the fame, or the world 
would never have {e€n it. 

‘ Ydefigned to have ended this poft{crip@here : 
but fince I am now taking my leave of Homer, 
and of all controverfy relating to him, I beg leave 
to be indulged if I make ule of this laft opportuni- 
ty to fay a few words about fome reflections which 
the late Madam Dacier beftowed on the fit part 
of my preface to the Yliad, and which fhe pub- 
lifhed at the end of her tranfation of that poem |. 

To write gravely 8n atifwer to them, would be 
too inuch for the reflections; and to fay nothing 
concerning them, would be too little for the au- 
thor. It is owing to the induftry of that learned 
hady, that our polite neighboars are become ac- 
quainted with many of Homer’s beauties, which 
were hidden fiem them before in Greek and in Euf- 
tathius. She challenges on this accoutt a parti- 
cular regard from all the admirers of that great 
poet; and I hope that 1 fhall be thought, as I 
mean, to pay fome part of this debt to her memo- 
ry in what § am now writing. 

Had thefe reflections fullen from the pen of an 
ordinary critic, I fhould not have apprchended 
their effect, and fhould therefore have been filent 
cancerning them: but fince they are Madam 
Dacier’s, } imagine that they muft be of weight ; 
and ina cafe where I think her reafoning very 
bad, 1 refpect her authority. 

L have fought under Madam Dacier’s banner, 
and hgve waged war in defence of the divine Ho- 
mer againft all the heritics of the age. And yet 
it is Madam Dacier who accufes me, and who ac- 
cufes me of nothing lefs than betraying our com- 
mon caufe. She affirms that the moft declared 
enemies of this author, have never faid any thing 
againft him more injurious er more unjufl than 1. 
What muft the woild think of me, after fucha 
judgment pafled by fo great a critic; the world, 
who decides fo often, and who esamines fo {cl- 
dom; the world, who even in matters of litera- 
ture is almoft always the flave of authority? Who 
will {ufpect that fo much learning fhould miftake, 
that fo much accuracy fhould be miiled, or that 
fo much candour fhould be biaffed ? 

All this however has happened; and Madam 
Dacier'scritifcims on my preface flow from the very 
ame error, from which fo many falfe criticifms of 
her countrymen upon Homer have flowed, and 
which fhe has fo juftly and fo feverely reproved ; 
Tmean, the error of depending on injurioufand un- 
fkilful tranflations, 

An indifferent tranflation may be of fome ule, 
and a good one will be of a great deal. But I 
think that no tranflation ought to be the ground 
of criticifm, becaufe no man ought to be con- 
demned upen another man’s explanation of his 
meaning: could Homer have had the honour of 
explaining his, before that augutt tribunal where 
Monfieur de la Motte prefides, I make no doubt 
but he had efcaped many of thofe fevere animad- 
verfions with which fome French authors have 
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loaded him, and from which even Madam Dacier’s 
tranflation of the Iliad could not preferve-him. 

How unhappy was it for me, that the knowe 
ledge of our ifland-tongue was as neceffary to Ma~ 
dam Dacier in my cafe, as the knowledge of Greek. 
was to Monfieur de la Motte in that of our great 
author; or to any of thafe whom fhe ftyles lind 
cenfurers, and blames for condemning what they 
did not underftand. 

I may fay with modefty, that the knew lefs of 
my true fenfe from that faulty tranflation of part 
of my preface, than thofe blind cenfurers might 
have known of Homer’s even from the tranflation 
of La Valteric, which preceded her own. 

It pleafed me, however, to find, that her objec 
tions were not levelled at the general doctrine, 
or at any effentials of my preface, but only at a 
few particular expreffions. She propofed little 
more than (to ufe her own phrafe) to combat two 
or three fimilies; and I hope that te combat a 
fimile is no more than to fight with a fhadow, 
fince a fimile is no better than the fhadow of an 
argument. 

She lays much weight where I laid but little, 
and examines with more fcrupnlofity than I wiit, 
or than pehaps the matter requires. 

Thefe unlucky fimiles taken by themfelves may 
perhaps render my meaning equivocal to an igno~ 
rant tranflator ; or there may have fallen from my 
pen fome expreflions, which, taken by themfelves 
likewile, may to the fame perfun have the fame 
effect. Butaif the tranflator had been matter of 
our tongue, the gir tenor of my argument, 
that which precedes, and that which follows the 
- “yedted to, would have fufficiently de- 
termined lum as to the precife meaning of them : 
and if Madam Dacier had taken up her pen a lit- 
tle more leifurely, or had employed it with more 
temper, fhe would not have anfwered paraphrafes 
of her own, which even the tranflation will not 
jultify, and which fay, more than ance, the very 
contiary to what J have faid in the paflages them- 
felves. 

If any perfon has curiofity enough to read the 
wholc paragraphs in my preface, or fome mangled 
parts of which thefe reflections are made, he wilh 
eafily difcern that I am as orthodox as Madam 
Dacier herfelf in thofe very articles on which the 
treats me like an heretic: he will eafily fee that 
all the difference between us confifts in this, that 
I offer opinions, and fhe delivers doctrines; that 
my imagination reprefents Homer as the greateft 
of human poets whereas in hers he was exalted 
above humanity ; infalibility and impeccability 
were two of his attributes. There was therefore 
no need of defending Homer againft me, who (if 
I miftake not) had carried my admiration of him 
as far as it can be carried, without giving a real 
occafion of writing in his defence. 

After anfwering my harmlefs fimiles, the pros 
ceeds to a matter which does not regard fo much 
the honour of Homer, as that of the times he lived 
in; and here I muft confefs fhe does not wholly 
miftake myemeaning, but I think fhe miftakesithe 
ftate of the queftion. She had faid, the manners 
of thofe times were fo much the better, the lefs 


they were like ours. 1 thought this required a 
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Yittle qualification. I confeffed that in my opinion 
the world was mended in fome points, fuch as the 
¢uftom of putting whole nations to the fword, con- 
demning kings and their families to perpetual fla- 
very, and a few others. Madam Dacier judges 
otherwife in this; but as to the reft, particularly 
in preferring the fimplicity of the ancient world 
to the luxury of ours, which as the main point 
contended for, fhe owns we agree. This I thought 
was well; but Iam fo unfortunate that this too 
Is taken amifs, and called adopting or (if you will) 
ftealing her fentiment. The truth is, the might 
Kave faid her words, for I ufed them on purpofe, 
being then profeffedly citing from her: though I 
snight have done the fame without intending that 
compliment, for they are alfo to be feund in Eu- 
ftathius, and the fentiment I believe is that of all 
mankind. I cannot really tell what to fay to this 
whole remark; only that in the firft part of it, 
Madam Dacier ts difpleafed that I do net agree 
with her, and in the laft that Ido: but this is a 
temper which evefy polite mari fhould overlook 
ina lady. 

To punith my ingratitude, the refolves to ex- 
pofe my blunders, and felectstwo which I iuppofe 
are the moft flagrant, out of the many for which 
fhe could have chaftifed me. It happens that the 
firft of thefe is in part the tranflator’s, and in part 
her own, without any fhare of mine: fhe quotes 
the end of a fentence, and he puts in French what 
ZT never wrote in Englith. “ Homer (I faid) open- 
“ eda new and boundlefs walk for his imagina- 
* tion, and created a world for himfelf in the in- 
*° vention of fable ;”’ which he tranflates, Homere 
¢rea pout fon ufage un monde mouvant, enesin- 
ventant la fable. 

Madam Dacier juftly wonders at this nonfenfe 
Sn me; and I, in the tranflator. As to what I 
meant by Homer's invention of fable, it is after. 
wards particularly diftinguifhed from that exten- 
five fenfe in which the took it, by thefe words: 
* If Homer was not the fir who introduced the 
** Deities (as Herodotus imagines) into the reli- 
* giot: of Greece, he feems the firft who brought 
“ them into a fyftem of machinery for poetry.” 

The other blunder fhe accufes me of is, the 
yniftaking a paffage in Ariftotle, and the 1s pleaf- 
ed to fend me back to this philofopher’s treatife 
of Poetry, and to her preface on the Odyffey, for 
my better inftruction. Now, though I am faucy 
enough to think that one may fometimes differ 
from Ariftotle without blundering, and though I 
am fure one may fometimes fall into an error by 
following him fervilely ; yet I own, that to quote 
any author for what he never faid, isa blunder; 
(but, by the way, to correct an author for what 
he never faid, is fomewhat worfe than a blunder.) 
My words were thefe: “ As there is a greater 
“ variety of characters in the Iliad than in any 
“ other poem, fo there is of fpeeches. Every thing 
“ in it has manners, as Ariftotle expreffes it ; that 
“ is, every thing is acted or fpoken: very little 
* paffes in narration.” She juftly fays, that 
“ Efery thing which is ated or fpoktn, has not 
“ neceflarily manners merely becaufe it is acted 
“or fpoken.”” Agreed: but I would atk the 
nneftion. whether any thine can have manners 
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which is neither acted nor fpoken? If not, th 
the whole Iliad being almoft {pent in fpeech a 
action, almoft every thing in it has manners, 
fince Homer has been proved before, in a long pa« 
ragraph of the preface, to hafre excelled in draw- 
ing chgracters and painting manners, and indeed 
his whole poem is one continued occafion of fhows 
ing this bright part of his talent. 

To {peak fairly, it is impoffible the could read 
even the tranflation, and take my fenfe fo wrong 
as fhe reprefents it; but I was firft tranflated ig. 
norantlf, and then read partially. My expreffion 
indeed was not quite exact ; it fhould hive been, 
** Every thing has mannefp as Ariftotle calls 
“ them.” But fuch a fault methinks might have 
been {pared, fince if dne was to look with that difu 
pofition fhe difcovers towards me, even on her 
own excellent writings, one might find fome mii. 
takes which no context can redrefs; as where 
fhe makes Euftathius call Cratifthenes the Phlia~ 
fian, Callidthenes the Phyfician¢. What a tri- 
umph might fome flips of this fort have afforded 
to Homer's, hers, and my enemies, from which 
fhe was only {creened by their happy ignorance ! 
How unlucky had it been, when fhe infulted Mr. 
de la Motte for omitting a material paflage in 
the {| {peech of Helen to Hector, Iliad vi. if fome 
champion for the moderns had by chance under. 
{tood fo much Greek, as to whifper him, that 
there was no fuch paffage in Homer? 

Our concern, zeal, and even jealoufy, for our 
great author’s honour, were mutual; our endea~ 
vours to advance it wee equal; and I have as 
often trembled for it in her hands, as fhe could 
in mine. It was one of the many reafons 4 had 
to wiflt the longer life of this lady, that I muit 
certainly have regained her good opinion, in fpite 
of all mifreprefenting tranflators whatever. I 
could not have expected it on any other terms 
than being approved as great, if not as paffionate, 
an admiter of Homer as herfelf. For that was 
the firft condition of her favour and friendthip ; 
otherwife not one’s tafte alone, but one’s merali- 
ty had been corrupted, nor would any man’s res 
ligion have been fufpected, who did not impli. 
citly believe in an author whofe doctrine is fo 
conformable to Holy Scripture. However, as 
different people have different ways of expreffin 
their belief, fome purely by public and genera 
acts of worfhip, others by a reverend fort of reas 
foning and inquiry about the grounds of it; it is 
the fame in admiration, fomte prove it by exclas 
mations, others by refpect. I have obferved 
that the loudeft huzzas given to a great man in 
triumph, proceed not from his friends, but the 
rabble; and as I have fancied it the fame with 
the rabble of critics, a defire to be diftinguifhed 
from them has turned me to the mote moderate, 
and, I hope, more rational method. Though I 
am a poet, I would not be an enthafiat; and 
though I am an Englifhmah, I would not be fue 
rioufly of a party. I am fat from thinking my- 
felf that genius, upon whom, at the end of thefe 
remarks, Madam Dacier congratulates my coun. 
try: one capable of “ correcting Homer, and 
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* confequently of reforming mankind, and a- 
“ mending this cenftitution.” It was not to 
Great-Britain this ought tq have been applied, 
fince our nation has one happinefs for which fhe 
might have prefa&red it to her own, that, as 
much as we abound in other miferable ngifguided 
fedts, we have at leaft none of the blafphemers 
of Homer. We ftedfaftly and unanimonfly be- 
lieve both his poem, and our conftitution, to be 
the beft that ever human wit invented: that the 
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one is not more incapable of amendment than 
the other; and (old as they both are) we de[pife 
any French er Englifhman whatever, who fhall 

refume to retrench, to innovate, or to make the 
feat alteration in either. Far, therefore, from the 
genius for which Madam Dacier miftook me, my 
whole defire is but to preferve the humble cha- 
racter of a faithful tranflator, and a quiet fub- 
jee 
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Or all the great writers of antiquity, no one was 
ever more honoured, and admired whilegiving, as 
few haye obtained 2 larger and fairer portion of 
fame after death, than Pindar. Paufanias tells 
us, that the character of Poet was really and truly 
confecrated in his perfon, by the God of poets 
himielf (a), who was pleafed by an exprefs oracle 
go order the inhabirants of Delphi to fet apart for 
Pindar one half of the firft-fruit offerings brought 
by the religious to his fhrine; and to allow him 
a place in his temple; where in an irun chair he 
was ufed to fit and fing his hymns, in honour of 
that God. This chair was remaining in the time 
of (4) Paufianias (feveral hundred years after) to 
whom it was (hown asa relic not unwotthy the 
fanctity and magnificence of that holy place. 
Pan (¢) likewife, another Mufical Divinity, is re- 
ported to have {kipped and jumped for joy, while 
the Nymphs were dancing in honour of the birth 
of thig Prince of Lyric Poetry; and to have been 
afterwards fo much delighted with his compoti- 
tions, asto have fung his Odes in the hearing 
even of the poet himfelf (d). Unhappily for us, and 
imdeed for Pindar, thofe parts of his works, which 
qgured him thefe extraordinary teftimonies from 
the Gods (or from mortals rather, who by the 
invention of thefe fables meant only to exprefs 
the high opinion they entertained of this great 
poet) are all loft: I mean his hymns to the teve- 
ral Deities of the Heathen World. And even of 
thofe writings, to which his lefs extravagant, but 
more ferious and more lafting glory is owing, on- 
ty the leaft, and, according to fome people, the 
worlt part is now remaining. Thefe are his Odes 
infcribed to the Conquerors in the Four facred 
Games of Greece. By thefe Odes therefore are 
‘ we now left to judge of the merit of Pindar, as 
they are the only living evidences of his cha- 

racter, 

Among the moderns (¢) thofe men of learning 
of the trneft tafte and judgment, who have read 
and confidered the writings of this Author in their 
Original language, have all agreed to confirm the 
great character given of him by the Ancients. 
And to fuch who are ftill able to exaosine Pindar 
himfelf, I fhall leave him to ftand or fall by his 
own merit; only befpeaking their cardour in my 
own behalf, if they fhould think it worth their 
while to perufe the following tranflations of fome 
of his Odes: which I here offer chiefly to the En- 

lith readew, to whom alone I defire to addrefs a 
w confiderations, in order to prepare him to 
(a) Pauf. in Boot, 0) Paul, in Phoc, 
(¢) Philoitratus in Icon, (d) Plut, id Numa, 
ee’ See Abbe Fraguier’s charaéter of p indar, printed fn 


3d Val, of Memoaire de I? Academie Royale, &c, and 
elie UG Pindar, in the Lives of the Given -woses 
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form a tight jadgment, and indeed to have any 
relith of the compofitions of this great Lyric Poet, 
who, notwithftanding, muft needs appear before 
him under great difadvantages. 

To begin with temoving {ome ptejudices againtt 
this author, that have arifen from certain writ. 
ings known by the name of Pindaric Odes; f 
muft infift that very few, which I remember to 
have read under that title, not excepting evets 
thofe written by the admired Mr. Cowley, whote 
wit and fire firft brought them into reputation, 
have the leaft tefemblance to the manner of the 
author, whom they pretend to imitate, and from 
whom they derive their name; or, if any, it is 
fuch a tefemblance only as ts expreffed by the 
Italian word caricatura, a monftrous and diftort- 
ed hkenets. This obfervation has been already 
made by Mr, Congreve in his preface (f°) to two 
admirable Odes, written profeffedly in imitation 
of Pindar; and I may add, fo much in his true 
manner and {pirit, that he ought by all means to 
be excepted out of the number of thofe who have 
brought this author into difcredit by pretending 
to relemble him. 

Neither has Mr. Cowley, though he drew frorit 
tife life, given a much truer picture of Pindar in 
the Tranflations he made of two of his Odes. I 
fay not this to detract from Mr. Cotvley, whofe 
genius, perhaps, was not inferior to that of Pindar- 
himfelf, or either of thofe other two great poets, 
Horace and Virgil, whofe names have been be- 
ftowed upon him, but chiefly to apologife for my 
having ventured to tranflate the fame Odes; and. 
to prepare the reader fot the wide difference he 
will find between many parts of bis Tranflations 
and mine. 

Mr. Cowley and his imitators (for all the Pin- 
daric writers fince his time have only mimicked 
him, while they fancied they wete imitating Pin- 
dar) have fallen themfelves, and by their exam- 
ples have led the world, into two miftakes with 
repard to the character of Pindat: both which 
are pointed out by Mr. Congreve in the preface 
above mentioned, and in the following words : 

* The character of thefe late Pindarics is 9 
* bundle of rambling incoherent thouchts, eg 
‘ prefled in a like parcel of irregular ftanzas, 
which alfo confit of {uch another complication 
of difproportioned, uncertain, and perplexed 
verfes and rhymes. And I appeal to any read- 
er, if this is not the condition in which thefe 
titular Odes appeared. 

“ On the contrary (adds he) there ig nothing 
more gegular than the Odes of Pindar, both as 
to the exact obfervation of the meafures and 
numbers of his ftanzas and verfes, atc the pase 
‘ Prefervedinthe pr 
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** petual coherence of his thoughts: for though 
** his digretlions are frequent, and his tranfitions 
* fudden, yet is there ever fome fecret connec- 
** tion, which, though not always appearing to 
“* the eye, never fails to communicate itfelf to 
** the underftanding of the reader.” 

Upon thetfe two points, namely. the regularity 
of meature in Pindar’s Odes, and the connection 
of his thoughts, I fhall beg leave to make a few 
obfervations. 

Thefe Odes were all compofed to be fung by 
a Chorus, either at the entertainments given by 
the Conquerors (to whom they were inicribed) 
or their friends, on account of their victories, or 
at the folemn facrifices made to the Gods upon 
thofe occafions. They confift generally of three 
ftanzas, of which the following account was com- 
municated to me by a learned and ingenious 
friend 

‘* Befides what is faid of the Greek Ode in the 
** Scholiaft upon Pindar, I find (fays he) the tol- 
* lowing paffaye in the Schnolia on Hephttion ; 
it is the very lait paragraph of thofe Scholia.” 

The paffage cited by hun 1s in Greck, inftead 
of which 1 thall infert the Tianflation of it in 
Eng! .th. 

Yeu muft know that the Ancients (in tl eir 
Odes) framed two larger tianzas, azd one lels; 
the urit of the larger ftanzay they ca ded Stiophe, 
Singing it on their feftira?s at the al'ars of tbe 
Gods, and dancing at the fume time. The {ccond 
they called Antuftiophé, 72 which they @rverted 
the dance. The l\eller fanra was named the 
Epode, which they Jung flunding fill. Tie Stre- 
pi as they fay, denote tthe motion of the highes 

phere, the Antiftrophe that of the Plancts, ave 

Epode the fixed ttation and repofe of the Earth. 
* From this pailage, it appears evident that 
thefe Odes were accompanied with dancig , 
‘“* and that they danced one way while the Str - 
“ phé was finging, and then danced back again 
“while che Antiftrophé was fing: Which flows 
why thole two Parts confifted of the tame len, th 
* and uneafure ; then, when the Dancers were te- 
“ turned to the place whence they {ct out, bc fore 
** they renewed the dance, they ftood ftill while 
“ the Epode was fung. 

“ If the faine perions both danced and fung, 
* when we confider how much neath 1s required 
** for a full Song, perhaps one may incline to think, 
that the Strophé and Antitliophé partook fome- 
thing of the Recitative manner, and that the 
Epode was the more cumplete Air. 

“* There is a paflage in the ancient gramma- 
* rian, Marius Victorinus, which 1s much to the 
“fame purpofe as this above, thouch he doves 
* not diftinétly {peak of dancing. The paflage 
** is this: 

** Pleraque Lyiicorum carminum, que verfu, 
colifque & commatibus comsponuntur, ex Stro- 
“ phé, Antiftrophe, & Epodo, ut Giaci appel- 
* Jant, orditiata fubfiftunt. Quorum ratio talis 
** eft. Antiqui Deorum laudes caiminyvus com- 
“* prehenfas, circum aras eorum euntes canelant. 
** Cujus primum ambitum, quem ingrei:elattur 
“ ex parte dextr4, Stiophen vocabant; reve: fionem 
 gutem finiftrofum factam, complcto priore orbe, 


“ 


- 


”~ 


nr 


4 
¢ 


- 
» 


~ 


w 


-~ 


WEST’S PINDAR. 


nw 


Antiftrophen appellabant. Deinde in con 
“ fpectu Deorum feliti confiftere cantici, reliqua 
 confegucbantur, appellantes id Epodon. 

“ ‘The writers I have quoted ipeak only of 
* Odes, fung in the temples: but Demetrius 
“ ‘Lriclinius upon the meaturéds of Sophocles, fays 
“the feme thing upon the Odes of the Tragic 
“© Chorus. 

“* What the Scholiaft upon Hephexttion, cited 
** above, adds abcuut the Heavenly Motions, &c. 
‘is alio faid by Victorinus, and by Demetrius 
me & ric liqiuy, and likewife by the Scholiaft on 

Pindar. "Yet I confider this in no other hght 
“ than 1 do the fautaftical conceits with which 
“ the writers on Mutic abotiud. Ptolemy, out 
* of his three Books of Harmonics, employs one 
** almoit entirely upon comparing the principles 
“ot Mufic with the motions of the Planets, the 
 taculties ot the mind, and other fuch ridiculous 
“ amaginations, And Anitides Quintilianus, fupe 
** poted an older author, 1s full uf the fame foole 
“enes. Marius Victorimus has another icheme 
* aifo, viz. that the dancing torwards and back. 
© wards was invented by Tieleus, in mcmory of 
“ the labyrinth out of which he efcaped. But 
all this is taking; much unneccflary pains to ace 
“ count why, when Danvers have gone as far as 
“ they can one way, thcy thould return back a- 
“ gain; or at Icaft not dance in the fame circle 
“till they are giddy.” 

Such was the ftructure of the Greck Ode, ia 
which the Strophé and the Antiftrophé, 1. e. the 
fill and fecond flanzas, contained always the 
fume number and the fame kind of veifes. The 
Kpode was ot a dulcient length and meature ; 
and af the Ode ran out into any length, 1t Was 
always divided into Triplets of tlangus, the two 
tit being conitantly or the faine Iength and mea- 
fue, and all the Epodes in hike manner corre. 
fponding exactly with cach other: trom all which 
the recularity of this kind of compoltions is fuf- 
fivently evident ‘Lhere are indeed fome Odes, 
which confifl of Snophes, and Antiflrophes with- 
out any Epode; and others which are made up 
ot Sthophés only, of diflerent Iengths and mica. 
fures = But the greateit number of Pindar’s Odes 
are of the firil kid. 

T have in the tranflation retained the names of 
Stiophe and Antiirophé, on purpofe to imprint 
the mare ftrongly on the nund of the Erglith 
reader, the exact regularity cbterved by Pindar 
in the ftruclure of his Odes; and have even tot- 
sowed his example in one, which in the original 
confitts only of two Strophés? 

Anothey charge againit Pindar relates to the 
fuppofed wildneis of his imagination, his extra- 
vazant digreffions, and fudden tranfitions, which 
leads me to confider the fecond point, viz. the 
connefion of bis thoughts. Upon which I fhall 
fay but little in this place, having endeavoured 
to point out the couveéion, and account for many 
of the digrefions, in my Arguments and Notes 
to the feveral Odes which I have tranflated. 
Here, therefore, I fhall only obferve in general, 
that whoever imagines the vifories and praifis 
of the Conquerors are the proper /udjeds of the 
Odes infcribed to them, will find himfelf miftakes. 
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Thele vi@uries indeed gave occafion to thefe fongs 


_of triumph, and are therefore conftantly taken 


notice of by the Poet, as are alfo any particular 
and remarkable circumftances relating to them, 
or to the lives and characters of the Conquerors 
themfelves : bug as fuch circumftances could 
rarely furnifh out matter fufficient for gn Ode of 
any length, fo would it have been an indecency 
unknown to the civil equality and freedom, as 
well as to the fimplicity of the age in which Pin- 
dag lived, to Have filled a pbem intended to be 
fung in public, and even at the altars of the 
Gods, with the praifes of one man e@nly; who, 
befidws, was often no otherwife confiderable, but 
as the victory wgich gave occafion to the Ode 
had made him. For thefe reafons, the Poet, in 
order to give his poem its due extent, was oblig- 
ed to have recourfe to other circumitances, arifing 
either from the family or country of the Con- 
gueror, from the Games in which he had come 
off victorious, ar from the particular deities who 
had any relation to the occafion, or jn whofe tem- 
ples the Ode was intended to be fung. All thete, 
and many other particulars, which the reading 
the Odes of Pindar may fuggeft to an attentive 
obferver, gave hints to the Poet, and led him in- 
to thole frequent digreflions, and quick tranfitions, 
which it is no wonder fhould appear to us at this 
diftance of time and place both extravagant and 
unaccountable. 

Upon the whole, I am perfuaded that whoever 
will confider the Odes of Pindar with regard to 
the manners and cuftoms of the age in which 
they were wiitten, the occafions which gave birth 
to them, and the places in which they were in- 
tended to be recited, will find little reafon to 
cenfure Pindar for want of order and regularity 
in the plans of his compofitions. On the con- 
trary, perhaps, he will be inclined to admire him, 
for raifing fo many beauties from fuch trivial hints, 
and for Kindliny, as he fometimes docs, {fo great 
a flame froma fingle fpark, and with fo little 
fuel. 

There is fill another prejudice againft Pindar, 
which may arite in the minds of thole people who 
are not thoroughly acquainted with wncicnt hif- 
tory, and who may therefore be apt to think 
tneanly of Odes, infcribed to a fet of conquerors, 
whom poffibly they may look upon only as fo 
many prize-fighters and jockeys. To obviate 
this prejudice, 1 have preliacd to my tranflation 
of Pindar’s Odes a Differtation (g¢) on the Olym. 
pic Games: in which the reader will fee what 
kind of perfuns thcfe Conquerors were, and what 
was the nature of tholfe famous Games ; of which 
every one, who has but juft looked Mto the hifto- 
ry of Greece, muft know enongh to.defire to be 
better acquainted with them. The collection is 
as full as I have been able to make it, affifted by 
the labours of a learned Frenchman, Pierre de 
Faur, who, in his Book intituled Agoniiticon, 
hath gathered almoft every ching that is men- 
tioned in any of the Greek or Latin writers re- 
lating to the Grecian games, which he has 


(g) For this Differtation, and the learned Author's ¢cn- 
plous nutes in the following Qdes, we miwft Teter the cu- 
neus readgr to the work at large. 
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thrown together in no very clear order; as is 
obferved by his countryman Monf. Burette, who 
hath written feveral pieces on the fubje€t of the 
Gymnaftic Exercifes, inferted in the Second Vo. 
lume of “* Memoires de I’ Academie Royale, &c.” 
printed at Amfterdam, 1719. In this differtation 
I have endeavoured to give a complete hiftory of 
the Olympic Games: of which kind there is not, 
that I know of, any treatife now extant; thofe 
written upon this fubject by fome of the Ancients 
being all loft, and not being fupplied by any 
learned Modern, at leaft not fo fully 15 might 
have been done, and as fo confiderable an article 
of the Grecian Antiquities feemed to demand. 
As I flatter myfelf that even the learned reader 
will in this differtation meet with many puvints 
which have hitherto efcaped his notice, and much 
light reflected from thence upon the Odes of Pin- 
dar in particular, as well as upon many paflages 
in other Greek writers, I thalliather defire him 
to excufe thofe errors and defects which he may 
happen to difcover init, than apologize for the 
length of it. 

Having now removed the chief prejudices and 
objections which have been too long and too ge- 
nerally entertained againft the writings of Pindar, 
I need fay but little of his real character, as the 
principal parts of it may be collected from the 
very faults imputed to him; which are indeed no 
other than the excefles of great and acknowledg. 
ed beauties, fuch as a poetical imagination, a 
warm and enthufiattic genius, a bold and figura. 
tive expre#.on, and aconcife and fententious ftyle. 
‘Thefe are the charactcriftical beauties of Pindar ; 
and to thefe his greateft blemithes, generally 
{peaking, are fo near allied, that they have fome- 

imes been miftaken for each other. I cannot 
however help obferving, that he is fo entirely 
free from any thing like the far-fetched thoughts, | 
the witty extravagances, and puerile concetti of | 
Mr. Cowley and the reft of his imitators, that I 
cannot recullect fo much as even a fingle untithe- 
Js in all his Odes. 

Longinus indeed confeffes, that Pindar’s flame 
is fometimes extinguifhed, and that he now and 
then finks unexpectedly and unaccountably ; but 
he prefers him, with all his faults, to a poet who 
keeps on in one conflaut tenor of mediocrity, 
and who, though he feldom falls very lew, yet 
never rifes to thoie aftonifhing heights, which 
fometimes make the head even of a great poet 
giddy, aud occafion thofe flips which thcy at the 
jame time excufe. 

But, notwithflanding all that has or can be 
{aid in favour of Pindar, he muft ftill appear, as I 
before obferved, under great difadvantages, efpe- 
cially to the Enghth reader. Much of this fire, 
which formerly warmed and dazzled all Greece, 
mutt necefflarily be loft even in the bef tranfla- 
tion. Befides, to fay nothing of many beauties 
peculiar to the Greek, which cannot be expreffed 


[ in Englifh, and perhaps not in any other language, 


there ure in thefe Odes fo many references to fe- 

cret hiftory, io many allufions to perfons, things, 

and pjaces, now altogether unknown, and which, 

were they known, would very little intereft or 

affect the reader, and ay a mixtuie of 
' ij 
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mytholegy and antiquity, that I almoft defpair of 
their being relifhed by any; but thofe who have, 
if not a greut deal of clafical dearning, yet fome- 
what at leaft of an antique and clafical tafe. 

Every reader, however, may ftill Gnd in Pindar 
Something to make amends for the lofs of thote 
beauties, which have been fet at too great a dil- 
tance, and in fome places worn off and oblite:at- 
ed by tame; namely, a great deal of good fenfe, 
many wife reflections, atd many moral fentences, 
together with a due regard to religion; and from 
hence he may be able to form to himfelf fome 
gdca of Pindar as a man, though he fhould be ob- 
liged to take his character as a poet from others. 

But that ke may not for this rely altogether 
upon my opinion, I fhall here produce the tefti- 
monies of two great poets, whofe excellent writ- 
ings are fufficrent evidences both of their tafte 
and judgment. The firft was long and univerfally 
admired, and it ftill as much regretted, by the pre- 
tent age: the latter, who wrote about feventeen 
hundred years ago, was the delight and ornament 
of the politeft and moft learned age of Rome. 
And though even to him, Pindar, who lived fome 
centuries before him, muft have appeared under 
fome of the difadvantages above mentioned, yet 
be had the opportunity of feeing ail his works 
which were extant in his timc, and of which he 
hath given a fort of catalogue, together with 
their feveral characters: an advantaye which the 
former wanted, who muft therefore be underftood 
to fpeak only of thofe Odes which are now 1e- 
maining. And indeed he alludes to thofe only, 
in the following paffage of his “ Temple of Fame.” 
Pope's Works, imall Edit. Vol. Ili. p. 17. ver. 
210. 


“ Four Swans (4) fuftain a car of filver bright, 

* With as advanc’d, and pinions ftretch’d for 
* flight : 

“ Here, like fome furious prophet, Pindar rode, 

“ And feem’d to labour with th’ infpiring God. 

** Acrofs the harp a carelefs hand he flings, 

“ And boldly finks into the founding ftrings. 

“ The figur’d Games of Greece the column 
“* grace, 

“ Neptune and Jove furvey the rapid race s 

“* The youths hang o’er their chariots as they run; 

“* The fiery fteeds feem ftarting from the ftone: 

“ The champions in diftorted poftures threat; 

* And all appear'd irregularly great.” 


The other paflage is from Horace, lib. 1V. Ode 
fi. viz. 


* Pindarum quifquis ftudet emulari, &c.”” 


i, for the benefit of the Englith reader, I 
thus tranflated : 


He, who afpires to reach the towering height 
Of matchlefs Pindar’s heaven-afcending ftrain, 
Shall fink, unequal to the arduous flight, 

Like him, who falling name’d th’ Icarian main; 


(b) Four frvans fuftain, wc.) Pindar, being feated ina 
ariot, alindes to the Hork-races he celebrated in the 
Grecian Games. The Swans are embiems of poetry ; 
their foaring potture intimates the fublimity and Adtivity 
his genius. Neptune prefided over the Iillmian, and 
pier over the Ulympian Games, This aete is of the 
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Prefumptuous youth ! to tempt forbidden ties 4 
And hope ri the clouds on waxea plumes to 
rile 
Pindar, like fome fietce torrent Iwoln with 
fhowers, 
Or fudden cataracts of meltthg fnow, 
Whiclwfrom the Alps its headlong deluge pours, 
And foams and thunders o’er the vales below, 
With defultory fury borne along, 
Rolls his impetuous, vait, unfathomable fong. — 


The Delphic laurel ever fure to gain ; 
Whethe. with lawleis Dithyrambic rage 
Wild and tumultuous flows the foundingeftrain; 
Or in more order’d verfe [ub nely fage 
To Gods and Sons of Gods his lyre he ftrings, 
And of fierce Centaurs flain, and dire Chimare 
fings. 


Or whether Pifa’s Victors be his theme, 

The valiant champion and the rapid fteed ; 

Who from the banks of Alpheus, facred ftreams, 

Triumphaht bear Olympia’s olive meed ; 

And from their Bard receive the tuneful boon, 
Richer than fculptur’d brafs, or imitating ftone. 


Or whether with the widuw’d mourner’s tear, 
He mingles foft his Elegiac fong ; 
With Dorian ftrains to deck th’ untimely bier 
Of fome difaftrous bridegroom fair and young 3 
Whofe virtues, in his deitying lays, 
Thiough the black gloom of death with 
radiance blaze. 


When to the clouds, along th’ ethereal plain, 

His airy way the Theban Swan purfues, 

Strong rapid gales his founding plumes fuftain ¢ 

While, wondering at his flight, my timorous 
Mule 

In fhort excurfions tires her feeble wings, 

And in fequefter’d fhades and flowery gardens 

fings. 


There, like the bee, that, from each odorows 
bloom, 

Each fragrant offspring of the dewy field, 

With painful art, extracts the rich perfume, 

Solicitous her honied dome tp build, 

Exerting all her induftry and care, 

She toils with humble fweets her meaner verfe 

to rear. 


The remainder of this Ode has no relation te 
the prefent fubject, and is therefore omitted, 


The following Collection of Poems (to borrow 
the metaphor made ufe of by Herace) confas 
wholly of fweets, drawn from the rich and flows 
ery fields of Greece. And if in thefe Tranflation’ 
any of the native {pirit and fragrancy of the Ori. 
ginals fhall appear to be transfufed, I fhall cot 
tent myfelf with the humble merit of the little 
laborious infect above mentioned. But I muft 
not here omit acquainting the reader, that among 
thefe, immediately after the Odes of Pindar, is 
imferted a tranflation of an Ode (¢) of Horace, 
done by a gentleman, the pecultar excellence of 


This Odo, in Full conformity to Mr. Wefl's intention, 


irclent volume 


PREFACE 


whole genius hath often revealed what his mo- 
defty would have kept a fecres And to this I 
might have trufted to inform the world, that the 
Tranflation I am now {peeking of, though infert- 
ed among mine, was not done by me, were I 
not defirous of teftifJing the pride and pleafure I 
take in feeing, in this and fome other iniances, 
his admirable pieces blended and joined with 
mine; an evidence and emblem at the fame time 
of that friendthip, which hath long fubfifted be- 
tweentus, and which I fhall always efteem a fin- 
gular felicity and honour to myfelf. 

The Authors, from whom the other piéces are 
tranflated, are fo well known, that I need fay no- 
thing of them in tiffs place; neither thall I de- 
tain the reader with any farther account of the 
tranflations themfelves, than only to acquaint 
him, that I tranflated the Dramatic Poem of Lu- 
€ian upon the Gout, when I was myfelf under an 
attack of that incurable diftemper, which I men- 
tion by way of excufe; and that all the other 
pieces, excepting only the Hymn of leanthes, 
were written many years ago, at a time when I 
read and wrote, like mof other people, for 
amufement only. If the reader finds they give 
any to him, 1 fhall be very glad of it; for it is 
doing fome fervice to human fociety, to amu/fe 
innocently ; and they know very little of human 
nature, who think it can bear to be always em- 
ployed either in the exercife of its duties, or in 
high and important meditations. 


ODE. 


Occafioned by reading Mr. Weft's Tranflation of 
Pindar, by the Rev. Dr. Fofeph Warton. 


I.1. 


Ataion, exult! thy fons a voice divine have 
heard, 
The Man of Thebes hath in thy vales appear’d ! 
Hark! with frefh rage and undiminifh’d fire, 
The {weet enthufiaft {mites the Britith lyre ; 
The founds that echoed on Alphéus’ ftreams, 
Reach the delighted ear of liftening Thames ; 
Lo! fwift acro{s the dufty plain 
Great Theron’s foaming courfers ftrain | 
What mortal tongue e’er roll’d along 
Such full impetuous tides of nervous fong ? 
I. 2. 
The fearful, frigid lays of cold and creeping art, 
Nor touch, nvr can traniport th’ unfeeling 
heart ; 
Pindar, our inmoft bofom piercing, warms 
With glory’s love, and eager thirit of agms : 
When freedom {peaks in his majettic ftrain, 
The patriot-paffions beat in every vein: 
e long to fit with heroes ofd, 
“Mid groves of vegetable gold, 
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* Where Cadmus and Achilles dwell, 
And ftill of daring deeds and dangers tell. 
I 


Away, enervate Bards, away, 
Who fpin the courtly, filken lay, 
+ As wreaths for fome vain Louis’ head, 
Or mourn fome foft Adonis dead : 
No more your polith'd Lyrics boatt, 
In Britifh Pindar’s ftrength o’erwhelm’d and 
As well might ye compare [loft =, 
The glimmerings of a waxen flame 
(Emblem of Verfe correctly tame) 
§ To his own A<tna’s fulphur-{pouting caves, 
When to Heaven’s vault the fiery deluge raves, 
When clouds and burning rocks dart through 
the troubled air. 
Il. x. 

In roaring cataracts down Andes’ channel'd fleeps 
Mark how enormous Orellana {weeps ! 
Monarch of mighty Fluods! fupremely ftrong, 
Foaming from cliff to cliff he whirls along, 
Swoln with an hundred hills collected fnows 3 
Thence over nameleis regions widely flows, 

Round fragrant ifles, and citron- groves, 
Where till the naked Indian roves, 
And fafely builds his leafy bower, 
From flavery far, and curf Iberian power 3 
Il. 2. 
So rapid Pindar flows.---O Parent of the Lyre, 
Let me for ever thy fweet fons admire ! 
O ancient Greece, but chief the Bard whofe 
lays 
The matchlefs tale of Troy divine emblaze > 
And next Euripides, foft pity’s prieit, 
Who melts in ufeful Woes the bleeding 
e .breatt ; 
And him, who paints th’ inceftuous king, 
Whofe foul amaze and horror wring ; 
Teach me to tafte their charms refin’d, 
The richeft banquct of the enraptur’d mind £ 


= $e 
For the bleft man, the Mule’s child J, 
On whofe aufpicious birth fhe fmil’a, 
Whofe foul fhe form'd of. purer fire, 
For whom fhe tun’d a golden lyre, 
Sceks not in fighting fields renown : 
No widow’s midnight fhrieks, nor burning town, 
The peaceful Poet pleafe : 
Nor ceafelefs toils for fordid gains, 
Nor purple pomp, nor wide domains, 
Nor heaps of wealth, ner power, nor ftatefman’s 
{chemes, 
Nor all deceiv’d ambition’s feverith dreams, 
Lure his contented heart from the fweet vale of 
eale. 


# See 2 Olvmp, Od. 

¢ Alluding to the French and Itatian Lyric Poste. 
q See 2 Pyth. Gd. 

@ Hor, ub. IV. Ode id, 


ODES OF PINDAR. 


“ Olympiace miratus premia palme.” 
Vira. Gtorg. I. iii. 


. 


4 
THE FIRST OLYMPIC ODE, 


This Ode is inferibed to Hiero of Syracufe, who, in the Seventy-third Olympiad, obtained thd 
Vidory in the Race of Single Horfes. ‘ 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The fubject of this Ode being a victory obtained by Hiero in the Olympic Games, Pinder fets out with 
fhowing the fuperiority and pre-eminence of thofe Games over all others; among which, he fays, 
they hold the fame rank as water (which, accoiding to the opinion of Thales and other Philolo- 
phers, was the original of all things) among the elements, and Gold among the gifts of Fortune. 
Wherefore, continues he, O my heart, if thou art inclined to fing of Games, it would be as ablurd to 
think of any other but the Olympic Games, as to look for ftars in the fky when the fun is fhining in 
his merulian glory; efpecially as all the Guefts at Hicro’s table (among which number it is not 
improbable, that Pinder was one at this time) are finging odes upon that fubject. From the men- 
tion of Hiero, he falls into a fhort panegyric upon his virtues, and then paffes to what gave oc-~ 
cafion to this Ode, ax. his Olympic victory ; under which head he makes honourable mention of 
his horfe Phrenicus (for that was his name), who gained the victory, and {pread his mafter’s glory as 
far as Pita, or Olympia, the ancient refidence of Pelops the fon of Tantalus; into a long account of 
whom he digretles: aud ridiculing, as abfud and umpious, the ftory of his having been cut in:pieces 
by his father Tantalus, boiled and ferved up at an entertuininent given by him to the gods, relates 
another ftory, which he thought more to the honour buth of Pelups and the Gods. This relation 
he concludes with the account of Pelops vanqmfhing Ocnomaus, king of Pifa, in the chariot-race, 
and by the victory gaining his daughter Hippodamia, fetthng at Pifa, and being there honourcd as 
a God. From this relation the Poet falls again natural'y into an account of the Olympic Games, 
and, after a fhort reflection upon the felicity of thole who gaincd the Olympic crown, returns ty 
the praifes of Hiero; with which, and tome occafional reflections on the prof{perity gi Hieio, to whona 
he wifbes a continuance of his good fortune and a long reign, he clofes his Ode. 


STROPHE I. | Songs in flrains of wifdom vat 


Curer of Nature’s works divine, 
Water claims the highedt praile: 
Rich tt offspring of the mine, 
Gold, like fire, whute flafling rays 
From afar confpicuous gleam, 


Through the night’s mvolving cloud, 


Firft in luftre and efteem, 

Decks the trcafures of the proud : 
So among the lifts of fame 

Pifa’s honour’d games excel ; 
Then to Pifa’s glorious name 

Tune, O Mute, thy founding fhell. 

ANTISTROPHE I, 

Who along the defert air 

Seeks the faded flarry train, 
When the fun’s meridian car 

Round illumes th’ etherial plain ? 
Who a nobler theme can choole 

Than Olympia’s facred Games ? 
What more apt to fire the Mufe, 

When her various fongs ihe frames ? 


Ad 


Great Saturnius to record, 
And by each rejoicing puelt 
Sung at Hiero’s feaitful board. 
EPODE I. 
In paftoral Sicilia’s fruitful foil 
The righteous {ceptre of imperial power 
Great Hiero wielding, with illuftrious toil 
Pluicks every blooming virtue’s faireft flower, 
His royal fplendor to adorn : 
Nor doth his tkilful hand refufe 
Acquaintance tvith the tuneful Mule, 
When round the mirthful board the harp is 
STROPHE II. _ (borne, 
Down then from the glittering nail 
Take, O Mule, thy Dorian lyre; 
If the love of Pifa’s vale 
Pleafing tranfports can infpire ; 
Or the rapid-footed fteed 
Conld with joy thy bofum move, 
When, unwhipp’d with native {peed 
O’er the dufty courfe he drove i 
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And where deck’d with olives flows, 
Alpheus, thy immortal floodg = - 
Qn his lord's trrumphant brows 
The Olympic wreath beftow'd : 
ANTISTROPHE II. 
Hiero’s royal bfows, whole care 
Tends the courfer’s noble breed; @ 
Pleas’d to nurfe the pregnant mare, 
Pleas’d to train the youthful fteed, 
Now on that heroic land 
* His far-beaming glories beat, 
Where with all his Lydian band 
Pelop’s fix’d his honour’d feat : 
Pel@ps, by the god belov’d, 
Whofe ion@ artis the globe embrace ; 
When by Jove’s high orders mov’d 
Clotho biefs’d the healing vate. 
me EPODE IL. 
Forth from the cauldron to new life reftor’d, 
Pleas’d with the luftie of his ivory arm 
Young Pelops rofe; fo ancient tales record, 


And oft thefe tales unheeding mortals charm ; 


While gaudy Fiction, deck’d wath art, 
And drels’d in every winning grace, 
To Truth’s unornamented face 
Preferr’d, feduces oft the human heurt. 
STROPHE III. 
Add to thcfe {weet Poety, 
Smooth inchantrefs of mankind, 
Clad in whofe falle majefty 
Fables eafy credit find. 
But ere lung the rolling year 
The deceitful tale explodes ; 
Then, O man, with holy tear 
Touch the characters of Gods. 
Of their heavenly natures fay 
Nought unfeemly, nought profane, 
So thalt thou due honour pay, 
So be free from guilty ftain. 
AN LIS ‘ ROPHE IIT. 
Differing then from ancient fame 
T thy tlory will record : 
How the Gods invited came 
To thy father’s genial board; 
In his turn the holy teatt 
When on Sipylus he {pread ; 
To the tables of the blett 
In his turn with honour led. 
Neptune then thy lovely tace, 
Son of Tantalus, furvey’d, 
And with amorous embrace 
Far away the prize convey’'d. 
EPODE Il. 
To the high palace of all-honour'’d Jove 
With Pelops fwift the ge Iden chariotgolls. 
There, like more ancient Ganymede, above 
For Neptune he prepares the nectar’d bowls. 
But for her vanquith’d fon in vain 
When long his tender mother fought, 
And tidings of his fate were brought 
By none of all her much-inquiring train ; 
STROPHE IV. 
, O’er the envious realm with fpced 
A malicious rumour flew, 
That, his heavenly guefts to feed, 
Thee thy improus father flew : 
In a cafdron’s {eething flood 
‘Vhat thy mangled limbs were caft, 


Thence by each voracious God 
On the board in meffes plac’d. 
But fhall I the bleft abufe ? 
With fuch tales to ftain her fong 
Far, far be it from my Mufe ! 
Vengeance waits th’ unhallow’d tongue. 
ANTISTROPHE IV. 
Sure, if e’er no man befel 
Honour from the powers divine, 
Who on high Olympus dwell, 
Tantalus, the lot was thine. 
But, alas! his mortal fente 
All too feeble to digett 
The delights of blifs immenfe, 
Sicken’d at the heavenly featt, 
Where, his tolly to chattife, 
O’er his head with pride elate, 
Jove, great father of the tkies. 
Hung a rock’s enormous weight. 
EPUODE IV. 
Now vainly labouring with incefflant pains 
Th’ impending 10ck’s expected fall to fhuu, 
The fourth diftrefsful inftance he remains 
Of wretched man by impious pride undone ; 
Who to his mortal gueits convey'd : 
Th’ inco:rruptibie food of Gods, 
On which in their divine abodes 


Himieit erit feaiting was immortal made. 


STROPHE V. 
Vainis he, who hopes to cheat 
The ail-feeing eyes of Heaven: 
From Olyinpus’ blifsful feat, 
For his father’s theft, was driven 
Pelops, to refide once more 
With fiail man’s {wift-paffing race, 
Where (tor now youth’s blowing flower 
Deck'd with opening pride his face ; 
And with manly beauty {prung 
On each cheek the downy fhade) 
Ever burning for the young, 
Hymen’s tires his huait invade, 
ANTis FROPHE V. 
Anxious then th’ Elean bride 
From her toyal fire to gain, 
Near the billow-heaten fide 
Of the foam-belilver’d main, 
Daikling and alone he ftood, 
invocating oft the name 
Of the Trident-bearing god 
Strait the Trident-bcarer came ¢ 
“ if the weet delights of love, 
“ Which from Beauty’s Queen defcend : 
* Can thy yielding bofom move, 
** Mighty God, my caufe befriend. 
EPODE V- 
' With ftrong prevention let thy hand con- 
trol 
“ The brazen lance of Pifa’s furious king 5 


~ And to the honours of th’ Klean goal 
* * Me with uurivald {peed in trruumph be.ng, 


“ fransix’d by his unerring {pear, 

" Already thirteen youths have dy'd, 
“ Yet he per(ifts with cruel pride, 
Hippodomia’s nuptials to defer 

SiROPHE VI. 
In the paths of dangerous fame 
‘“* Trembling cowards never tread ¢ 
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Yet fince alt of mortal frame | Calm his ftream of life fhall flow, 
* Muft be number’d with the dead, Shelter’d by his high renown. 

* Who in dark inglorious fhade That alone his blifs fupreme, 

* Would his afelefs life confume, Which, unknowing to decay, 

“ And, with deedlefs years decay'd, Still with ever-fhining beam 
* Sink unhonoar’d te the tomb ? Gladdens each fucceeding day. 

“1 that thameful Jot difdain ; Tfien for happy Hiero weave 
“ I this doubtful lift will prove : Garlands of AColian ftrains ; 

“* May my vows from thee obtain Him thefe honours to receive 

€ 4+ Conqueft, and the prize of love !” The Olympic law ordains. ; 
ANTISTROPHE VI. ANTISTROPHE VII, 

Thus he pray’d, and mov’d the God ; Na more worthy of her lay 
Who, his bold attempt to grace, Can the mufe 4 Mortal finds = « 

On the favour’d youth beftow'd Greater in imperial [wag, 

Steeds unwearied in the race : Richer in a virtuous mind ; 

Steeds with winged {peed endued, Heaven, O king, with tender care 
Harneifs'd to a golden car. Waits thy wifhes to fulfil. 

So was Pifa’s king fubdued ; Then ere long will I prepare, ‘ 
Pelops fo obtain’d the fair ; Plac’d on Chronium’s funny hill, 

From whofe womb a noble brood, Thee in {weeter verfe to praife, 

Six illaftrious brothers came, Following thy victorious fteeds ; 

All with virtuous minds endow’d, If to profper all thy ways 

Leaders all of mighty fame. Still thy Guardian God proceeds. 
EPODE VI. EPODE VII. 
Now in the folemn fervice of the dead, Fate hath in various ftations rank’d mankind : 

Rank’d with immortal Gods, great Pelops In royal power the long gradations énd. 

While to his altar on the watery bed = [thares; By that horizon prudently confin’d, 

Of Alpheus rais'd, from every clime repairs Let not thy hopes to farther views extend. 
The wondering ftranger, to behold Long may’ft thou wear the regal crown! 
The glories of th’ Olympic plain; And may thy Bard his with receive, 
Where, the refplendent wreath to gain, With thee, and fuch as thee to live, 

@ontend the fwift, the active, and the bold. Around his native Greece for wifdom known ! 


STROPHE VII. 
Happy he, whofe glorious brow 
Pifa’s honour’d chaplets crown ! 


THE SECOND OLYMPIC ODE. 


THE ARGUMENT, 


This Ode is inferibed to Theron King of Acrigentum, who came off Conqueror in the Race of Cha- 
riots drawn by four Horfes, in the Seventy-feventh Olympiad. 


The Poet, in anfwer to the qneftion, What God, what Hero, and what Mortal he thould fing (with 
which words this Ode immediately begins) having named Jupiter and Hereules, not only as the firft 
of gods and heroes, but as they were peculiarly related to his fubject ; the one being the Protector, 
and the other the feunder of the Olympic Games; falls directly into the praifes of ‘Theron: by this 
method artfully infinuating, that Theron held the fame rank among all mortals, as the two former 
did among the gods and heroes. In enumerating the many excellencies of Theron, the Poet having 
made mention of the nobility of his family (a topic feldom or never omitted by Pindar) takes occa- 
fion to lay before him the various accidents and viciflitudes of human life, by inftances drawn from the 
hiftory of his own anceftors, the founders of Agrigentum; who, it feems, underwent many difficul- 
ties, before they could build, and fettle themfclves 1n that city ; where afterwards, indeed, they made 
2 very confiderable figure, and were rewarded for their pait fufferings with wealth and honour; ac- 
cording to which method of proceeding, the (alluding to fome misfortunes that had befallen 
Theron) befeeches Jupiter to deal with § fterity, by recompenfing their former afflictions 
with a ferics of peace and happinefs for the in the enjoyment of which they would foon tole 
the memory of whatever they had fuffered in times paft: the conftant effect of profperity being to 
make men forget their paft adverfity; which is the only reparation that can be made to them for 
the miferies they have undergone. The truth of this pofition he makes appear from the hiftory of 
the fame family ; by the farther inftances of Semcle, Ino, and Therfander ; and, laftly, of Theron 
himfelf, whofe former cares and troubles, he infinuates, are repaid by his prefent happinefs and vic< 
tory in the Olympic Games: fos bis fuccels in which, the Poet bowever intimates, th.t Theron wat 






we 
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na lefs indebted to bis riches than to his virtue, fince he was enabled hy the one, 93 well 25 difpofed 
by the other, to undergo the¢rouble and expence that was neceffary to qualify him for a candidate 
for the Olympic crown in particular, and, in general, for the performance of any great and worthy 
action: for the words are general, From whence he takes occafion to tell him, that the man whe 
poffeffes thefe treafures, viz. Riches and Virtue, that is, the means and the inclination of deing good 
and great actions, has the farther fatisfaction of knowing, that he fhall be rewarded for it hereafter ; 
and go among the heroes into the Fortwate Iflands (the Paradife of the Ancients), which he here 
defcribes ; fome of whofe inhabitants are likewife mentioned by way of inciting Theron to an imi- 
tation of their actions; as Peleus, Cadmus, and Achules. Here the Poet, finding himfelf, as well from 
the abundance of matter, as from the fertility of his own genius, in danger of wandering too fas 
Fronf his fubjeét, recalls his Mufe, and returns to the praife of Theran; whofe beneficence and ge- 


nerofity he tells us, were not to be equglled: with which, sad with (ome reflections upon the cage 


mits and maligners of Theron, he concludes. 


SMROPHE I. 


Xs choral hymns, harmoniaus lays, 

Sweet rulers of the lyric ftring, 

What god? what hero’s godlike praife ? 

What mortal fhall we fing ? 

With Jove, with Pifa’s Guardian God, 
Begin, O Mufe, th’ Olympic Oda. 
Alcides, Jove’s heroic fon, 

The fecond honours claims s 
Who, offering up the fpoils from Augeas won, 
Eftablifh’d to his fire th’ Olympic Games ; 

Where bright in wreaths of Conqueft Theron 

Then of victorious Theron fing ! [ fhone. 

Of Theron hofpitable, juft, and great! 
Fam'd Agrigentum’s honour’d king, 
The prop and bulwark of her towering ftate ; 
A righteous prince! whofe flowering virtues 
The venerable ftem of his illuftriows race; [grace 
ANTISTROPHE I. 
A race, long exercis’d in woes, 
Ere {miling o’er her kindred flood, 
he manfion of their wifh’d repofe, 
Their facred city ftood; 

And through amaz’d Sicilia fhone 

The luftre of their fair renown. 

‘Thence,’asthe milder Fates decreed, 

In deftin’d order horn, 
Aufpicious hours with fmoother pace fucceed; 
While Power and Wealth the noble line adorn, 
And Public Favour, Virtue’s richeft meed. 

O Son of Rhea, God fupreme ! 

Whofe kingly hands th’ Olympian {ceptre wield! 
‘ Rever'd on Alpheus’ facred ftream ! 
And honour’d moft in Pifa’s lifted field ! 

Propitious liften to my foothing ftrain | 

And to the worthy fans theix father’s rights main- 


tain: 
EPQDE I. 
Peace on their future life, and wealth beftow; 
And bid their prefant moments calmly flow. 
The deed once done no power can abuogate, 
Not the great Sire of all Fhings, Time, nor 
But fweet oblivion of difattrous care, [Fate. 
And good atest may the wrong repair. 
Lat in the brightneis of returning day, 
The gloomy terrors of the night decay ; 
Wheu Jove commands the Sun of Joy to rife, 
And opens into {miles the cloud-envelop’d thies. 
ie STROPHE WJ. 
Thy haplefs daughters’ various fate 
‘This moral truth, O Cadmus, fhows ; 
Who vetted new with godlike ftate 
On beavealy thrones repofe ; 


’ 


And yet afliction’s thorny road 
In bitter anguifh once they trod. 
But blifs fuperior hath eras'd 
The memory of their woe ; 
While Semele, on high Olympus plac*d, 
To heavenly zephyrs bids her trefles flow, 
Once by devouring lightnings all defac’d. 
There, with immortal charms improv’d, 
Inhabitant of Heaven’s ferene abodes 
She dwells, by virgin Pallas low’d, 
Lov’d by Saturnius, father of the gods 3 
Lov’d by her youthful fon, whofe browsdiving, 
In twifting ivy bound, with joy eternal thine. 
ANTISTROPHE TU. 
To Ino, Goddels of the Main, 
The Fates an equal lot decree, 
Rank’d with ald Ocean’s Nereid traing 
Bright daughters of the fea. 
Neep in the pearly realms below, 
Immortal happinels to know. 
But here our day’s appointed end 
® To mortals is unknown ; 
Whether diftrefs our period thall attend, 
And in tumultuous ftorms our fun go down, 
Or to the fl:ades in peaceful calms defcend. 
For various flows the tide of life, 

Obnoxious ftill to fortune’s veering gale ; 
Now rough with anguifh, care, and ftrife, 
O’erwhelming waves the fhatter’d bark affail: 
Now glide ferene and {mooth the limpid {treamss. 


And on the furface play Apollo's golden beams. 


POD: Il. 
Thus, Fate, O Theron, that with blifs divine 
And glory once enrich’d thy ancient line, 
Again reverfing every gracious deed, 
Woe to thy wretched fires and fhame decreed ; 
What time, encountering on the Phociag plain, 
By lucklefs Oedipys was Laius dain. 
To parricade by fortune blindly led, 
His father’s precious life the hera fhed 5 
Doom’d to fulfil the oracles of heaven, [ given. 


To Thebes’ ill-deftin’d king by Pythian Phosbus 


STROPHE Il. 
But with a fierce avenging eye 
Erinnys the foyl murder esd: ¥ 
And bade his warring offspring dic, 
By mutual rage fubdued. 
Pierc’d by his brother’s hateful feel 
Thus haughty Polynices fell. 
Therfander, born to calmer days, 
Sirviv'd his falling fire, 
In youthful games to win immartal praifes 
Renown in martial combats to acquire, 
4 


And high in power, th’Adraftian houfe tu raife. 
F.nch from tats venei able root 

Jenefidamus and his Vheron {pring ; 

For whom I touch my Dorian flute, 

For whom triumphant ftrike my founding 

itring. 

Due to his glory is th’ Aonian ftrain, [ iain. 

Whole virtue gain’d the pnze in fam'd Olympia’s 
ANTISTROPHE III. 
« Alone in fam’d Olympia’s fand 
The victor’s chaplet Theron wore ; 
But with him on the [/thmain ftrand, 
On {weet Caftalta’s fhore, 

The verdant crowns, the proud geward 

Of victory his brother fhar’d, 

Copartner in immortal praife, 

As warm’d with equal zeal. 
The light foot courfer’s generous breed to raife, 
And whiri around the goal the fervid wheel, 
The paintul tlrife Olympia’s wreath repays: 
But wealth with nobler virtue juin’d 
"Fhe means and fair occ afions muft procure ; 
In glory’s chafe muft aid the mind, 
Expence, and toil, and danger tu endure ; 
With mingling rays they feed each other’s fame, 
And fhine the brighte& lamp in all the {phere of 
fame. 
EPODE Til. 
The happy mortal, who thefe treafures fharcs, 
Well knows what fate attends his generuus car: 
Kaows, that beyond the verge of lite and light 
In the fad regions of infernal night, 
The fierce, ympracticable, churlith mind 
Avenging gods and penal woes fhall find ; 
Where ftrict inquiring juttice fhall bewray 
The crimes commited in the realms of day.’ 
Th’ impartial Judge the rigid law declares, 
Ne more to be revers’d by penitence or prayers. 
STROPHE Iv. 
But in the happy fields of light, 
Where Phoebus with an equal ray 
Illuminates the balmy night, 
And guilds the cloudlefs day, 
In peaceful, unmoleited joy, 
The good their imiling hours employ. 
Them no uneafy wants cenftrain 
To vex th’ ungrateful foil, 
To tempt the dangers of the billowy main, 
And break their ftrength with unabatipg toil 
‘A frail difaftrous being to maintain. 
But in their joyous calm abodes, 

The recompence of juftice they receive ; 
And in the fellowfhip ot gods 

Without a tear eternal] ages live. 

While, banifh’d bythe Fates from joy and reft, 

‘Intolerable woes the impious foul infeft. 
ANTISTROPHE IV. 
ut they who, in true virtue ftrong, 
he third purgation can endure ; 

And keep their minds from fraudful wrong 
And guilt’s contagion pure ; 
They through the ftarry paths of Jove 
To Saturn's blisful feat remove ; 

Where fragrant breezes, vernal ,zirs, 
Sweet children of the main, 
Purge the bleft ifland from corroding cares, 
Axd fan the bofom of each verdant plain; 
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Whofe fertile foil immortal fruitage bears; 
Trees, from ‘whote flaming branches flow 

Array’d in golden bloom refulgent beams ; 
And flowers of golden hue, that blow 

On the freth borders of the:r parent {treams. 

Thefe, by the ble.t tn folemn triumph worn, 


Theirlinpolluted handsand cluttering locks adorn. 


EPODE IV. / 

Such is the righteous will, the high beheft, 
Of Rhadamanthus, ruler of the bleft: 

The ju atleffor of the throne divine, 

On wich, high 1ais’d above all gods, recline, 
Link’d in the golden bands of wedded love, 
The great progenitors of thendering Jove. 
There, in the number ot the bleit enroll’d, 
Live Cadmus, Peleus, heroes fam’'d ot old ; 
And voung Achilles, to thofe ifles remov'd, 


Soun as, by [het.s wou, relenting Jove approv'd » 


STROPHE V. 
Achilles, whole refitlefs might 
Tray’s ftable pillar overthrew, 
The valiant Hector, firm in fight, 
And hardly Cygnus flew, 
And Menon, offspring of the morn, 
In torrid Acthiopia born--- 
Yet in my well-itor’d breaft remain 
Materials to fupply 
With copious argument my moral ftrain, 
Whote myttic fenfe the wife alone defcry, 
Stil] tu tne vulgar founding harfh and vain. 
He only, in whofe ample breatt 
Nature hath true inherent genius pour’d, 
The praife of wifdom may contett ; 
Not they who, with loquaciouslearning ttor’d, 
Like crows and chattering jays, with clamo- 
rous cri€s 
Purfue the bird of Jove, that fails along the fkies. 
ANTIS'TROPHE V. 
Come on! thy brighteft thafts prepare, 
And bend, O Mule, thy founding bow ; 
Say, through what path» of liquid air 
Our arrows fhall we throw : 
On Agrigentum fix thine eye, 
Thithcr let all thy quiver fly. 
And thou, O Agrigentum, hear, 
While, with religious dread, ~ 
And taught the laws of juftice to revere, 
To heavenly vengeante I devote my head, 
If aught totruth repugnant now I {wear, 
Swear, that no ftate, revolving o’er - 
The long memorials of recorded days, 
Can fliow in all her boatted ftore 
A name to parallel thy Theron’s praife ; 
One to the acts of friendthip fu inclin’d, [Kind. 


So fam’d*for bounteous deeds, and love of human 


EPODE V 

Yet hath obftrepetous envy fought to drown 
The goodly mufic of his fweet renown ; 
While, by fome frantic f{pirits borne along 
To mad attempts of violence and wrong, 
She turn’d againft him fattion’s raging flood, 
And ftrove with evil deeds to conquer good. 
But who can number every fandy grain 
Wath’d by Sicilia’s hoarfe-refounding main ? 
Or who can Theron’s generous works exprefs, 


And tell hew many hearts his boynteous virtues 
. o 


blefs ! 
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THE THIRD OLYMPIC ODE. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


This Ode is likewife inferibed to Theron king of Agrigentum, upon the occafion of another Pita® 
tory obtained by him in the Chariot-Race at Olympia ; the date of which is unknown. 


® 

The Schofjaft acquaints us, that as Theron was celebrating the Theoxenia (a feftival initituted by 
Caftor and Pollux jg honour of all the gods) he received the news of a victory obtained by his cha- 
riot in the Olympic Games: from this circumftance the poet takes oczafion to addrefs this Ode te 
thofe two deities and their fifter Helena, in whofe temple, the fame Scholiaft informs us, fome peo- 
ple with greateft probability conjeCtured, it was fung, at a folemn facrifice there offered by Therom 
#0 thofe deities, and to Hercules, alfo, as may be inferred from a paflage in the third Strophe of the 
‘Yranflation. But there is another, aud a more poetical propriety in Pindar’s invoking thefe divini- 
ties, that is fuggefted in the Ode itfelf: for, after mentioning the occafion of his compofing it, names 
ly, the Olympic Victory of Theron, and faying that a triumphal fong wasa tribute due to that per- 
fon upon whom the Hellanodic, or Judge of the Games, beftowed the facred Olive, according to the 
inftitution of their firft founder Hercules, he proceeds to relate the fabulous, but legendary ftory, of 
that Hero's having brought that plant originally from Scythia, the country of the Hyperboreans, to 
Olympia; having planted it there near the temple of Jupiter, and ordered that the vi¢tors in thofe 
games fhould, for the future, be crowned with the branclies of this facred tree. To this he adda, 
that Hercules, upon his being removed to heaven, appointed the twin-brothers, Caftor and Pollux, 
to celebrate the Olympic Games, and execute the office of beflowing the Olive.crown upon thofe 
who obtained the vidtory ; and now, continues Pindar, he comes a propitious gueft, to this facrifice 
of ‘Theron, in company with the two fons of Leda, who, to reward the piety and zeal of Theron and 
his family, have given them fucceis and glory; to the utmoft limits of which he infinuates that 
Theron is arrived, and fo concludes with affirming, that it would be in vain for any man, wife or 
unwife, to attempt to furpafs him. 


TO THERON KING OF AGRIGENTUM. 
® 


STROPHE I. 


W urre to the fame of Agragas I fing, 
For Theron wake the Olympic ftring, 
And with Aonian garlands grace 

His fteeds unweary’d in the race, 

O may the hofpitable twins of Jove, 

And bright-hair’d Helena, the fong approve! 
For this the Mufe beftow'd her aid, 

As in new meatures I cflay’d 
To harmonife the tuneful words, 
And ict to Dorian airs my founding chords. 
ANTISTROPHE I. 

And lo! the conquering fteeds, whofe toffing 
Olympia’s verdant wreath befpreads, [heads 
The Mufe-imparted tribute claim, 

Due, Theron, to thy glorious name ; 
Aud bid me temper in their mafter’s praife 
The flute, the warbling lyre, and melting lays. 
Lo! Pifa too the fong requires! 
Elean Pifa, that infpires 
The glowing Bard with eager care 
His heaven-directed prefent to’ prepare: 
EPODE I. 
The prefent offer’d to his virtuous fame, 
On whofe ennobled brows 
The righteous umpire of the facred game, 
Th’ Ztolian judge, beftows 
The darkfome olive, ftudious to fulfil 
The mighty founder’s will, 
Who this fair enfign of Olympic toil 
Yrom deltant Scythia’s fruitful foil, 
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And Hyperborean Hter’s woody fhore, 
With fair eutreatits gain’d, to Grecian Elis 


bore. 
STROPHE II. 
The blamelefs fervants of the Delphic Ged 

With joy the valued gifts bettow’d; 

Mov’d by the friendly chief to grant, 

On terms of peace, the facred plant, 
Deftin’d at once to fhade Jove’s honour'd thrine, 
And crown heroic worth with wreaths divine. 

For now full-orb’d the wandering moon 

In plenitude of brightnefs fhone, 

And on the fpacious eye of night 
Pour'd all the radiance of her golden light : 

ANTISTROPHE IT. 
Now on Jove’s altars bluz’d the hallow’d 
flames, 

And now were fix’d the mighty games, 

Again, when e’er the circling fun 

Four times his annual courfe had run, 
Their period to renew, and fhine again 
On Alpheus’ craggy fhores and Pifa’s plam : 

But fubject all the region lay 

To the fierce fun's infulting ray, 

While upon Pelops’ burning vale 
No fhade arofe his fury to repel. 

EPODE II. 
Then traverfing the hills, whofe jutting bafe 
Indébts Arcadia’s meads, 
To where the virgin goddets of the chafe 
Impells her foaming feeds, 


Bs a 


To Scythian Iftet he directs his way, 
Doom’d by his father to obey 
The rigid pleatures of Mycene’s king, 
And thence the rapid hind to bring, 
Whon, facred prefent for the Orthian maid, 


With horns of branching gold, Taygeta array'd. 


STROPHE III. 
There as the longfome chafe the chief purfued, 
The {pacious Scythian plains he view'd ; 
A land beyond the chilling blaft 
And northern caves of Boreas catt : 
There too the groves of olive he furvey'd, 
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He gave th’ illuftrious Games to hold, 
And crown the {wift, the ftrong, and boN. 
Then, Mule, to ‘Theron and his houfe proclaim 
The joyous tidings of fuccefs and fame, 
By Leda’s twins beftow’d to grace, 
mmenides, thy pious race, 
ho, mindful of heaven’s high behefts, 
With ftricteft zeal obferve their holy feaftes 
EPODE ITI. 
As water’s vital ftreams all things furpsfs, 
As gold’s all-worthip'd ore 


Holds amid fortune’s ftores the highett clafsy 
So to that dittant fhore, ¢ 
To where the pillars of Afcides rife, 
Fame’s utmoft boundaries, 
Theron, purfuing his fuccefsful way, 
Hath deck'd with glory's hrightett ray 
His lineal virtues.—-Farther to attain, : 
Wile, and unwife, with me defpair: th’ attempt 
were vain. 


And gaz’d with rapture on the pleafing thadc, 
Thence by the wondering hero borne 
The goals of Elis to adurn. 
And now to Theron’s facred featt 

With Leda’s twins he comes, propitious guett! 

ANTISTROPHE Il. 

To Leda’s twins (when heaven’s divine abodes 

He fought, and mingled with the Gods) 


THE FIFTH OLYMPIC ODE. 


his Ode is ixfcribed to Pfaumis of Camarina (a town in Sicily, who, in the eighty-fecond Olympiad, 


Seme people (it fcems) have doubted, whether this Ode be Pindar’s, 


obtained thtce victories; one in the race of chariots drawn by four horfes: a fecond in the race of 
the Apené, or chariot drawn by mules, and a third in the race of fingle horfes, 
br certain reafons, which, toge- 
ther with the arguments on the other fide, the learned reader may find in the Oxford edition and 
others of this author; where it is clearly proved to be genuine. But, befides the reafons there gi- 
ven for doubting if this Ode be Pindar’s, there is another (though not mentioned, as I know of, by 
any one} which may have hel,ed to biafs people in their judgment upon this queftion. I fhall 
therefore beg leave to confider it a little, becaufe what I flrall fay upon that head, will tend to il. 
luftrate both the meaning and the method of Pirdar in this Ode. In the Greek editions of thes Au~ 
thor there are two Odes (of which this is the {econd) infcribed to the fame Pfaumis, and dated both 
in the fame Olympiad. But they differ trom each other in feveral particulars, as well in the matter 
as the manner. In the fecond O:e, notice is taken of tnee victories obtained by Pfaumis; in 
the firft, of only one, viz. that obtained by him in the race of chariots drawn by four horfes: in the 
fecond, not only the city of Camarina, but the lake of the fame name, many rivers adjoining to it, 
and fome circumftances relating to the preient flute, and the rebuilding of that city (which had 
been deftroyed by the Syracufians fome years befurc) are mentioned; whereas in the firft, Camarina is 
barely named, as the country of the conqueror, and as it were out of form: from all which I conclude, 
that thefe two Odes were compofed to be fung at different times, and in different places; the firft 
at Olympia, immediately upon Pfaumis’s being proclaimed conqueror in the chariot-race, and before 
he obtained his other two victorics. This may with great probability be inferred, as well from no 
mention being these made of thofe two victories, as from the prayer which the poet fubjoins immedi- 
ately to his account of the firft, viz. that heaven would in like manner be favourable to the reft of the 
vittor’s wifhes; which praycr, though it be in general words, and one frequently ufed by Pindar in 
other of his Odes, yet has a peculiar beauty and propriety, if taken to relate to the other two eaer- 
eifes, in which Pfaumis was ftill to contend; and in which he afterwards came off victorious. 
That it was the cuftom for a conqueror, at the time of his being proclaimed, ta be attended by a 
chorus, who fung a fong of triumph in honour of his victory, I have obferved in the Differtation 
prefixed to thefe Odes *. In the fecond, there are fo many marks of its having been mada'to be fung 
at the triumphal entry of Pfaumis into his own country, tnd thofe fo evident, that, after this hint 
given, the reader cannot help obferving them as he goes through the Ode. I thall therefore fay no- 
thing more of them in this place ; but that they tend, by fhowing for whet occafion this Ode was 
calculated, to confirm what I faid relating to the other; and jointly with that to prove, that thera 
is no reafon to conclude from there being two Odes infcribed to the. fame perfon, and dated in the 
fame Olympaid, that the latter is pot Pindar’s, efpecially as it appears, both ip the Lyle and {pinit, 
altogether worthy of him, 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Poet begins with addreffing himfelf to Camarina, a fea nymph, from whem the city end lake 


were both named, to beipeak a favourable reception of his Ode, a prefent which he telis her wa 
@ SceMs, Welt’s prefaec, p, 126, 


oL¥mrt Obes. ont ¥. goF 
nude 46 her by Prauniis, Who rendered Ker city illuftrious at the Olympic Caries; where having 
obtaitied three vidlories, he confecrated his famie to Camarina, by ordering the herald, when he pro- 
claimed him conquetor, to ftyle him of that city. This he did at Olymipia; but now, continues 
Ffndar, upon his conting home, he is mére particular, and inferts in his triumphal fong the ndmes of 


the prificipal places an 


rivets belonging to Camatitia; from whence the Poet takes occafion to 


{peak of the rebuilding of that city, which was done about thig time, and of the ftate of glory, to 
which, out of her low and miferable condition, fhe was now brought by the meats of Plaumis, and 
by the lutte caft on her by his victories: victories (fays he) ndt to be obtained without much la. 
tour and expence, the ufudl attendants of great and glorious actions ; but the man who fucceed@d 
in gach like undertakings, was fure to Be rewarded with the love and approbation of his countrys 
The poet then addreffes himfelf to Jugiter in a prayer, befeeching him to adorn the city and ftate of 


€amarina with virtue and glory; and 


o grant to the victor Pfaumis a jeyful and conterited old age, 


tind the happinefs of dying befére his children: after which he concludes With an exhottation td 
Pfaumis, to be cOhtented with his condition; which he infinuates was a8 happy as that of a mortak 
eould be, andl it was to no purpofe for him to with to be a god. 


STROPHE, 


® Fark Camarina, daughter of thé main, 
With gracious {miles this choral fong receive, 
Sweet fruit of virtuous toils; whofe noble ftrain 
Shall to th’ Olympic wreath new luftre 
ive : 
This Pfaumis, whom on Alpheus’ thore 
With unabating {peed 
The harnefs’d mules to conqueft bore, 
This gift to thee decreed ; 
Thee, Camarina, whofe well-peopled towers 
Thy Pfaumis render’d great in fame, 
When to the twelve Olympian powers 
He fed with victims the triumphal flame. 
When, the double altars round, 
Slaughter'd bulls beftrew'd the ground ; 
When, on five felected days, e 
ove furvey’d the lift of praife ; 
¢ While along the dufty courfe 
Pfaumis urg’d his ftraining horfe, 
Or beneath the focial yoke 
Made the well-match’d courfers {moke ; 
Or afound th’ Elean goal 
‘Taught his mule-drawn car to roll. 
Then did the victor dedicate his fame 
‘To thee, and bade the herald’s voice proclaim 
‘Thy new-eftablith’d walls, and Acron’s honour’d 


name, 
ANTISTROPHE. 

But now return’d from where the pleafant feat 
Once of Oenomaus and Pelops ftood. 
The, civic Pallas, and thy chatte retreat, 

He bids me fing, and fair Oanus’ flood, 

And Camarina’s fleeping wave, 

And thofe fequefter’d fhores, 

Through which the thirfty town to lave 
Smooth flow the watery ftores 
Of fithy Hipparis, profoundeft ftreag, 
Adown whofe wuod-envelop’d tide 


The {dlid pile and lofty béam, 
Materials for the future palace, glide. 
us, by war's rude tempefts torn, 
lung’d in mifery and {corn, 
Once again, with power array'd, 
Camanina lifts her head, 
Gayley brightening in the blaze, 
Plaumis, of thy hard-earn’d praiic. 
Trouble, care, expence, attend 
Him who labours to afcend 
Where, approaching to the tkies,' 
Virtue holds the facred prize, 
That tempts him toatchieve the dangerdnd deed ¢ 
But, if his well-concerted toils fucceed, 
His country’s juft spplaufe fhall be his glorious 


meced. 
EPODE. 
O Jove! protector of mankind ! 
* 0 cloud-enthron’d king of gods ! 
Who, on the Chronian mount reclin‘d, , 
With honour crown’ ft the wide-ftream'd flood 
Of Alpheus, and the folemn gloom 
Of Ida’s cave ! to thee I come 
Thy fuppliant, to foft Lydian reeds, 
Sweet breathing forth my tuneful prayer, 
That, grac’d with noble, valiant deeds, 
This ftate may prove thy guardian ¢are 5 
And thou on whofe victorious brow 
Olympia bound the facred bough, 
Thou whom Neptunian fteeds delight, 
With age, content, and quiet crown’d, 
Calm may’ft thou fink to endlefs night, 
Thy children, Pfaumis, weeping round. 
And fince the gods have given thee fame and 
wealth, 
Join’d with that prime of earthly treafures, health, 
Enjoy the bleffings they to man affign, 
Nor fondly figh tur happinels divine. 


THE SEVENTH OLYMPIC ODE. 


This Ode is infcribed to Diagoras, the fon of Damagetug of Rh&des, who, in the Seventy-ninth Olymes 
piad, obtained the victory in the exercife of the Ceftus. ; ; 
This Ode was in {och efteem among the ancients, that it was depofited in a temple of Mintrva, writ- 


gen in lette® of gold. 
TRANS. 


U 
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ae 
THE ARGUMENT. : 

Fhe Poet begins this noble fong of triumph with a fimile, by which he endeavours to fhow his great 
efteem for thofe who obtain the victory in the Olympic and other games ; as alf the value of the 
prefent that he makes them upon that occafion; a prefent always acceptable, becaufe fame and 
praife is that which delights all mortals; wherefore the Mule, fays he, is perpetually as aboué 
tor proper objects to beftow it upon; and feeing the great actions of Diagoras, takes up a refolution 
of celebrating him, the Ifle of Rhodes his country, and his father Damagetus (according to the form 
bbferved by the herald in proclaiming the conquerors) ; Damagetus, and c onfequently ree aude a 
ing defcended from Tlepolemus, who led over a colony of Giecians from Argos to Rhodes, where 
he fettled, and obtained the dommmion of that ifland. FioméTlepolemus, therefore, Pindar declares 
he will deduce his fong; which he addreffes to all the Rhodians in common with Diagoras, who 
were deicended from Tlepofemus, or from thofe Greci.ns that came over with big3; that is, almaft 
aall the people of Khodes, who indeed are as much (if not more) interefted in the greateft part gf 
this Ode, as Diagoras the conqueror. Pindar accordingly relates the occafion of Tlepolemus’s com- 
ing to Rhodes, which he tells was in obedience to an oracle, that commanded him to feek out that 
ifland ; which, inftead of telling us its name, Pindar, in a mote poctical manner, characterizes bye 
rclating of it fome legendary ftories (if I may fo fpeak) that were peculiar to the ifle of Rhodes ; 
fuch as the Golden Shower, and the occafion of Apollo’s choofing that and for himfelf; both which 
ftories he relates at large with fuch a flame of poetry as fhow. his :magination to have been ex- 
tremely heated and elevated with his fubyects. Neither does he feem to cool in the thort account 
that he gives. in the next place, of the paffion of Apollo tor the nymph Rhodos, from wl.um the 
ifland received its name, and from whom were defre ade its original inkabitants (who-n juit before 
the poet therefore called the fons of Apollo): and particularly the three brathers, Camirus, Lindus, 
and Jalyfus; who divided that country into three kingdoms, and built the three principal cities 
which retained their names. In this ifland Tlepolemus ({ays the Poet, returning to the ftory ef 
that hero) fourid reft, and a period to all his misfortunes, and at Je‘gth grew into {uch efteem with 
the Rhodians, that they worfhipped him as a God, appointing facritices to him, and inftituting games 
gn his honour. ‘The mention of thofe games, naturally brifgs back the Poet to Diagoras; and gives 
him occation, from the two victories stained by Diayoras in thole games, to enumerate all the prizes 
wont }y that famous conqueror in all the games of Greece : after which enumeration, he begs of 
Jupiter, in a folemn prayer, to gront Diapota, the love of hi, country, and the admiration of all the 
world, as a reward for the many virtucs fo. which hé and his family had always been dittinguithed, 
and for which their country had fo often ie lela : and then, as if he had been a witnels of the 
extravagant tranfports of the Rhodians (to u hich, not the feftival only occalioned by the triumphad 
entry of their countryman, and the glory reflected upon them by his victories, ut much more the 
flattering and extraordinary elogiums beftowed upon the whole nation in this Ode, might have gi- 
ven birth), the Poet on a fudden changes his hand, and checks their pride by a moral reflection on 
the viciffiiude of fortune, with which he exhort» them to moderation, and fo concludes. 


HEROIC STANZAS. 


A\s when a father in the golden vafe, 
The pride and glory of his wealthy fto1¢s, 
Bent his lov’d daughter's nuptial torch to grace, 
‘fhe vineyard’s purple dews profufely pours ; 


Then to his lips the foaming chalice rears, 
With bleffings hallow’d, and aufpicious vows, 
And mingling with the draught tran{porting tears, 
{On the young bridegroom the nich gitt beltows; 


The precious earneft of efteem fincere, 
Of friendly umon and cohnubial love : 
"The bridal train the facred pledge revere, 
And round the youth in fprightly meaferes 
move. 


He to his home the valued prefent bears, 
Lhe grace und ornament of future feats ; 

‘Where, as his father’s bounty he declares, 
Wonder thall feize the gratulating gueft. 


‘Thus on the valiant, on the {wift, and ftrong, 
Ciftalia’s zenuine nectar I beftow ; 

And, pouring forth the Mufe-defcended fong, 
bad to their praifes the rich numbers flow. « 


Giateful to them refounds th’ harmonic Ode, 
‘the gut of triehdthip and the pledge of fame. 


Happy the mortal, whom th’ Aohian God 
Cheers with the mufic of a glouious name ! 


The Mofe her piercing glances throws around, 
And quick difcovers every worthy deed : 

And now fhe wakes the lyie’s inchanting found, 
Now fills with various ftrains the vocal reed: 


But here cath inftrument of fong divine, 
The vocal reed and lyre’s inchanting ftring, 
She tunes; and bids their harmony combine 
Thee, and thy Rhodos, Diagoras, to fing ; 


Thee and thy country, native of the flood, 
Which from bright Rhodes draws her honour’d 
nainé, fGod, 
Fair nymph, whofe charms fubdued the Delphic 
Fair blooming daughter of the Cyprian dame : 


To fing thy triumphs in th’ Olympic fand, 

Where Alpheus faw thy giant-temples crown’ds 
Fam’d ea too proclaim’d thy conquering 

and, 

Where {weet Caftalia’s myftic currents found. 
Nor Damagetus will I pafs unfung, 

Thy fire, the friend of Juftice and of Truth ; 
From noble anceftors whofe lineage fprung, 


The chie& wkoled to Rhodes the Atyive youths 
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There near to Afia’s wide-extended ftrand, 

, Where jutting Embolus the“waves divides, 

Tn three divifions they poffefs’d the land, 
Enthron'’d amid the hoarfe-refounding tides. 


To their defcendants will I tune tny lyre, 
The offspring of Alcides hold and ftrong; 

And from Tlepolemus, their common fire, 
Deduce the national hiftoric fong. 


Tlepolemus of great Alcides came, 
The fruits of tair Aftydameia’s love, 
Jove-born Amyntor got the Argive damg: 
So either lineage is deriv’d from Jove. 


But wrapt in error @ the human mind, 
And human blifs is ever infecure : 

Know we what fortune yet remains behind ? 
Know we how long the prefent fhall endure ? 


*Fbr lo! the * founder of the Rhodjan ftate, 
Who from Saturnyan Jove his being drew, 
While his fell bofom {well’d with vengeful hate, 

The baftard-brother of Alcmena flew. 


With his rude mace, in fair Tiryutha’s wails, 
Tlepolemus inflicts the horrid wound : 

Evy’n at his mother’s door Licymnius falls, [ground. 
Yet warm from her embrace, and bites the 


Paffion may oft the wifeft heart furprife ; 
Confcious and trembling for the murderous deed, 
To Deiphi’s Oracle the hero flies, 
Solicitous to learn what Heaven decreed. 


Him bright-hair'd Phoebus, from his odorous fane. 
Bade fet his flying fails from Lerna’s fhore, 
And, in the bofum of the Eaftern Main, 
That fea-girt region haften tu explore ; 


That blifsful iland where a wonderou cloud 
Once rain’d, at Jove’s command, a gold-n 
What time, aflifted by the Lemnian God, [fhower; 
The King of Heaven brought forth the Virgin 
Power. 
By Wulcan’s art the father’s teeming head 
_Was open’d wide, and forth impetuous fprung, 
And fhouted fierce and loud, the warrior Maid: 
Old Mother Earth and Heaven affrighted rung, 


Then Hyperion’s fon, pure fount of day, 
Did tq his children the fttange tzle reveal : 
He warn’d them ftrait the facrifice to flay, 
And worfhip the young Power with earlieft zeal, 


So would they footh the mighty father’s mind, 
Pleas’d with the honours to his daughter paid ; 
And fo propitious ever would they find 
Minerva, warlike formidable maid. 


On staid precaution, vigilant and wife, 
True virtue and true happinefs depefffl ; 
But oft Oblivion’s daikening clouds arife, 
And from the deftin’d {cope our purpofe bend, 
The Rhodians, mindful of their fire’s beheft, 
Strait in the citadel an altar rear’d; 
But with imperfect rites the power addrefs’d, 
And without fire their facrifice prepar’d. 
Yet Jove approving o’er th’ affembly {pread 
A yellow cloud, that dropp’d with golden dews ; 
While in their opening hearts the blue-ey’d maid 
Deign'd her celeftial {cience to infule. 
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Thence in all arts the fons of Rhodes excel, 
Tho’ beft their forming hands the chiffel guide ; 
This in each ftreet the breathing marbles tell, 
‘The ftranger’s wonder, and the city’s pride. 


Great praife the works of Rhodian artifts find, 
Yet to their heavenly miftrefs much they owe ; 
Since art and learning cultivate the mind, 
And make the feeds of genius quicker grow. 


Some fay, that when by lot th’immortal gods 
With Jove thefe earthly regions did divide, 

All undifcover’d lay Phoebean Rhodes, 
Whelm’d deep beneath the falt Carpathian tide; 


That, abfent on his courfe, the God of Day 
By all the heavenly fynod was forgot, 
Who, his inceffant labours to repay, 
Nor land nor fea to Phazbus did allot ; 


That Jove reminded would again renew 
Th’ unjuft partition, but the God deny’d; 

And faid, beneath y& hoary furge { view 
An ifle emerging through the briny tide: 


A region pregnant with the fertile feed 
Ot plants, and herbs, and fruits, and foodful 
rain ; 
Each verdant hill unnumber’d flocks thall feed ; 
Unnumber’d men poflefs each flowery plain. 


Then ftrait to Lachefis he gave command, 
Who binds in golden cauls her jetty hair; 

He bade the fatal fifter ftretch her hand, 
And by the Stygian rivers bade her twear ; 


Swear to confirm the Thundcrer’s decree, 
Which to his rule that fruitful ifland gave, 
When from the oozy bottom of the fea 
Her head fhe rear’d above the Lycian wave. 


The fatal fifter fwore, nor fwore in vain ; 
Nor did the tongue of Delphi’s Prophet err; 
Up-fprung the blooming ifland through the main ; 
And Jove on Phoebus did the boon confer. 


In this fam’d ifle, the radiant fire of light, 
The god whofe reins the fiery fteeds abey, 

Fair Rhodos faw, and, kindling at the fight, 
Seiz’d, and by torce enjoy’d the beauteous prey ; 


From whofe divine embraces {prung a race 
Of mortals, wifeft of all human-kind ; 

Seven fons, endow’d with every noble grace ; 
The noble graces of a fapient mind. 


Of thefe Ialyfus and Lindus came, 
Who with Camirus fhar’d the Rhodian land 
Apart they reign’d, and facred to his name 
Apart each brother’s royal city ftands. 


Here a fecure retreat from all his woes 
Aftydameia’s haplefs offspring found ; 

Here, like 2 God in undifinrb’d repote, 
And like a God with heavenly honours crown'd, 


His priefts and blazing alt.is he furveys, 
And hecatomhs, that feed the odorous flame ; 
With games, memorial of his deathlels praife ; 
Where twice Diagordas, unmatch’d in fame, 


Twice on thy head the livid poplar fhone, 
Mix’d with the dark(ome pine, that binds the 
brows 
Of Ifthmian victors, and the Nemean crown, 
Aud every palm that Attica beftows. 


Vij 


get 


Diagoras th’ Arcadian vafe obtain’d ; 
Argos tu him adjudg’d her brazen fhield ; 
His mighty hands the Theban tripod gain'd, 
And bore the prize from each Becotian field. 
Six times in rough Agina he prevail’d ; 
As oft Pellene’s robe of hovour won ; 
And ftill at Megara in vain affail’d, 
He with his name hath fill’d the victor’s ftone. 


O chou, who, high on Atabyrius thron’d, 
Seeft from his fummits all this happy ifle, 
By thy protection be my labours crown’d ; 
Vouchfafe, Satutnius, on my verfe to fmile ! 


And grant to him whofe virtue is my theme, 
Whole valiant heart th’ Olympic wreaths pro- 
elaim, 
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At home his country’s favour and efteess, 
Abroad, eternal, uhiverial fame. 


For well to thee Diagoras is known; 
Ne’er to injuftice have his paths declin'd : 
Nor from his fires degenerates the fon ; 
Whofeeprecepts and examples fire his mind. 


Then ftom obfcurity preferve a race, 
Who to their country joy and glory give ; 
Their country, that in them views every grace, 
Which from their great forefather’s they recé:vee 


Yet as thetyales of Fortune various blow, 
To-day tempeftuous, and to-morrow fair, 
Due bounds, ye Rhodians, leg your tranfports 
know ; 
Perhaps to-morrow comes a ftornt of care. 


THE ELEVENTH OLYMPIC ODE. 


This Ode is infcribed to Agefidamus of Locris, who, in the Seventy-fourth Olympiad, obtained the vice 
tory in the exercife of the Creftus, and in the clafs of boys. 

The preceding Ode in the original is infcribed to the fame perfon; afd in that we learn, that Pindar 
had for a long time promifed Agefidamus an Ode upon his victory, which he at length paid him, 
acknowledging himfelf to blame for having been fo long in his debt. To make him fome amends 
for having delayed payment fo long, he fent him by way of intereft, together with the preceding 
Ode, which is of fome length, the thort one that is here tranflated, and which in the Greek title is 
for that reafon ftyled céxes, or intereft. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Poet, by two comparifons, with which he begins his Ode, infinuates how acceptable to fuccefsful 
merit thote fongs of triumph are, which give ftability and duration to their fame: then declaring 
that thefe fongs are due to the Olympic Conquerors, he proceeds to celebrate the victory of Agefida- 
mus, and the praifes of the Locrians, his countrymen, whom he commends for their having been al- 
ways reputed a brave, wife, and hofpitable nation ; from whence he infinuates, that their virtues 
being hereditary and innate, there was no more likelihood of their departing from them, than there 
was of the fox and fion’s changing their natures, 


STROPHE. 


To wind-bound mariners moft welcome blow 
The breezy zephyrs through the whiftling 
fhrouds : 
Mot welcome to the thirfty mountains flow 
Soft fhowers, the pearly daughters of the 
clouds ; 
And when on virtuous toils the gods beftow 
Succeis, moft welcume found metliflucus odes, 
‘Whole numbers ratify the voice of Fame. 
And to illuftrious worth iniure a lafting name. 
ANTISTROPHE. 
Such tame, fupesior to the hoftile dart 
Of canker’d envy, Pila's Chiefs attends. 
Fain would my Muk the immo:tal boon impart, 
Th’ immortal boon which irom high Heaven 
deicends. 
And now infpir’'d by Heaven thy valiant heart, 
Agelidamus, fhe to Fame commends ; 
Now adds the ornament of tuneful praife, 
And decks thy olive-crown with fweetly-found- 
ing lays. i 


EPODE. 
But while thy bold atchievements I rehearfe, 
Thy youthtul victory in Pifa’s fand, 
With thee partaking in the friendly verfe 
Not unregarded fhall thy Locris ftand. 
Then hafte, ye Mufes, join the choral band 
Of feftive youths upon the Locrian plain; 
To an unciviliz’d and favage tand 
Think not I now invite your virgin train, 
Where barbarous ignorance and foul difdain 
Ot focial Virtue’s hofpitable lore 
Prompts“.ne unmanner’d and inhuman {fwain 
To drive the ftranger from his churlith door. 
A. nation thall ye find, renown’d of yore =“ 
For martial Valour, and for worthy deeds ; 
Rich in a vaft and unexhaufted ftore 
Of innate wifdom, whole prolific feeds 
Spring in each age. So Nature’s laws require ; 
And fhe great laws of Nature ne'er expire. 
Unchang'd the lion’s valiant race remains, 
And all his father’s wiles the youthful fox req 
tains. 


OLYMPIC ODES. ODE XII. aug 


THE TWELFTH OLYMPIC ODE. 


"This Ode is infcribed to teles, the Son of Philanor ef Himera, who, in the Seventy-feventh Olym, 
piad, gained the prize in the Foot Race called Dolichos, or the Long Courfe. 


THE ARGUMENT. ° 


e 
Ergoteles was originally of Crete, but being driven from thence by the fury of 8 reine faction, 
he retired to Himera, a town of Sicily, where be was honourably received, and admitted to the 
freedom of the city; after which he had the happinefs to obtain, what the Greeks efteemed the 
higheft pitch of glory, the Olympic Crown. Paufanius fays he gained two Olympic Crowns; and 
the fame number in each of the other three facred Games, the Pythian, Ifthmian, and Nemean. 
From thefe remarkable viciffitudes of Fortune in the life of Ergoteles, Pindar takes occafion to ad- 
drefs himfelf to that powerful dire@refs of all human affairs, imploring her protection for Himera, 
the adopted country of Ergoteles. Then, after defcribing in general terms the univerfal influence 
of that deity upon all the actions of mankind, the uncertainty of events, and the vanity of hope, 
ever fluctuating in ignorance and error, he affigns a reafon for that vanity, viz. That the gods have 
not given to mortal men any certain evidence of thcir future fortunes, which often happen to be the 
very reverfe both of their hopes and fears. Thus, fays he, it happened to Ergoteles, whofe very 
misfortunes were to him the occafion of happinefs and glory; fince, had he not been banithed from 
his country, he had probably paffed his life in ob{curity, and wafted in domettic broils and quarrels 
that itrength and activity, which his more peaceful fituation at Himera enabled him to émprove, 
and employ for the obtaining the Olympic Crown. 
This Ode, one of the horteft, is, at the fame time, in its order and connection, the cleareft and moft 
compact of any to be met with in Pindar. 


D STROPHE. Pafs fome fleeting eo by, 
AuGHTER of Eleutherian Jove, All at once the tempetts fly : 
To thee my fupplications i prefer ! Inftant thifts the clouded fcene ; 
For potent Himera my {uit I move ; Heaven renews its {miles fereng 5 
Protectrefs fortune, hear ! And on Joy's untroubled tides 
e Thy deity along the pathlefs main , Smooth to port the veffel glides. 
In her wild courfe the rapid veffel guides ; , _EPODE. 
Rules the fierce conflict on the embattled  * Son of Philanor! in the fecret thade 
plain, Thus had thy {peed unknown to fame decay’d ; 
And in deliberating ftates prefides. Thus, like the ¢ crefted bird of Mars, at home 
Tofs'd by thy uncertain gale Engag’d in foul domeftic jars, 
On the {eas of error fail And watted with intefline wars, 
Human hopes now mounting high Inglorious hadf& thou {pent thy vigorous bloom ; 
On the {welling furge of joy ; Had not fedition’s civil broils 
Now with unexpedted woe Expell'd thee from thy native Crete, 
Sinking to the depths below. And driven thee with more glorious toils 
ANTIS I ROPHE. Th’ Olympic crown in Pifa’s plain to meet. 

For fure prefage of things to come With olive now, with Pythian laurels grac'd, 
None yet on mortals have the gods beftow'd ; And the dark chaplets of the Ithmuian pine, 
Nor of futurity’s impervious gloom In Himera's adopted city plac’d, 

Can wifdom pierce the cloud. To all, Ergoteles, thy honours fhine, 


Oft our moft fanguine views th’ event deceives, And raife her luftre by imparting thine. 
And veils in fudden grief the fmiling ray : 

Oft, when with woe the mournful bofom heaves, 

Caught in a ftorm of anguifh and difmay, @ Ergoteles, ¢ The Cock: 


THE FOURTEENTH OLYMPIC ODE. 


This Ode is infcribed to Afophicus, the Son of Cleademus of Orchodemus, who, in the Seventy-fixth 
Olympiad, gained the victory in the imple Foot Race, aod in the Clais of Boys, 
THE ARGUMENT. 


Qacwuomenus, a city of Beeotia, and the country of the victor Afophicus, being under the protectia 
of the Graces, her tutelary deities, to them Pindar addrefles this Ode ; which was probably fung 
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the very tample of thofe geddefies, at a facrifice offered by Afophicug on occafian of his. vicharvt, 
The Poet begins this invocation with ftyling the Graces queens of Orchomenus, and guardians ot- 
the children of Minyas, the firft king of that city ; whofe fertile territories, he fays, ts by lot af- 
figned to their protection. ‘I'hen, after defcribing in general the properties and operations of thefe 
deities, both in earth and heaven, he proceeds to call upon each of them by name tp affift at the 
finginy uf this Ode; which was made, he tells them, to calebrate the victory of Afgphicas, in the 
glory of which Orchomenus had her fhare. Then addrefling himfelf to Echo, a yymph that for- 
merly refided on the banks of Cephifus, a river of that coantry, he charges her to repair to the 
qaniion of Proferpine, and impart to Cleodemus, the father of Afophicus (who trom hence appears 


to have been dead at that time) the happy news of his fon’s victory; and fo coricludes. . 
MONOSTROPHAI®. 
STROPHE I. STROPHE II. 4 
Ye powers, o’er all the flowery meads, Aglaia, graceful virgin, hear ! 
Where decp Cephifus rolls his lucid tide, And thou, Buphrofyne, whoie ear 
Allotted to prefide, Delighted Iiftens to the warbled ftrain ' 
And haunt the plains renown’d for beauteous Bright daughters of Olympian Jove, ' 
Queens of Orchomenns the fair, [fteeds, The beft, the greateft power above ; 
And facred guardians of the ancient line With your illuftrious prefence deign 
Of Minyas divine, To grace our choral fong! 
Hear, © ye Graces, aud regard my prayer! Whofe notes to victory’s glad found 
All that’s fweet and pleafing here In wanton meafures lightly bound. 
Mortals from your hands receive : Thala, come along ! 
Splendor ye and fame confer, Come, tuneful maid! for, lo! my ftring 
Genius, wit, and beauty give. With meditated fkill prepares 
Nor, without your thining train, In foftly foothing Lydian airs 
Ever on th’ etherzal plain Atophicts to fing ; 
In harmonious meatures move Afophicus, whofe feed by thee fuftain’d 
‘Ihe celeftial choirs above ; The wreath for his Orchomenus obtain'd. 
When the figur’d dance they lead, Go then, fportive Echo, gu, 
Or the nectai’d bauquet Ipread. To the fable dome below, 
But with thrones immottal grac’d, Proferpine’s black dome, repair, 
And by Pythian Phoebus plac’d, There to Cleodemus bear 
Ordering through the bleit alodes Tidings of immortal fame : 
All the tplendul works of gods, : Tell, how in the rapid game 
Sit the fifters in a ring, O’er Pifa’s vale his fon victorious fled ; 
Round the golden-ihafted king : Tell, for thou faw ft him bear away 
And with reverential love The winged honours of the day ; 
Worfhippipg th’ Olympian throne, And deck’d with wreaths of fame his youthfuz 
The majeftic brow of Jove head. 


With unfading honours crown. 


THE FIRST PYTHIAN ODE. 


This Ode is infcribed to Hiero of Atna, King of Syracufe, who, in the Twenty-ninth Pythiad, (which 
an{wers to the Seventy-eighth Olympiad) gained the Victory in the Chariot Race. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Poet, addreffing ae in the Grit place to his harp, launches out immediately into a defcription 
of the wonderful effects produced in heaven by the enchantirfg marmony of that divine inftrument, 
when played upon by Apollo, and accompanied by the Mufes; thefe effects, fays he, are to celeftial 
minds delight and rapture; but the contrary to the wicked, who cannot hear, without horror, this 
heavenly mufic. Having mentioned the wicked, he falls into an account of the punifhment of ‘Ty- 
phoeu:, an impious giant; who, having pretumed to defy Jupiter, was by him ¢aft into Tartarus, 
and then chairied urider Mount A-tna,” whofe fiery eruptions he afcribes to this giant, whom he 
therefore ftyles‘Vulcaniari Monfter. The defcription of thefe eruptions of Mount Etna, he clofes 
with a fhort prayer to Jupiter, who had a temple ypon that mountain, and from thence paifles to, 
what indeed is more properly the fubjeét of this Ode, the Pythyian victory of Hiero. This part of 
the Poem is connected with what went before by the means of Altna, a city built by Hiero, and 
named after the mountain : whofe neighbourhood it ftood. Hiero had ordered himfelf to be ftyled 
vr étna, by the herald who proclaimed his victory in the Pythian Games; from which glorioug 
wr ginning, tay Pindar, the happy city prefages to herfelf all kinds of glory and felieity tux that 


i FIRST PYTHIAN 


ODE. grt 


future, hen addieffing himfelf to Apollo, the patron of the Pythian Games, he befeeches him 
to make the citizens of Actna great and happy, all human excellencies being the gifts ot heaven. 
‘Io Hiero, in like manner, he wifhes felicity and profperity for the future, not to be difturbed by 


‘ the return or remembrance of any paft afflictions 


Lhe toils indeed and troubles which Hero had 


undergone, before he and his biothe: Gelo obtuned the fovereagnty ot Syraculc, having been 


crowned with fuctefs, wall doubtlefs 


favs Pindar, recur often to his memory with great dchght. 


and then taking notice of the conditidy of Hiero, who, it {ccms, beimg at that time troubled with 
the ftone, was carried about in the anny im 7 litter, or chatot, be compares him to Philoctetes - 
this hero, having’ been woun led in the foot by onc of Hercules’s arrows, ftaid in Lemnos to get 

sed of his wound, but at being decreed by the Fates, that T1oy fhould not be tikcn witheut 
thofe arrows, of which Philo“tctes had the poffeflion, the Greeks tetched him from Lenino , lame 


and wounded as hé was, and cained@ him to the fiege 


As Hicro refeinhled Philoctctes in one 


porgt, my he alfo, adds the Poct, refemble him im another, and recover his health by the affiit- 
ance of a divigty. Then addretling himfult to Dinomenes, the fon of Hiero, whom that prince 
intended to mike king ot ALtna, he enters into an iccoant of the colony, which Hiero had fettled 


in that city 


prayer to Jupiter, imploring him vo giant 


the people of this colony being originally deicended fiom Sparta, werc, at their own 
requeft, goveined by the laws of that famous commonwealth 


lo this account Piudar fubjoms a 


at both the hing and peuple of Autna myy, by anfwer~ 
able deeds, maintain the glory and fpleridor of thar race 


and that Hicro, and his fon Dino~ 


menes tiught to govein by the precepts ot hi fither, may be able to difpofe thew niunds to peace 
and unty For this purpoie, contunucs h., do ta u, O fupta, prevent the Carthagimians and. 
the Iufcans from invading Sic ly any morc, by rec It ng to thar minds the great Ic fics they had 
lately fuftained from the valour of Hiero and hist rethers, mto a more prticulur detail of whofe 
courage and virtuc, Pind ir infinuates he woud , adly ente1, was he not afrud of being too prohiz 
and tedious, 2 fiult which 1s apt to bieed in the ic ten fetrety and dilgult , aid though, continucs 
hie, exceflive fame produces often the fame ett éts 11 envious minds, yet do not thou, O Hero! 
upon that confideration, omit domg any gre t or ¢ cd action, it | eang tar better to le envied than 


to be pitied 


With this, and fome fhecepts nictil to all ku gs an genera 


rd othtas more parte 


cularl) idipted to the temple of Hiewc, whors as he wes tomewhat mcuned to evuice, he en- 
cour es to adts of gcnerofity and munune ice fron the corfderation of the ime acciuing to the 
princes of that chiri@ter, and the infamy redcurc n, to tyrants, he concludeg, winding up ai 
with obferving, that the firft of all human Vicfhi,s ¢ ats it cing vartuors, the iecond 11 Leng 


piaied, and thit he who has the happirets tocr vy Lut! thes uu ] 


highett point of earthly felicity 


DICADTE I 


Harr golden lyre ! whofe hcaven-invented ftiing 
To Phabus and the t lack-has’d Nine bylongs 
Who in fWeet cLorus round then tuneful Arie 
Mis with thy founding chords their facred 
fongs 
The dince, gay queen of p! afure thee itt nas, 
Thy jocund {trams het liftcu ng tect in pte 
And ei h melodious tongue its vo ce f dpends 
Jill the a, great leider of the heavenly quire, 
With wirton art prcluding giv'ft the i, n— 
Sweils the full conceit then with Laimony divine 
DECADE Il 
‘Lhen, of their ftre ming liehtnings all dilarm d, 
The imor Idering thunderbolts of Jove eapire 
Then, by the mufic of thy Numpets charm d, 
The buds’ ficrce mon.ich * diops his ven eful 
ITe , 
Perch don the f eptre of thgfitymnin ping, 
"the thiuling daits of harmony he fces, 
And indolently hings his ripid wing, 

While gentle fleep his clofing eyc lid fcals , 
And ocr hw heaving hmbs in | of arriy 
To every balmy gale the ruffling tcathers play 

DECADS III. 
Exv'n Mars, ficrn god of violence ind wr, 
Soothes with thy lulling ftruns his funous 
breait, 
And, driving trom his he irt each bloody cate, 
His porated lance configns to peacetul ie‘ 
@e Ihc eagle, 


{ me time, 1s arrived it the 


Nor lefs enraptur d cach immortal n ind 
Owns the oftimiinence of un chantin, long, 
Wien, anim Todi as tymphony com in J, 
Thy ton Latens, and the tac ul throne 
Ot Virtes, Mulidain w fdem s dec pet Inne, 
The tubtle powers of vcrle and humors er 
plere 
DLCADE IV 
But they, on cath, ca the devoming mam, 
Whann, lt ow Juve with dete t tion vier s, 
Wathen io sh rior hear the he acnuly ftrain, 
yur dftomyranc fican virtuc, ind the Mute, 
Such s lyphaus ump ous toc o: Gods, 
Whofe baodre cated torm Cilicia s cave 
O xe toiicr din her intamous ibodes, 
di idan, with p ciumptucus arms to brave 
Then ,atorthun leis, Jove, fubdued he teil, 
Paung Canthe hori dur comsot , ofoundeit heil. 
LCOADL V 
Noy under fulphuroas Cuma s fer bound coaft, 
And valt $ cilit’s lies hus fhagey treat, 
By inowy /itna, nurie of endlcis trott, 
Phe pillu d prop of heaven, for ever pref de 
Forth from whole nitrous civeins funy iie 
Pure liquid f untains of tempcfiuous fic, 
And veil in 1iday mifts the noon diy thics, 
While wript in imole the eddying flimes 
alpire, 
Or fleaming thiuugh the night with hidcous ro. 
Ya: der the redduning maim huge to hy ts y 
ments pour 


y 


$ta 
DECADE VI. 
But he, Vulcanian Monfter, to the clouds 
The fierceft, hotte& inundations throws, 
While, with the burthep of incumbent woods 
And #tna’s gloomy clifis o’erwhelm'd, he 
WS. 


lo 
There qn fs flinty hed outftretch'd he lies, 


Whofe pointed rock his toffingcarcafe wounds : 


There with difpay he ftrikes beholding eyes, 
Or frights the diftant ear with horrid faunds. 
°O fave us from thy wrath, Sicilian Jove 
Thou, that here reigntft, gdor’d in ACtna’s fa- 
cred grove ! 
RQECADE Vit. 
dEtna, fair forchead of this fruitful Jand ! 
Whofe horraw'd name adatns the royal town, 
Rais’d by illuftrious Hiero’s generous hand, 
And rendes’d glorious with his high renown. 
By Pythian hefalds were her praifes fung, 
When Hiero triumph’'d in the dufty courfe, 
When {weet Caftaha with applaufes rung, 
And glorious layrels crown'd the conquer- 
ing horfe. 
The happy city for her future days 
Prefages hence increafe of yictory and praife. 
DECADE VII. 
Thus when the mariners to prpfperaus winds, 
The port forfaking, {pread the iwelling fails ; 
The fair departure cheers their jocund minds 
With pleafing hopes of favourable gales, 
While o er the dangerous defarts of the main, 
To their lov'd country they purfue their way. 
Ev'n fo, Apagilo, thou, whom Lycia’s plain, 
Whom Delus, and Caftalia’s fprings obey, 
Thefe hopes regard, and Atna’s glory raife 
With valiant fons, triumphant fteeds, and heg- 
venly lays! 
DECADE IX. 
For hyman virtue from the gods proceeds ; 
They the wife mind beftow’d, and fmooth’d 
the tongue 
With elocution, and for mighty deeds 
Fhe nervous arm with manly vigour ftrung. 
All thefe are Hie1o’s: thefe to rival lays 
Call forth the Bard: arife then, Mufe, and 
{peed 
‘To this contention; flrive in Hiero’s praife, 
Nor feat thy efforts fhall his worth exceed ; 
Within the lines of truth fecure to throw, 
Thy dart thall {till fuppafs each vain attempting 
foe. 


NECADE X. 
So may fucceeding ages as they roll, 
Great Hiero ftillin wealth and blits maintain, 
And, joyous health recalling, on his fou} 
Oblivion pour of lite-coniuming parn. 
Yet may thy memory with tweet delight 
The various dangers and the toils recount, 
Which jn inteftipe wars and bloody fight 
Thy patient virtue, Hiero, did furmount ; 
What time, by heaven above all Grecians 
crown'd, found. 
The prize of sats {way with thee thy } brother 
DECADE XI. 


Then like the fon of Poean didf thou war, 
Smit with the arrows of a lore gifeafe 
+Gdo, 


WEST'S PINDAR. 


While, as along flow rolls thy fickly car, 
Love re amaze the haughtiet 
eize, 
In Lemnos pining with th’ envenam’d w 
The fon of Peso, Philodtetes, lay : es 
There, after tedious queit, the heroes found, 
And bore the limpitig archer thence away; 
By whom fel] Priam’s towers (fo fate ordain’d) 
And the long harafs’d Greeks their with'd re- 
obtain’d. 
DECADE X11. ' 
May Hiero too, like Pean's fon, receive 
Recdver'd vigour from celeftial hands ! 
And may the healing gad pipceed to give 
The power to gain whate’er his wih dey 
mands. 
But now, O Mute, addrefs thy founding lays 
To young Dinomenes, his yirtupus heir. , 
Ging to Dinomenes, his father’s praife ; 
is father's praife thall glad his filial ear. 
For him hereafter fhalt thou touch the ftring, 
And chant in friendly ftrains fair Adtna’s future 


king. 
DECADE Xj. 
Hiero, for him th’ illuftrious city rear’d, 
And fill’d with fons of Greece her ftately 
towers, 
Where, by the free-born citizen rever'd, 
The Spartan Jaws exert their yirtuous powers. 
For by the ftatutes, which their fathers gave, 
Still muft the reftive Dorian youth be led ; 
Who dwelling once on cold Eurotas’ wave, 
Where proud Taygetus exalts his head, 
From the great ftock of Hercules divine 
And warlike Pamphilus deriv’d their noble line. 
DECADE XIV. : 
Thefe, from Theflahan Pindus rufhing down, 
The walls of fam’d Amyelz once poffefs’d, 
And, rich in fortune’s gifts and high renown, 
Dwelt near the twins of Leda, where they 
prefs'd 
Their milky courfers, and the paftures o’er 
Of neighbouring Argos rang’d, in arms fu. 
preme. 
To king and people on the flowery shore 
Of lucid Amena, Sicilian team, 
Grant the like fortune, Jove, with like defert 
The fplender of their race and glory to affert. 
DECADE XV. 
And do thou aid Scilia’s hoary Lord 
To form and rule his fon’s obedient mind ; 
And ftill in golden chaing of fweet accord, 
And mutual peace the friendly people bind, 
Then grant, O Son of Saturn, grant my prayer: 
The bolg Phoenician on his fhore detain; 
And may the‘Hardy Tufcan never dare 
To vex with clamorous war Sicilia’s mains 
Remembering Hiero, how on Cuma’s coaft 
Wreck'd by his ftormy arms their groaning fleets 
were loft. 
PECADE XVI. 
si terrors! what deftruction them affail'd ! 
url’d head tiyea decks what numbers 
y" 


When o’er their might Sicilia’s Chief prevail'd, 
Their o'erwhelming in the fosmy 


i © 
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Cc froma impending ferwitude to fave. And, ever watchful of the public weal, 
Thy favour, glarious Asievs | toacquire,  { Unnumbes'd witnefles scour thee ftend. 
Would I record the Salaminien wave ” ‘Then, would thy virtuous ear for ever feat 
Fam’d in thy trigmphs: and my tuneful lyre On the {weet melody of well-earn’d fame, 


To Sparta’s fons with fweeteft praife fhould tell, | Ia generous purpofes confirm thy breaf, 
Beneath Githeron’s thade what Medify archers | Nor dread expences that will grace thy 
fell. ; 


name ; 
DECADE XVI. But, fcorning fordid and unpripcely gain, 
But on fair Himera’s wide-water'd fhores _ Spread all thy bounteous fails, and launch inge 
Fay fons, Dingmenes, my lyre demand, the Main. 


DECADE Xx. 
When in the monjdering urn the monarch lies, 


To grace their virtues with the various ftores 
Of facred yerfe, and fing th’ illu@ridts band 


-_—- 


Of yajiant brothers, who from Carthage wen His fame in lively characters remains, 
The gleriougmeed of conqueft, deathlefg Or grav’d in monumental hiftories, 
praife. Or deck'd and painted in Aonian ftrains. 
A pleafing theme ! but cenfure’s dreaded frown Thus freth, and fragrant, and immortal, blooms 
Compels me to contract my {preading lays. The virtue, Croefus, of thy gentle mind : 
“s In verfe concifenefs pleafes every gueft, While fate to infamy and hatred dooms 
While each impatient blames and lothes a te- Sicilia’s tyrant, {corn of human kind ; 
dious feat. Whofe ruthlefs bofom fwell’d with cruel pride, 
DECADE XVIII. When in his brazen bull the broiling wretches 
Nor lefs diftafteful is exceflive fame dy’d. 
To the four palate of the envious mind ; DECADE XXI, 
Who hears with grief his neighbour’s goodly Him therefore nor in fweet fociety 
name, The generous youth conyerfing ever names 
And hates the fortune that he ne’er fhall find. Nor with the harp’s delightful melody 
Yet in thy virtue, Hiero, perfevere ! Mingle his odious inharmonious fame. 
Since to be envied is a nobler fate The firft, the greateft blifs on man conferr'd 
Than to be pitied: Let ftrict Juitice fteer Is, in the acts of virtue to excel ; 
With equitable hand the helm of ftate, The fecond, to obtain their high reward, 
And arm thy tongue with truth: O King, be- The foul-exalting praife ef doing well. 
ware Who both thefe lots attains, is blefs'd indeed, 
Of every ftep! a.Prince can never lightly err. Since Fortune here below can give no richer 
DECADE XIX. meed. 


Q’er many nations art thou fet, to deal 
The goods of Fortune with impartial hand ; 


THE FIRST NEMEAN ODE. 


This Ode is infcribed to Chromius of /£tna (a city of Sicily) who gained the victory in the Chariot. 
Race, in the Nemean Games. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


From the praifes of Ortygia (an iflgnd near Sicily, and part of the city of Syracufe, to which it was 
joined by a bridge) Pindar paffes to the fubject or occafion of this Ode, viz. the Victory obtained 
by Chromius in the Nemean Games ; which, as it was the firft of that kind gained by him, the Poet 
ftyles the“bafis of his future fame, laid by the co-operation of the Gods, i afified and feconded 
his divine virtaes; and, adds he, if Fortune continues to be favourable, he may arrive at the high- 
eft {ummit of glory: by which is meant chiefly, though pot folely, the gaining more prizes in the 
Great or Sacred Games (partic the Olympic), where the Mufes conftantly attend to cele- 
brate and record the Conquerors. From thence, after a fhort digreflion to the general praife ef Si- 
cily, he comes to an enumeration of the agate yirtues of Chromius, viz. his hof itality, libe. 
rality, prudence in council, and courage in war. Then, returning to the Nemean Vi » he takes 
occafion from fo aufpicious a beginning, to promife Chromius a large increafe of glory, in like man- 
ner as Tirefias, the famous Poet and Prophet of Thebes (the cgpntry of Pindar) ypon viewing the 
firft exploit of Hercules, which was killing jn his cradle the two ferpents fent by Juno to devour 
him, foretold the fubfequent achievements of that hero; and the great reward he fhould receive 
for all his labours, by being admitted into the number of the Gods, and married to Hebe; with 
which itory he concludes the Ode. 


; 6 
fp Hearth | ge receffes ae th’ on” hE om 
zx of De re abode Of Alpheus, pbreathin m sous 
Sipcyati, Goddeis of the chafe ! ace ! . 


os 
Divirre Ortypia ! to'thy name 
The Mufe preluding tunes her ftrings, 

Pleas'd with the fweet preamble of thy fame, 
To ufher in the verfe, that fings 
Thy triumphs, Chromius; while Sicilian Jove 
Hears with delight through Ztna’s founding 
grove 

The gratulations of the hymning choir, 

‘Whom thy victorious car and Nemea’s palms 


in{pire. 
ANTISTROPHE I. 

‘The bafis of his future praife 
Affifted by the Gods hath Chromius laid ; 
And to its height the towering pile may raife, 
If Fortune lends her favourable aid : 

Affur'd that all th’ Aonian train 

Their wonted friendfhip will afford, 

Who with delight frequent the lifted plain, 
The toils of Virtue to record, 

Mean time around this ifle, harmonious Mufe ! 

The brighteft beams of fhining verfe diffufe : 

This fruitful iland, with whofe flowery pride 

Heaven's awful King endow’d great Pluto’s beau- 
teous bride. 
EPODE f. 

Sicilia with tranfcendent plenty crown’d 
Jove to Proferpina canfign’d ; 

Then with a nod his folemn promife bound, 

Still farther to enrich her fertile fhores 
With peopled cities, ftately towers, 

And {fons in arts and arms refin’d ; 

Skill’d to the dreadful works of war 

The thundering fteed to train ; 

Or mounted on the whirling car 

Olympia’s all-priz’d olive to obtain.—— 

Abundant is my theme; nor need I wrong 

‘The fair occafion with a flattering fong. 

STROPHE Il. 

To Chromius no unwelcome gueft 

I come, high founding my Dircsean chord ; 

Who for his Poet hath prepar'd the featt, 

And fpread with luxury his friendly board, 
For never trom his generous gate 
Unentertain’d the ftranger flies. {great, 

While Envy’s fcorching flame, that blafts the 
os with his flowing bounty, dies. 

But Envy ill becomes the human mind ; 

Since various parts to varicus men affign’d 

All to perfection and to praife will lead, 

Would each thoie paths purfue, which Nature 
bids him tread. > 
ANTISTROPHE If. 

In action thus heroic might, 
3n council fhines the mind fagacious, wife, 
Which to the future cafts her piercing fight, 
And fees the train of confequences rife, 

With either talent Chromuus bleft 

Suppreffes not his active powers. 

{ hate the mifer, whofe unfocial breaft 
Locks from the world his ufelefs ftores. 

Wealth by the bounteous only is enjoy’d, 

Whofe treafures in diffufive good employ'd 

“The rich returns of fame and Friends procure ; 

And ’gainft a fad reverfe, a fafe retrez: infure. 

EPODEII.: 


. Thy early virtues, Chromius, deck’d with praife, 


And thefe fistt-fruits of Fame infpire 


WEST'S 


PINDAR. 


The Mufe to promife for thy future days 
A large increafe'of merit and renown. 
Se when of old Jove’s mighty fon, 
Worthy his great immortal fire, 
Forth from Alcmena’s tegming bed 
qe ith his twin-brother came, 


late throu ~ 
To view the 
Th . . oa 
Where flept the twins in faffron bands crray’d. 


STROPHE IIL. 

Thin, glowing with immortal rage, 
The gold-enthron’d Emprefs of the Ges 
Her eager thirft of vengeafve to afluage, 
Straight to her hated rival’s curs’d abodes 

Bade her vindictive ferpents hafte. 

They through the opening valves with {peed 
On to the chamber’s deep receffes patt, , 

To perpetrate their murderous deed : 

And now in knotty mazes to infold 
Their deftin’d prey, on curling fpires they roll’d, 
His dauntlefs brow when young Alcides rear’d, 
And for their firit attempt his infant arms pre- 
ANTISTROPHE Il. 

Faft by the azure necks he held 
And grip’d in etther hand his f{caly foes; 

Till from their horrid carcaffes expell’d, 
At length the poifonous foul unwilling flows. 

Mean titne intolerable dread 

Congeal'd each famale’s curdling blood, 

All who, attendant on the genial bed, 
Around the languid mother ftood. 
She with diltradling fear and anguifh ftung, 
Forth from her fickly couch impatient fprreng 
Her cumberous rove reygardlefs off the threw, 
And protect her child with fondeft ardou. 
flew. 
EPODE Ii. 
But, with her fhr.ll, diftrefsful cries alarm'd, 
In ruth’d gach bold Cadmean Lord, 
In brafs refulgent, as to battle arm'd; 
With them Amphitryon, whofe tumultuom 
breaft 

A. crowd of various cares infeft : 

High brandifhing his gleaming {word 

With eager, anxious ftep he came; 

A waund {o near his heart 

Shook with difmay his inmoft frame, 

And rouz’d the active {pirits in every part. 

To our own forrows ferious heed we give ; 

But for another's woe foon ceafe to grieve. 
STROPHE IV. 

Amaz’d the trembling father ftood, 

While Goustful pleafure, mix’d with wild fur 
prife, ' 

Drove from his troubled heart the vital floga , 

His fon’s ftupenduous deed with wondering eye 

He view’d, and how the gracious will 

Of Heaven to joy had chang’d his fear 
And falfify’d the meffengers of ill, 

Then ftraight he calls th’ unerring feer, 
Divine Tirefias, whofe prophetic tongue 
Jove’s facted mandates from the Tripod fung 
Who then to all th’ attentive throng explain’s 

What fate th’ immortal Gods for Herevtes.a 
( dain’d. 3 
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ANTISTROPHE IV. 
What fell defpoilers of the land 
The Prophet told, what monfters of the Main 
Should feel the vengeance of his righteous 
hand: 4 
What favage, proud, pernicious tyrant (ain 
To Hercules thould bow his head, 
Hurl’d from his arbitrary throne, 
Whofe glittering pomp his curs’d ambition fed, 
Afid made indignant nations groan. 
Laft, when the giant fons of earth fhall dare 
‘lo wage againift the gods rebellious War, 
Piercl by his rapid shafts on Phiegra’s plain 


EPODE IV. 
Then thall his generous toils for ever ceafle, - 
With fame, with endlefs life repaid ; 
th pure tranquillity and heavenly peace: 
Then led in triumph to his ftarry dome, 
To grace his fpoufal bed thall come, 
In Beauty's glowing bloom array’d, , 
Immortal Hebe, ever young. 
In Jove’s auguft abodes ; 
Then fhall he hear the bridal fong s 
Then, in the bleft fociety of Gods, 
The nuptial banquet fhate, and, rapt in praife 
And wonder, round the glittering manfion gaze. 


With duft their rediant locks the haughty foe 
thall ftain. 


"THE ELEVENTH NEMEAN ODE. 


This Ode is infcribed to Ariftagoras, upon occafion of his entering on his office of Prefident or Gover- 
hor of the ifland of Tenedos; fo that, although it is placed among the Nemean Odes, it has no fort 
of relation to thofe games, and is indeed properly an Inauguration Ode, compoled to be fung by a 
Chorus at the Sacrifices and the Feaft made by Ariftagoras and his colleagues, in the Town-hall, at 
the time of their being invefted with the Magiftracy, as is evident from many expreffions in the Grit 
Strophe and Antiftrophe. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Pindar opens this Ode with an invocation to Vefta (the Goddefs who prefided over the Courts of Juf- 
tace, and whofe ftatue and altar were for that reafon placed in the Town-halls, or Prytanzums, as the 
Greeks called them) ; befeeching her to receive favo rably Ariftagoras and his colleagues, who were 
then coming to offer facrifices to her, upon their entering on their office of Prytans or magiftiates of 
‘Tenedvs ; which office continuing for a year, he begs the Goddefs to take Ariftagoras under her pro= 
tection during that time, and to conduct him to the end of it without trouble or difgrace. From 
Auftagoras Pindar turns himlelf, in the next place, to his father Arcefilas, whom he pronounces hap~ 
py, 4s well upon account of his fon’s merit and honour, as upon his own great endowments, and good 
fortune ; fuch as beauty, ftrength, courage, riches, and glory refulting from his many victories in 
the games, But, left he fhould be too much puffed up with thefe prailes, he reminds him at the 
fame time of his mortality, and tells him that his clothing of flefh is perifhable, and that he muft 
ere long be clothed with earth, the end of all things; and yet, continues he, it is but juftice to 
penis and celebrate the worthy and delerving, who from good citizens ought to receive all kinds of 

onour and commendation; as Ariflagoras, tur inftance, who hath rendered both himiclf and his 
country illuftrious by the many victories he hath obtained, to the number of fixteen, over the neigh- 
bouring youth, in the games exhibited in and about his own country. From whence, fays the Poet, 
I conclude he would have come off victorious even in the Pythian and Olympic Games, had he not 
been reftrained from engaging in thofe famous lifts by the too timid and cautious love of his parents; 
upon which he falls into a moral refleGtion upon the vanity of men’s hopes and fears, by the former 
of which they are oftentimes excited to attempts beyond their ftrength, which accordingly iffue in 
their difgrace ; as, on the other hand, they are frequently reftrained by unreafonable and ill-ground~ 

. ed fears, from enterprizes, in vy’ ish they would, in all probability, have come off with honour. 
This reflection he applies to Ariflagoras, by faying it was very ealy to forefee what fuccefs he was 
like to meet with, who both by father and mother was defcended from a long train of great and 
valiant men. But here again, with a very artful turn of flattery to his father Arcefilas, whom he 
had before reprefented as ftrong and valiant, and famous for his victories in the games, he obferves, 
that every generation, even of a great and ghorious family, is not equally illuftrious, any more than 
the fields and trees are every year equally fr ; that the gods had not given moctals any certain 
tokens, by which they might foreknow when the rich years of virtue fhould fucceed; whence it 
comes to pafs that men, out of felf-conceit and prefumptten, are perpetually laying fchemes, and 
forming cnterprifes, without previoufly confulting Prudence or Wildom, whofe ftreams, fays he, lie 
jar and out ef the common road. From all which he“infers, that it is better to moderate our 
efires, andict bounds to our avarice and ambition; with which moral precept he concludes the 


. * wa 


@t5 
STROPHE 1. 


Daverrer of Rhea! thou, whofe holy fre 
Before the awful feat of Juitice flames! 
Sifter of Heaven's Almighty Sige ‘ 
Sifter of Juno, who cove claims 
‘With Jove to thare the empire of the gods! 
© Virgin Vefta! To thy dread abodes, 
Lo! Arifiagoras direéts his pace ! 
feceive, and neay thy facred {ceptre place 
Him, and his colleagues, who with honeft zeal 
Pex Tenedos prefide, and gnard the public weal. 
ANTISTROPHE I. 
And lo! with frequent offerings they adore 
Thee, firft invok’d in every folemn prayer ! 
To thee unmix'd libations pour, 
And fill with odorous fumes the fragrant air. 
Around in feftive fongs the hymning choir 
Mix the melodious voice and founding lyre. 
While dill, prolong’d with hofpitable love, 
Are folemniz’d the rites of Genial Jove: 


Then guard him, Vefta, through his long ca- 
reer, 
And Iet him clofe in joy his minifterial year. 


EPODE I. 
But hail, Arcefilas! all hail 
To thee! blefs'd father of a fon fo great ' 
Thou, whom on Fortune’s higheft fcale 
‘The favourable hand of Heaven hath fet, 
Thy manly form with beauty hath refin’d, 
And match’d that beauty with « valiant mind. 
Yet let not man too much prefume, 
Tho’ grac’d with Beauty’s faireft bloom ; 
‘Though for fuperior ftrength renown'd ; 
Though with triumphal chaplets crown'd ; 
Let him remember, that in flefh array’d © 
Soon fhall he fee that mortal veftment fade ; 
Till laf imprifon'd in the mouldering urn 
‘To earth, the end of all things, he return, 
STROPHE I. 
Yet thould the worthy from the public tongue 
Receive their recompence of virtuous praife ; 
By every zealous patriot fung, 
And deck’d with every flower ef heavenly lays. 
Such retribution in return for fame. 
Such, Ariftagoras, thy virtues claim ; 
Claim from thy country, on whofe g!orious brows 
The wreftler’s chaplet ftill unfaded blows : 
Mix’'d with the great Pancratiaftic crown, 
Which from the neighbouring youth thy early va- 
lour won 


ANTISTROPHE Il. 

And (but his timid parents’ cautious love. 
Diftrufting ever his too forward hand, 

Forbade their tender fon to prove 
The toils of Pythia, or Olympia’s fand) 
Now by the Gods I fwear, his valorous might 
Had “{cap’d victorious in each bloody fight : 
And from Caftalia, or where dark with thade 
The Mount of Saturn rears its olive-head, 
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Great and illuftrions home nad av etean't é 
While by his fame eclips’d his vanquish'd foes had 


mourn’d, 
EPODE Il. 
Then his triumphal trefits bound 
Witif the dark verdure of th’ Olympic grove, 
With joyous banquets had he crown'd 
The great Quinquennial Feftival of Jove ; 
And cheer’d the folemn pomp with chopal lays, 
Sweet tribute, which the Mule to Virtud pays. 
But, fuch is man’s prepofterous fate ! 
Now with o’er-weening pride elate 
Too far he aims his tafe throw, ° 
And ftraining burfts his feeble bow. 
Now pufillanimous, deprefs'd with fear, 
He checks his virtue in the mid.career 3 
And of his ftrength diftruftful coward flies, 
The conteft, though empower'd to gain the 


prize 
STROPHE IL 
But who could err in prophecying good 
Of him, whofe undegenerating breaft 
Swells with a tide of Spartan blood, 
From fire to fire in long fucceffion trac’d 
Up to Pifander: who in days of yore 
From old Amyclz to the Lefbian thore 
And Tenedos, collegued in high command 
With great Oreftes, led th’ AZolian band ? 
Nor was his mother’s race lefs ftrong and brave, 
Sprung from a ftock that grew on fair Ifmenus’ 


ave. 
ANTISTROPHE II. 
Though for long intervals obfcur'd, again 
Oft-times the feeds of lineal worth appear. , 
For neithe: can the furrow'd plain 
Full harvefts yield with each returning year : 
Nor 1n each period will the pregnant bloom 
Inveft the {miling tree with rch perfume. 
So, barren often and inglorious pafs 
The generations of a noble race ; 
While Nature’s vigour, working at the root, 
In after-ages {wells, and bloffoms into fruit. 
EPODE ITI. 
Nor hath Jove given us to foreknow 
Whea the rich years of virtue fhall fucceed ; 
Yet bold and daring on we go, 
Contriving fchemes of many a mighty deed. 
While Hope, fond inmate of the human mind, 
And felf-opinion, active, rafh, and blind, 
Hold up a falfe illufive ray, 
That leads our dazzled feet aftray 
Far from the {prings, where calm and flow - 
The fecret ftreams of wifdom flow. 
Hence fist.gd we learn our ardour to reftrains 
And limit to due bounds the thirft of gain. 
To rage and madnhefs oft that paffion turns, 
Which with forbidden flames defpairing burns 


THE SECOND ISTHMIAN ODE. Fi 


This Ode was written upon occafion of a victory obtained in the Charriot-Race by Xenocr*_» of Agtia 
gentum in the Ithmian games; it is however addrefled not to Xenocrates himfelf, but to his fon 
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SECOND ISTHMIAN ODE: 3g 


Thrafybulus; from whence, and from Pindar’s always {peaking of Xenocrates in the perfect tenfe, 
it is moft probable it was weitten after the death of Xenoctates; and for this sexiea it has, by 
fome, been reckoned among the Sexve or Elegies of Pindar. : 


THE ARGUMENT. 
® 


The introduétion contains a fort of an apology for a Poet’s taking m fer his compofitions; 2 thing, 
fays Pindar, not practifed formerly by the fervants of the Mufes, who drew their infpiration from 
love alone, and wrote only from the heart: but as the world is grown interefted, fo are the Poets be- 
come mercenary ; obferving the truth of that famous faying of Ariftodemus the Spartan, “ Money 
“ makes the man:” a truth, he fays, which he himfelf experienced, having with his riches loft all 
his friends; and of this truth, continues Pindar, you, Thrafybulus, are not ignorant, for you are a 
wife man: I fhal’ therefore fay no more about it, but proceed to celebrate the victories of Keno« 
crates; after an enumeration of which, he paffes on to the mention of the virtues of Xenocrates, whom 
he praifes for his benevolence, his public {pirit, his devotion to the gods, and his conftant uninters 
rupted courfe of hefpitality in all changes of fortune. Thefe virtues of his father he encourages 
Thrafybulus not to conceal through the fear of exciting the envy of mankind, and bids Nicafippus 
(by whom this Ode was fent to Thrafybulus) to tell him to publith it; concluding with obferving, 
that a Poem is not made to continue always, like a mute and motionlefs ftatue, in one place. 


STROPHE I. EPODE I. 
Turvy, Thrafybulus, who in ancient days Him, on the golden lap of victory 
Triumphant mounted in the Mufes’ car, Reclining his illuftrious head, 
Tuning their harps to foft and tender lays, They hail’d with fweeteft melody s 
Aim’d their {weet numbers at the young and And through the land his glory {pread, 
fair ; Through the fam'd Altis of Olympic Jove 3 


Whofe beauties,ripe for love, with rapurous fires Where in the honours of the facred grove 
Their wanton hearts inflam’d, and waken'd ftrong © The children of Enefidamus fhar’d ; 


defires. For not unknown to victory and praife 
ANTISTROPHE I. Oft, Thrafybulus, hath thy manfion heard 
As yet the Mufe, defpifng fordid gain, The pleafing concerts of the youthful choir, 
Strung not for gold her mercenary lyre : Attemper’d to the warbling lyre, 
Nor did Terpifichore adorn her ftrain And the fweet mixture of triumphal lays. 
In gilded curtefy and gay attire, STROPHE Il. 
With fair appearances to move the heart, Iwfmooth and flowry paths th’ encomiatt treads, 
And recommend to fale her proftituted art. When fo the manfions of the good and great 
EPODE I. In pomp the nymphs of Helicon he leads: 
But now fhe fuffers all her tuneful train Yet thee, Xenocrates, to celebrate, 
Far other principles to hold ; Thy all-furpaffing geatlenefs to fin 
And with the Spartan Sage maintain, In equal ftrains, requires an all-furpaiing ftring. 
That Man is worthlefs without Gold. ANTISTROPHKE III. 
This truth himfelf by fad experience prov’d, To all benevolent, revered, belov’d, 
Deferted in his need by thofe he lov'd. In every focial virtue he excell’d ; 
Wor to thy wifdom is this truth unknown, And with hisconquering fteedsat Corinth prov’d, 
No longer therefore fhall the Mufe delay How facred the decrees of Greece he held ; 
To fing the rapid fteeds, and Uthmian crown, With equal zeal th’ immortals he ador’d, 
Which the great monarch of the briny flood And fpread with frequent feafts his confecrated 
On lov’d Xenocrates beftow’d board. 
His geherous cares with honour to repay. EPODE III. 
STROPHE It. Nor did he e’er when rofe a ftormy gale 
Him too, his Agrigentum’s brighteft ftar, Relax his hofpitable courfe, 
, Latona’s fon with favourable eyes Or gather in his {welling fail: 
At Crifa view'd, and blefs’d his conquering car ; But, finding ever fome refource 
Nor, when, contending for the ~ ple prize, The fierce extremes of fortune to allay, 
Nicomachus, on Athens” craggy Plain, _{rein. Held on with equal pace his conftant way. 


With dextrous. art control’d the chariot-{teering Permit not then, through dread of enviond 
ANTISTROPHE IL. 


tongues, 
Did Phoebus blame the driver’s fkilful hand ; Thy father’s worth to be in filence loft ; 
But with Athenian palms his mafter grac’d: Nor from the public keep thefe choral fongs, 
His mafter, greeted in th’ Olympic fand ; Not in one corner is the Poet's ftrain 
And evermore with grateful zeal embrac’d Form’'d, like a ftatue, to remain, 


By the great priefts, whofe herald voice proclaims 
Th’ Blean feaits of Jove, and Pifa’s facred games. 


This, Nicafippus, tell my honour’d hott. 


